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INTRODUCTION 



On coiBulting the most remote history, not only of European nations 
\mi those of the wildest regions, under the frigid and the torrid zones, we 
ihall uniformly find, that the vocal chant has at all periods and every 
where predominated. Religious ceremonies have been accompanied by 
solemn strains of melody, — the songs of war and of victory are proverbial,—- 
and the funereal dirge is sung as the final tribute of devotional love and 
respect for the manes of a departed spirit. Such we conceive to have been 
the origin of all Song, which, in remote ages, does not appear to have 
extended beyond the celebration of such solemn rites. In process of time 
the epithalamium was performed at nuptial ceremonies, from whence, in all 
probability, originated the sprightlier amatory and Bacchanalian strains. 

As early as the reign of the heroic Alfred, history affords incontestible 
proof that the harp was the favoured instrument among the Britons, and in 
various manuscript Saxon records, still preserved, the rude illuminations 
introduced as embellishments, represent persons performing on that and 
other minor instruments. With respect to the stile of composition 
nsed during those dark ages, nothing for a certainty has been handed 
down ; and it is only from the period of the Norman conquest that we are 
enabled to trace any thing of that nature that can be relied upon. William 
the Conqueror^ was certainly accompanied in his expedition by many 
Trouverres, Chanterres, Jongleurs, Troubadours, or Minstrels, originally of 
Provence, who played a species of wild music, accompanied by extempore 
verse, in the stile of the Italian Improwisatori. In Percy's Relics of 
Ancient English Poetry is a specimen of the versification of Richaid Caut 
dt Lion : and Blondiaux, or Blondel, the Proven9al bard, who was the 




faitUfully and exquiaitcly 

ame iuilcfatigable industry 
) small degree of pride in 
lis of those now no more. 



INTEODUCTION. 

Intimate and associate of that belligerent monarch, composed a leeendaiy 
air still preserved, and introduced in the interesting theatrical afler-piece 
on the subject of that prince, which is no mediocre proof of the feeling and \ 
pathos that characterized the productions of the period in question. The ' 
national ballad of Chevy Chase is well known to every lover of harmony, 
and a more beautiful strain, accompanied by many touches of pure pathetic 
versification, is not to be found in the vocal annals of any country. 

We have deemed it requitite to offer the foregoing cursory remarks on 
the origin of English Song, in order to prove that all the subsequent efforts 
at composition are indebted for their existence to vocal harmony. 

In regard to the present publication, which is intended to chronicle song* 
from the earliest period to the present day, if wc may be permitted to judge 
from the pulse of public approbation, the Universal Songster has 
incuntestibly established its reputation; which derives no small portion of 
popularity from the combined humourous illustrations of Messrs. George 
eod Robert Cruikshank, displayed in the pictorial embellishments that 



mpany our numbers, which sketches a 

tved by Mr. J. R. Mars/tall. 
In the progress of this periodical work the 
will uniformly be exemplilied, which we feel 
stating has insured us, independent of the lab 
the assistance of the best composers of songs at present living. To those 
we beg to offer our sincere acknowledgements, without particularizing 
names, which we should he happy to insert, were it not from a fear of giving 
offence to many poetical geniuses less known, who might conceive them- 
*«ives entitled to similar notice. 

With every sentiment of respect. 

We beg to subscribe ourselves, 

The devoted servants of the Public, I 
THE EDITORS. 
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Tht RtwlnghorDallttbctaDFUatantbToiid.- i 

TvIJSSIShSnmS'Mwuinora':":;::::";;::;:: I 

Thf nuiD|M*iii«ewlihjo7>eb(v i,, 

Tnlktdiu^ ta Ik> ctaiM, en Ibe hranoC itaclilll ih 

Thetpipldi, BDDOflpled, dub intr the mead ,.„.. am 

Thc-lBikr^AtrMHdninlhiilcy «i 

TtHHitb wHilir Rp<nl"t- m 

TwultwluhDrtlMrllf, the bv. ct ii tpfd jm 

ThennliBiilirDbdled, IhthiMDdimreliirTy — 

Tollveii lite fKcfrobi font, paliti orphlhliie.^^... 

Tmtinj, llrf, tin, tiry, hljlilo"! 

ThtdlwllifitlfftllinithenmlbrlcrtliDni 

M^lien^DlthmiSiewibidluVnl'Kd'tiie'^ben"! 




WbtB Ik mom I 

■nd Her 

Wlwn tb« cny iiii 
When ruddy Aon 



nWr and ve iponiifrome 
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When bold LIewel1yoAH(bt(brfkme ....'. ',','. v 

YORKSHIRE AND PROVINCIAL 



G i In Scfogjint conned MolLy _._ „ 

Goodnarraw, HInBiddy. pnyhwdayaudo) .. M> 
Uird by Ciipbuibtiiwn-uid lind ■■■ sId Tmbliln 
TMl.^....^^.-j^.._j^..^.j_. „.. 

»t»>iiTnlftomy..rti V^V^'.Z^'.\'.'.'.'".'.''. 

poor country lad| thoi^b hHtibl^ ay loc ,^^ 

lenp rolawDscBT(Bitenov(luvu .^„...„... 

! 10 town the other d^.... 



kno«1ii|Joeby lhcboyftc4' otirtown . JOT 

1 1 wnrfinrn uid tand... m I 

..WIIttvuipndl^nirraR...... n»< 

Uy Bunr'i Tony Clod, wt^giHi't ivrnttlm Holin . • 

Uyfalber, wliD>lmyikiKBwbuhe*tRM. Mf 

Selchboun, I'mfomlbitaull ye, ,'...',"...'.'. sty 

) dnr. O dear, (ood grnUfMke, mmy II b* lUd.... i» 

31 HulaDI Fil'i nil and coau ya 

)h,iheluie>i>>t<inBoabead*)eli«diid«i , <w 

laya Hodge one day la hU ton Ned I* 

(imni, pndlbUu, I'Kcaani'dtltrejHttgtti] ~ SI 

Thnighi I lamyKirmEday, •ltllD!UbciB«"M.V^' I«l 

I Ifnt In'Laiintin I'anim 
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■ PBiirelm^clMrih tut 
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•t goHip, Rcppri, j> a rnty JtSdim 
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THE NIGHTINGALE-CLUB. 

-- ShiiJ.iuk, FAfunH^flKM."— (Knigbt.) 
■ village >u hrld. 



Mr. Hraiidrnt that with great eloquence uid-~ 

Spoken.] GenilemrD of ihe Nichiingale-Club, 
na bU knov Ibe rules aod regulaljona of thit 
•ociely ; uid if any Kpnil'inin pretem it not aware 
fit tlH-iu, if he oill look ov'r the fiie-plux he will 



ot drink a pin! of lall *nd watery Iberefore, t 
make a l>?|I:inniiig of thif evenii^* bumoDJ, 
(bill »11 upon Mr. Snuffle.—' Sir, I have an ei 
trrini- bad cnid, but with yonr penniMion 111 u 
to do my best.'—' Sir, ihal't atl we wiih, Igr, 
yon do j-our be«t, Ihe be« cun do no murc.'- 

6miilj.'—( Singias, amffiing.) 

GallnpinE dreary dall. 
And bell get a wife aa f a« m he can, 
With hi> l»ilj gaily giill-bo-rayl)-, 
Hwehy, pigcliy, gig'lij. nigeliy. 

Bravo' bravol vorj well aung, 
Tkit ibr NiiUlingale.CTab nightly kept up tht 



rl r.Tug, who draws terlh tor nil uanir *. 

Pull awHv, pull away, my heartieftr 

Pull— puil away, pull away, my hcartiei.' 

SPuKEn.l ' Mr. Drinkall, we ihall be happy lo 

hear vour •ODE, lir.' ( Jhvnk. ) ' 'Pon my^mil, 

Mr. President, I cannot .ing.'-' Waiter. Lr^n^ 

Mr. Drinkall a glaw of will and waiep. — ■ S«, 

A laai i> good, and a glaai ii good. 
And a pipe to tinoke in cold weather. 



're alifonA frlli 






Jolly CO 
Mr. Drybon. 



"r.^t 



btly knocked daw 



I lilllc Jvw grocer, who wore a Lob " 
. up ■ Johnny IMnde had von very lee 
Kol very Ip.t.l. nor »ery pig. 
But vcn alive, hin. live in clover. 



lliinic iprightly.' 

■ Merry uv the belLs, uid merry do they r 
Vary is rnvHlf, aad merrv will t ang.' 

Jolly compiQiQM fi-ty oat. 

Thai Uie Nighungde-Club 
1)1117 Cipec* *™u mcoilKn nllnd Bnuh a 

BrcBiiBe kll hii noiu vere «o ghrill, 
^brielial out like the nhetl ai a can that 1 



.ireotly, ' Oh '. Iblen tu Iha 
the fnjTfi 



:b «Ui my Daphi 
N,] Mr. DouLle-li 



icllriiiE like I peimy IrulDpct and a keulir-drum 
Mr. Boiible-huiK», «n «iih to hear yoiit song. 
" ■■" -iii|wi*allniybiart,liver,iuidiighi« 
lite «hv man dui oi Cumui. vul 



111 itiiij yuu 

iluuel'i'lTc 
< Swtet 



TLiu the Nighiingi^e-Club, Ik. 
Kvi»h, Ihey lay. 



1 down 10 Iluj Csbbnge and S 



where we will, ihere ii 



■ No, you blackguud,' Myt buwi[i>, ' it appeu* 
flint it DO place like home to you, lor your home 

Ur. PlMh, ■ why 11 Mr. Shivonoe like com' in & 
highway f'.-" Bccauu he ia Kody,' tays the tailor. 

behenpack'il.'— ' That'i a good joke,' layt Mr. 

uul pnl it dgwD lu the other ten Vvc bad.' — 
That* no Joke,' uyi thr liiullunl.— ' ll'a not a 
Iryjoka, at all eveuti,' ityi Uiinkidl. — ' 1 waDI 
•onie ipint,' uiji the actor — ' So you may, but 
wlot do ymi owe meV—^Singt) ■ Sweet grUi- 
Milt' «wecl grauiude!'^ O dvmu yourgmuiude, 
pWdve penCA in COppvF ia worth Iwolve pnuudt of 
:ratltiiue.'— ' But don't I pBtcuoice yum liouie, 

ran nium lo meT^ Ye>. yuu have givea me ibe 
liv^r-eomp-uiii ihrougb dnnking yuut ru* ipiriii. 

lowing your •piHta of wine, and the dropsy through 
■biakiiig yout (Dncd ll(|tiun ) I've been dnokini lor 
Ibr Isit tooyeantolnilyau had ■ drop oi atiyihing 
inud III the houH. I can'lqueuch my thint; I'm 
dry. tlii^ rompany andry, theil (engi are dry, iheii 
jji^ri uo drv. anil mv Docket* an drf.' — 'Thai'iall 



Then the row began. Mr. Tug knockad 

the Charley'* teeth. Urybojje^ imothered hia 

jin und water, Billy Fiper ihoved the tobaeo*- 

dowQ hit tbronT. Double-luugt gbvo him • 

bellygu[u>ter, Saufflc broke hli ame. Max hiinpd 

"'' Brava! *^rVvo"very"ll''»Lg,'" *" 

Ju.Iy companiont every one. 

Thuithe Nigblingale-Club, k 



(Planelic,) 

Eitramadun, 

le Cell very ill at ihc d«Ib of her fini huabaod 
and Ihoughl uothing but s second would 

It hei ubi; wu Id funny, ibai, ihougli ibo had 
pfenly of money, she ttsgi^red ill wh« 



So he ugled Mud he sighed, 

Though the ncigbboura dcdaied he d 

For the Bquiutcd and ahe limped 

And her lace bttiwti and crimped 

Looked much like an old nntmrg-gral 



lut to ailOQCe all joliea, and thejeen of tlicMki, 
he lull -length her picture had painwd, 

bough at iho lint tiiht of ui horrid a fright, Ibl 
poor artitt had nearly fainlcd. 

'ben, aparingmi cuh. La the gitdet'a tlap-duh k 



The neighbonn agree, 

Ai old and at i^y u aln, lie 1" 
But ihay quitkly eiudaim. 
" What a beautilul frame! 

It alousa lor the jncture within, uc !* 
Good friendi, yon aie right, 
Said the cuimiiig young wigbi. 

Though ugly and old. 



Sol 



knd niJW like llie mom diy ilumben break. 

?o be ae OQ or bo heard in the cottu; 
riie waliJi-dog i> ailent, thy father t 
knd love, bke ihe breeia, to thy wimlow iieopfc 

To lb* ahiapeta of uic*l* hk* tliaa^ 



f 
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lift, Imt a moment, the sash with thine hand. 
And kiM bfut that hand to me, 

Mylove^ Mary' 
Kiae hot that hand to me ! 

GcBtW awake, and gently ariie ! 

Oh, MT t tarn to unclose thine eyes ; 

The vapoar of tleep ahonld fly toftly the while. 

And then I would whisper thee never to fear. 
For HeaTen b all roond thee when true lore is near. 
I«R under the woodbine, dear Mary, I stand. 

Still looking and list'ning for thee ; 
lift, bat a momem, the sash with thy hand. 

And kiss bat that hand to me. 

My love, Mary ! 

Kiaa bat that hand to me ! 

Hark l— do I hear thee? — ^Yes, 'tis then, 

4nd now there's thy hand, and I see thee now ; 

IVm look'st like a rose in a crystal stream. 

For thy face, love, is bathed in the moolight gleam ! 

And, oh ! c«>ald mv kisses like stream-cudes rise. 

To dip in thy dimples and spread roond thine eyes ! 

How sweet to be loit in a ni^ht such as this. 

In the arms of an angel like thee ! 
Kav, stay but a moment — one moment of bliss. 

And smile but forgiveness to me. 

My love, Mary ' 

Smile bat forgiveness to me. 

Nobody, sweet, can hear oar sighs. 

Thy voice jnst comes on the soft air and dies. 

Doet thoa gaze on the moon? I have gaxed as I 

rove. 
Tin I thought it has breathed heaven's blessing 

on love; 
"nil I've stretched oat my arms, and my tears have 

begun. 
And natofe, and heaven, and thou, seemed but 



Fare thee well, sweetest Mary, the moon's in the 
west. 
And the leaves shine with tear-drops like thee ; 
So draw in thy charms, and betake thee to rest, 
O, thoo, dearer than life to me. 

My love, Mary ! 
Thon dearer than life to me. 



THE DAYS OF GOOD QUEEN BESS. 

Air—" AOe^ Croker," 

Good people, to my muse attend, and deem it not 

a mystery. 
If, besides in cape and laces long, I deal a bit in 

history. 
The um«« to display, we now will try, of worthy 

old Queen Bess, sir. 
Whose virtue and whose mem'ry posterity will 
bless, sir. • 

O the davs of good Queen Bess, 
The very merry. 
Hey down derry. 
Days of good Queen Bess. 

Qoccn Bess can twang the bowstring, and hunt a 

pack of hounds, sir ; 
While her courtiers play at quarter-stafif, and dance 

the Cheshire rounds, sir. 
And when her foes, with mighty blows, prepare 

to beat and stripe her, too. 
She leads both France and Spain a dance, and 

makes them pay the piper, too. 
O the days, &c. 

Then her baaom dames of honour, with collars 

about their necks fast. 
They gobble up beef-steaks and mntton-chops for 

breakfast. 



Thus, the gentle Zephyrina can eat a pound, by 

jingo. 
While ner grace of Rutland winds up all with a 

gallon of Kood stingo. 
the days, &c. 

Then to help the body politic, and steer the helm 

of state, sir; 
We've thick heads, and we've soft heads, with 

politics replete, sir; 
But by shifting of their ground, though their heads 

are misoty long, sir. 
They now and then forget to what body they belong. 



sir. 



the days, &c. 



THE PEREMPTORY LOVER. 

Tune—" Jokm Amdemm, rngf Joe," 
'TIS nor your beauty nor your wit 

That can my heart obtain. 
For they could never conquer yet 

Either my breast or brain ; 
For if you'll not prove kind to me. 

And true as heretofore. 
Henceforth I'll scorn your slave to oe. 

Or doat upon you more. 

Think not my fancy to o'eroome 

By proving thus unkind ; 
No smoothed sight, nor smiling frowns 

Can satisfy my mind. 
Pray, let Platonics play such pranks* 

Such follies I deride ; 
For love at least I will have thanks. 

And something else beside. 

Then open-hearted be with me. 

As I shall be witli you. 
And let our actions be as free 

As virtue will allow. 
If you'll prove loving. 111 prove kind ; 

If true, rU constant be ; 
If fortune chance to change your mind* 

I'll turn as soon as ye. 

Since our affections, well ye know. 

In equal terms do stand, 
'Tis in your power to love or no, 

Mme's likewise in my hand. 
Dispense with your austerity. 

Inconstancy abhor ; 
Or, by great Cupid's Deity, 

I'll never love you more. 



COMIC MEDLEY, 

(MoncricfT.) 

IN THREE PARTS. — PART I. 

The Nightingale-Club in a village was held. 

At the sipi of the Cabbage and Shears, 

Where the singers, no doubt, would have greatly 

excell'd. 
But for want of — 

Four-and-twenty fiddlers all of a row ; 
Four-and-twenty fiddlers, — 
Peaceful slumb ring, — 
At the town of neat Cloghcen, 
Where— 

The Graces they were culling posies 
And found — 

The finest ram, sir, that was ever fed on ha^ ^ 
This ram was fat behind, sir. 
This ram was fat before. 
This ram was — 

A flaxen-headed cow>boy, as simple as may be, 
The next a meiry plougb-boy that whistled — 
Old King Cole was a merry old soul. 
And a merry old soul was he : 
Ue call'd for— 
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IK 


Ml'Sii:L':M 0¥ MIRTH. ^^H 


Th- lm» i>i VUU-I mill, .0 bonny, bihh.. and gajp, 
And, mspiuoTallinvakitl, ■)» •»!=— 
A IniM iliafwiD, with Lit— 


In 


yoor Sunday clothe, ao g«l,,- ^^| 


To 


ether w> wUI rauga the field.— ^^M 


W 


en the wolf in nigbUy prowl W^M 


dear, ahac can the auutn bf '. 


Ba 


™ the moon with— ^^1 


Dm. daar, what tan the ini[l»t be— 




1 you come 10 the bower I have .had«dlorfS 


Vat uf all tha liila thai an >« <.m»n. 




a bed dial) be- 


1'hr»-> Done like p»uy S.lly ; 


On 


that apot, is ancient lore oft najued. 




Where—- 


And ,J«li.e. wilt- 




a Sctogcin. conned Molly Brown. 

Bifofdenl. detoldeni 


Rubin Adair 1 




Wl..ln>adeiLebBllHiliiiaT 


The faireit maid in all the town, 


What made the aHcinbly ibiac ? 




Pol lol de ril, de ml d< m 




If 


he loved me a. I love .he _ 






tbi. cold flinty rock 1 -oolil lay down my bod 




An 


d tweetly Til .ing— 


for the bulleia and the «>ut 
lia>e la knocked hii huil about. 


Bo 


ind -pn^nlico to a waterman. 1 leara'd a btll 






Thai hc-ll n^et mora ha At for— 




. blea. your he.n. 1 alwayi waa M gay. 


The maid oi Lodi, who meptly lung to ma— 


Th 


1 lo treat- 


Call again 10-morruw ; call again lo-morrow. 




old woman in Yorkihire. in Yorkihin *h> di 


Can't you, can't you, call again W-motro«. 




dwell— 






lov'd Billy Taylor, a bri.k young fellow, 
1 of minh and lull of glee. 




Pn 


SSSS^'"""- 


An 
To 


d ibu. hi. mind he did diKiver— 
a bog, who would ■ wooing go : 

Heigli bo, aaya BowU] 
^thetbi. mother would bt bim ot m: wM 


A rugimeni of Iriah dngoona, and they wart 


Wl 


fill- mouni'd foi hut WoIIc,'ui<t eiclalui'd, in 


Here', n health to all good laawn. 

Il.rre's > bralth 10 all »«d laaua, I 


T*» in ^good ahip Rover 




"t'G«;^o om Kii«, &.. ^^1 


lull-dlhcworlduDuud, 










THE KISS AND THE TSjJ^^M 


1 ne'ct tomh'U— 




jDUo told me when we parted, "^^^^ 


R.,y-.wif«u( Aldavidochi 




Nought but death thould can« Ua ■(«(>' 
To mine eye a tear had ttarted, 


Wol ye how ahu ehraiEd me — 




Julio kiu'd the drop away. 
Aulumn wind, now chill my dwelling; 
'r.aaiii.pringIlo>tmydear) 


In thi Hay ol m«:.y, U : 




IriMye taodimen all 10 me. 




Grief afmb mine eye i. ..eUing, 






Bui no kiu imbibe, the tear. 


Oh. huah th«, my darling. Ibe boui will aoon coma 
When ihy A«m •ball behroken by- 




With the Bower, that Jnllo planted 




Oft 1 dreu hi. vacant chair ; 






Stand before it. g/ai enclunled. 


Tho wooUprrekot tapping— 
Pix^SaUWwooden^are, 

Who aU for money barun, 




Ua», and think my rover then t 
Oft Uio kin he gave at pining. 
Midnight aleop return, to cheer; 




Ha couoni, taoei, h<r top-taula ran. 




But loo Hon my kdm. luniog, 


Horbodkio., la's, and-*^ 




Lou the ki» to find the tear. 


Paddy ShBiuDn. high monnUd on hii Crotling 






Ltlle poney. 




PARODY ON THE WQLP. 


8ot off on ajoumey from Leithcr-lane to llow, 
ro ogia WiJour WUkio., who he courted for her 




When by lovn and hunger'. powM 






1 am kept from downy aleep. 


And, ugging al hia bridle, cry'd— 
Uon'i Uook apnicf on n>y Nrddy, 




Kahllyl 10 .laolly creep; 
Wbikl tlie cat. uiioii the tilea 


In *plt<: of bi> kicking and prancing ; 

Una up, ft up bo. aiul >Iaad Ueady. 

Mr. Noddy, l^n not fond of dancing- 

When abaint hnat her my wul botd< mo» dear. 




Mew theb love. iW many mile.. 




O-erlhe gutter. lighUy hopping, 

Sili'Qcc ! or ujy muter wplc. 


What ■ uwUey of paaaiona, >hat a medley of- 




Lay the clirtb and broil the Reaki: 
Berf-ileBk. and onion, crown our bli»*a, 
Ofc.d and theci. and bt\B,f UiM*. 


Old ehaira lo mend, old chain to uiead- 




A irery good y^. and -rery well luug. 








Tku* the Nighungale-Club nightly kept up ihe.c 

tlHDOUt, 




HEP. mBRK FOR BV£RS«IIJNO. 


Ami wen. nightly kmMk'd down by the pieiidant*. 

banuncr; 
*ere nighdy Uoek'd down, !». 




Air-" tltrHlf. -k! *«ri(y. -A'" 
HEi el-eek for aver imilini. 

Cheerily, ohl merrily, n 






Every youthful iwain brguiline. 


Yourp«don, kind gentle-folk., pray. 




Cherrily, oh! menfly. 


I'm caU-d owe loor. u rou out . .^ag, ait. 




In (hape and eolunrjun a kin 


And when a lad', call'd on they aay- 




To a beautiful ripe rtiueuog. 


Cnme buitle f ighhout PriK. 




tJa. Mt my heart • brDilii.g. 


Ilmkleou )uuih.iiand wig. 


■ 


fherrily. ob ■- mernly. 




■ 
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Her sjcs that Cupid tkipt in, 

Cherrily, oh ! cherrily, oh ! 
Tbtt ga*>lif hts far eclipting, 

Cherrily, oh '. cherrily, oh ! 
Her voice it fall of mellow tone, 
like the wonderful ApoUonicoa, 
Yoor ear so sweetly slips in ; 

Cherrily, oh ! cherrily, oh ! 



■»^^^^^^m 



BFERY MAN TO HIS TRADE. 



$€ 



Madamt Fig's gaia." 

■"Zc a eonntryman, just come to town. 

And a mm one as e'er come before yon ;* 
And thooeh but a poor simple clown, 

I'ae tclTjron a comical story. 
But first, if yon please, let me teU 

My mind, and it is for to ease you. 
My name you all knows very well. 

And beie I be come for to please you. 

Rumpty iddity, &c. 

Folks call me a comical lad. 

And sav I'ae f<nul of joking a bit, sin ; 
And neighbours all say that my dad 

Were noted for being a wit, sin ; 
He ling-besoms did miJie and red sand. 

To sell to the neighbours about, sirs, 
80 I oi'd to lend feyther a hand. 

By acting as his rider out, sirs. 

Rumpty iddi^, &c. 

One day, going over a heath, 

A bishop, as fat as a pig, sirs. 
Came riding upon his gray donkey, 

Wi' his red cabbage no^e and big wig, sirs 
Said he, in a voice just like thunder. 

How must I get off from this common, sir ? 
Said I, yon 11 get off, there's no wonder. 

The same way your worship got on, sir. 

Rumpty iddity, &c. 

Then he call'd me a poor silly clown. 

In manners as rude as a bear, sirs. 
And he ax'd, in a terrible frown. 

If ever I said my prayers, sirs ? 
Xo, never, said I, sir, by gum, 

fiat can you tell h «w besoms are made, sir? 
Said he, 1 can't say that I can \ 

Then, said I, every man to his trade, sir. 

Rumpty iddity, &c. 

Said he, sir, I'd have you to know 

I'm a bislu>p, and to me is given 
The difficult task here below. 

To teach sinners the right road to Heaven. 
Indeed, then, said I, in a laagh. 

You're a guide-post, by gum, and a rum one. 
To pretend to teach folks that strange path, 

4nd you can't find your way off this common. 

Rumpty iddity, &c. 

Then he rode off, and sent his man John, 

To ax if I'd e'sr been at school, sirs, 
Kor it seem'd that he wanted a man. 

To act under he as a fool, sirs. 
What, said I, John, ar't thou goin^ to leave. 

Because it apoean plain to me, sirs, 
fLat his worship will never be able 

To kesp and maintain us all three, sirs. 

Rumpty iddity, &c. 

YOUNG JAMIE. 

Tune—'* LoKi timg I came o*er the moor,** 

(Allan Ramsay.; 

Y'E blythest lads, and lasses gay. 
Hear what my sang discloses ; 

As I ae morning sleeping lay 
Upon a bank of roses. 



Young Jamie, whiskinz o'er the mead. 
By good luck chanced to spy me *, 

He took his bonnet aff his head. 
And saftly sat down by me. 

Jamie, though I right meikle prised. 

Yet now I wadna ken him : 
But, with a frown, my face disguised. 

And strave away to send him \ 
But fondly he stdl nearer prest. 

And by my side down lying. 
His beatmg heart thump'd sae fast, 

I thought the lad was dying* 

But still resolving to deny. 

And angry passion feigning, 
I aften roughly shot him by 

With words full of disdaining. 
Poor Jamie hawked, nae favour wins. 

Went off much discontented ; 
But I, in truth, lor a' my sins. 

Ne'er half sae sair repented. 

THE MARGATE HOY. 
(Dibdin.) 

Standing one summer's day on the Tower slip^ 

Careless how I my time should employ. 
It popp'd in my head that I'd take a tnp 

Aboard of a Margate hoy. 
I took a few slops, such as shirts and a coat. 

For of prog I knew well they'd be stor'U ; 
llien I hailed a pair of oars, shov'd off my boat. 

And away I dash'd aboard. 

Spoken.] Ah, my dear commodore, whs 
thought of seeing you? — What, Mrs. Garbage, 
how IS the Alderman ? — ^There is my husband, sir. 
— 'Pon my word; and Dicky, I declare. — Give 
me leave, commodore, to introduce you to my 
friends : — Mr. Shadrach, Commodore Kelson ^ 
Commodore Kelson, Mr. Shadrach. — Vary mosh 
at your sharvice, sir. — Miss Minnikin, Commodore 
Kelson ; Commodore Kelson, Miss Minnikin. — 
Very happy to have the pleasure of knowing you, 
sir. — Dr, Quibus, Commodore Kelson; Commo* 
dore Kelson, Dr. Quibus. — Captain Squash, Com 
modore Kelson ; Commodore Kelson, Captain 
Squash. — Sir Phelim O'Drogheda, Commodore 
Kelson; Commodore Kelson, Sir Phelim O'Drog- 
heda. — Hollo, there! cast off the painter! Sit 
still, ladies and gentlemen. 

So off we went with a flowing jib. 

Full of merriment and joy ; 
The alderman munching, and prattling his iih « 
Sing, Who so blythe as we. 
Who take a voyage at sea. 
Aboard of a Margate hoy. 

Then such glee and humour our joy to prolong. 

Pervaded all, fore and aft ; 
Some were telling a story, some whistling a song. 

As we turned in an out amongst the craft. 
Then we'd talk of our danger, and then wt* were 

Then ho v we'd astonish the folks. 
When at Margate arriv'd, then cut out your way. 
To laugh at a waterman's jokes. 

Spoken.] Hoy, the ship, ahoy I — Ay, ay.— 
Pray have you one Wisen.an aboard? — No, no. — 
Then you are all fools, hey? — Ha, ha, ha, wenl 
Miss Minnikin. — Dat is vara coot jokes, said the 
Jew. — Why, I say, Moses, said the man that was 
affronted, are you a bull or a bear? dam'me, I 
thinks you looks more like a monkey! — ai.d you. 
Miss Dolly Drylips, take a reef in your perriwi^^ 
and clap a stopper on your muzzle, clew up (he 

f>laints in your jaw-bags, and give your tongue 
eave of absence. — At>out ship ; — helm's a-.ee 
here she comes. 




Spoken.] I wiihl wm dhoina in my Iw 

ail« orr!-Mcn--y 
apon mil ibmal — Oh, will nobody ihrow me over- 
birardt — Avam, lb«re! — -Ah, mv poor dear p4E- 
lera-r.p'a blown inlo the pond T— Oh. aj loal 



MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 

Grral king*, dnkei, uul >ralt. 
Hive lud by liieir ■aardu. 
Our oiytlenci to put • pwd grace oo, 



Of ■ free ind ui ■cceptHl muon. 

Antiquity'* pride 
Which addt high itnown to'our lUIi 



■■ -ouldyoiibew 



d «4 to bo ^l«r huiditi) 



Whnr^or 
So Doblc 1 



L's POR LUBIN AND FOR LOTB. 



A FREE AND AN ACCFPTEH MA80V. 
C»ME, In mprepire. 

We bmtmi \Uu are 



A>d itill lei Ihsin wonder an 
The; ne'er eandWiuc 
The word at Uin mign 

Of ■ tne and aniiurcpted m 



They cannot lell what, 

WhT •> many pru men of t 

Should apnni put do 

To make IhrmicUet o 

Wllh a free and an accepted 



Hodge i 

Sure token thai 

Bui Lubin nothi 



■ Fly." 



The ladybird a wealward flown. 

Before the itan wore chaaed awaj, 
Lubin, my lalentine, my lovo. 
La« May, [ aaughi to lind a uuil. 
That might my lorei'i name nveal : 
Which fndini, home I quickly iped. 

When, if my lellen I can WU, 
laaw.tmark.cnrioufL. 
Oh! may thi> uiaen lucky oroKt 
For L'l for Lubin and for Ijan. 
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BTJBBLE, SQUEAK, AND PBTTITOSS. 

(C. Dibdtn.) 

EECITAT1YE, (ACCOMPANIED.) 
Love! miAtj lunatics, who mak'st us twaddle ! 
And, jost Uke whirligigs, tum'st all our noddles : 
Thy power it was that woriced such awtul woes, 
Fram squeak, and hubhle, and pigs' pettitoes! 

AIR. 

There was one Mr. Grig 

Wore a cauliflower wig, 
Aad a-wooing he went with his set d' toes. 

To one Miss Suckey Snap, 

Who wore a high-caul cap, 
Aad was monstrously fond of pigs pettitoes. 

Week' week! f ol lol de ra. 

In her favour to get. 

He sent her a set. 
And to ask him to sup with Miss Snap, Bet^ goes. 

And likewise to hespeak 

Siune nice huhble and squeak. 
For he lored that as well as she loved pettitoes. 

Week! week! fol lol de ra. 

Ere to sap they begun, 
Mrs. Betty for fun, 
Saecainc-powder to put in the pepper chose ; 
Mr. Grig was caught and sneeaced, 
Sayii^ — cMh! — I hope you're pleased 
WithOie— dU*/— with the— cMA /—with the pet- 
titoes? 

Chih! chih! fol lol de ra. 

I vow, sir, says she. 

Nothing better can be 
Tkatt— dki*/— dUA/— dUA/— he! he! Betty goes. 

How's the bubble and the squeak? 

He for sneezing could not speak. 

Till he aneeaed off ha wig among the pettitoes. 

Week! week! tol lol de ra. 

Sneesing, nodding, went Miss Snap, 

Till the candle caught her cap. 
And to put out the flame some water Betty throws. 

In vain, till Mr. Grig 

On her noddle clapped his wig. 
That was soaked in the gravy of the pettitoes. 

Week! week! fol lol de ra. 

Thus poor Mr. Grig 
Spoiled his cauliflower wig, 
Aad Miss Snap lost her cap, what a set o' woes! 
For the house-dog in the freak 
Boned the bnoole and the squeak, 
iad pu»y ran away with the pettitoes. 

Mieau! bow, wow! &c. 



THE SUN THAT LIGflTS THE ROSES. 
Moncrieff.) 

TlloCGH dimpled cheeks may give the light. 

Where rival beauties blossom. 
Though balmy lips to love invite 

To ecstasy the bosom ; 
Yet sweeter far yon summer sky. 

Whose blushing tint discloses. 
Give me the lustre-beaming eye. 

The sun that lights the roses. 

The voice of love is soft and clear, 

Excstxng fond emotion ; 
Bow sweet it sounds upon the ear. 

Like music on the ocean ; 
Yet dearer far to lover's sight. 

The eve that truth discloses, 
Sorpasnng with its splendour brif^t 

Tne son that li^ts the roses. 



SWEET ANNE PAGE. 
Air—" Sweet Mary ilnn."— (Shakspeare.) 

With thee fair summer's joys appear. 

Oh, sweet Anne Page t 

But thou away dread winter's near. 

And all around is dark and drear. 

The leaves look pale, and shepherds mourn. 

All nature droops till you return. 

Oh, sweet Anne Page ! 

When April's glories shine on me. 

Oh, sweet Anne Page I 
And violets bloom, ah, none I see. 
But sweets or colours stolen £rom thee ! 
Yet though 'tis winter, thou awav. 
Still these thy shadows make it May. 

Oh, sweet Anne Page 



GALLANT TOM. 
(Dibdin.) 

It blew great ^uns, when gallant Tom 

Was taking m a sail. 
And squalls came on, in sight of home. 

That strengthen'd to a gide \ 
Broad sheets of vivid laming glar'd. 

Reflected bv the main ; 
And even ^lant Tom despair'd 

To see hui love again. 

The storm came on ! each rag a-board 

Was into tatters rent; 
The rain through every crevice pour'd ; 

All fear'd the dread event. 
The pumps were chok'd — their awful doom 

Seemed sure at every strain ; 
Each tar despair'd, e'en gallant Tom, 

To see his love again. 

The leak was stopt, the winds grew dull. 

The billows ceas'd to roar. 
And the torn ship, almost a hull. 

In safety reach'd the shore. 
Crowds ran to see the wondrous sight! 

The storm had n^'d in vain ; 
And gallant Tom, with true delight. 

Beheld his love again. 



*m^ ^* 0^ 



TRUISMS; 

OR, INCONTROVERTIBLE PACTS. 

Air— '< Green grow the niAee, OP* 

I'm Simon Bore, just come from college. 

My studies I've pursued so far — 
I'm called, for my surprising knowledge. 

The walking Cyclopaedia ; 
Though some, perhaps, may call me quis. 

Their jeers I value not a jot. 
In art and nature, all that is, 
111 tell you — aye, and adl that's not. 

So you must all acknowledge, O, 
I've made good use of college, 0, 
Whilst I was there, completely bare 
I stiipp'd the tree ot knowle<lge, O 

Hay is brought to town in carts. 

Ham sandwiches ar'n't made of tin ; 
They don't feed cows on apple tarts, 

^or wear silt spurs upon the chin ; 
Bullocks don t wear opera hats. 

Fiddles are not made of cheese. 
Nor piseon pies of water rats — 

Boil^i salmon does not grow on trees. 

So you must idl, &r. 

Put^ is not good to eat, 

Frying pans ar'n't made of gause ; 
Penny rolls are made of wheat. 

Straw bonnets, too, u« mad« ol «ici.w%^ 




ID Lwp, 

(if|i doB-t pUy ihe Gtmnn fliiio. 

So JOil muil lU, tM. 

Huuump* ue not couuly jailt^ 
Wh«l™ ■« full u liigo u rotsu. 
They don't Bluff geue iriih copper luiU) 



M! > jia ; 



Fifty poimdi of ycUoir loap 

Wci|[h mare than tweuty-fivi of ctea 
An myiuu' cuuiat diew k rupe. 

Red hen-ing» doo'l p«y powdei-um. 



TH£ AULD MAN-3 BEST ARGOMENT. 
Tune—" Widait.artytwuimt" 

1 »h&'* Ihst El my chwaber-doot. 



Andbi 



ilcH the tight 



•• O ! widoii, will Ihoo let me in ? 
I'm pivkyr wiuir and thrifty, 

I'm linle mair thou filly." 
Daft carl, dit jou mouih. 

What upii&H how pavkj. 
Or gentle bom you be, — hot youth ! 

la love you're but a gawkey. 
Then widow let theie guineas ipeak. 

That powerfully plead diokui ; 
And if Uiey fail, my mouth I'll iteak. 



Theae court, indeed, I 



onfeu 



OR, MUSKLM O^ MIRTH. 

lov'd ailver, mualin, French lace, mi ri 



i 



POOR MR. SPRIQGS. 

Mb. Spnggi, the frocer, married Mtu Ravel, 

Poor Mr. Spnggi I 
Blio *UD(, parlrm arn'd, danc'd waltie* and jigi. 
She waiuil the tea. aiid the tUEiir, and b)(t, 
._j ._.j ^,-^ ^ miatroM, pleue thr pigi. 

Poor Mr. »prLgg> '. 
Kn. Spnep give partiei to Irtaod to dinner, 
AM plajdguiiMft whiii, though ihe ne'er wai a 



Poor Mr. Spiiggi ! 











Poor 


Mr.Spria. 




Sprigp^i 




wife f«ll 




night. 


And 


•lievow'tl 


•h 


■d drown 


bmol 


oui of nun 


She 


iUilolbe 




. and »b 


nibe 




Het 


oimige 6«w 


ool la U 


e »a.e 


toueh'd bet 


And 


drow'^lng 


ten 


If ahe no 


Poor 


Mr.S^ 


Afii 


lermal. » 


wh 


r, uidth 


Ughtlh 


e'dbewM, 




puU'd Sally 


utby.c. 


ilofh 












Poor 


'M°r"8prijp 




half drown-d 


loher 




Who 


cried, wh 


i-nh 


c «w h« 


d"."^ 


*oi(iieex. 




»y, lit, » 














Will 


p«rM>,.Spria.-- 






TONY CLOD; 





Air—" Gceho, Ooitii." (.Bryaiit.) 
My DUne'i Tony Clod, waggoa'a jiut ui nip dowB, 
And Vte cnmed juU to BCC all Ihc fun ol the town. 
Where I've witueued auch iit;bu lu would make a 



Oh, thefaihiou, I 






And fine tunlc-ioup (hat a Bathing but mockerj i 

Andp)sy-hoiu« aamrned ev'n nighi fol] of orden. 
Ob. the faabion, &c 
There are officer-wldiert not older ihun twenty. 
And lich beggan you'll find in ilui town in grail 

And if piibiic-houacB for drinking you'd meet. 



Then are 


wild beaaU 


to riiow by »p 


» comical 


And 


Ihou» 


mda who U, 


to mitkE beaati of them- 


B» 


d»w 


ieh you will find of queer fellowa a m, 
iuia priun lo puy off nach dobl. 

Ub. the fariiioB, inc. 


Now ihete'a aning for 
And ptfiormen who o( 
Oh. yM, 1 wn wrong, 


ver in London'! 

mTuir^la'^r. 


Oierage, 
he Wage; 
.roach. 



There are alwayi Sue tighu w bi H.-cn m lion 
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Aad dM Coboog g^Mt emtam is hid from iatpec- 

Cm wll not tpeak of that— it's a lort of nflecdon. 

Oh, the faahion, &c. 

Nov MOM in baliooM they go op in the air. 
While others by steam to the Nore do repair. 
And with large bills of boats and balloons town do 



<o that some Islks must fatten on gas and on steam. 

Oh, the fashion, &c. 

These ai« tradesmen in town who have nothing to do. 
And tailots who torn all old clothes into new. 
While yovr ^eat married noblemen live at their 



lad let other men do with their wires what they 
please. 

Oh, the fashion, &c. 

Thcte's yov joUy M .P. in the Pariiament-hoose, 
Goes tibnre jost im hit ease, is as still as a moose. 
And if he has slept, and debate being ended. 
He cries. Never ndnd, the least said 's soonest 



Oh, the fashion, &c. 
There a staich'd-np apprentice with his sweet-heazt 



IS seen: 



He kneels and he swears what he never can mean. 
While onrmeek female saints with their fine curling 



Go to chnich or to chapel to exhibit their dresses. 

Oh, the fashion, ttc. 

Vow TovH sar I look fanny, thon^ I am no sight. 
And I hope that my fun may Mve pleased you 

ovtri|^t ; 
Only lao^ at ory jokes, 'twill make my heart at 



Hot I kAow yonH be pleased when a man does his 

Oh, the fashion, &c. 



f> 



THE BALLAD SELLER. 

Heee are catches, songs, and glees. 

Some aze twentv for a penny ; 
You shall have wnate'er you please. 

Take your choice, for here are many 
Here is " Nan of Glo'sier-green," 

Hero's " The LUy of the VaUey," 
Here is " Kate of Aberdeen," 

Here is " Sally in our Alley.'' 

Here b " Mary's Dream"—" Poor Jack, 

Here's " The Tmker and the Tailor," 
Here's " Bow, wow" and " Paddy Whack," 

" TaUy ho ! "— " The Hardy Sailor." 
Here's " Dick Dock"—" The hearty Blade," 

•' Captain Wattle" and '< The Grinder," 
iind I've got the " Cotta^ Maid," 

Confound me, though, if I can find her. 

Drinking songs, too, here abound, 

" TobyPhUpot"— " FiU the Glasses," 
And, " Why stands the Glass around f" 

" Here's a health to all good Lasses," 
Here's *' Come, let us dance and sing," 

And, what's better far than any. 
Here's " God save great Geoive car King," 

" Hearu of Oak,^' and " Rule Britannia." 



WHATS A WOMAN LIKE? 

(Prince Hoare.) 

A WOMAN u like to-^but suy. 
What a woman is like who can say? 
There's no living with nor without one- 
Love bites like a fly — 
Now an ear, now an eye. 
Bus, box, always a bussing shout one. 



When she's tender and kiady 

She is like, to my mind, 
(And Fanny was so, I remember,) 

She IS like to-— oh dear. 

She's as good, very near. 
As a ripe melting jpeach in September, 

if she laugn and she chat. 

Play, joke, and all that. 
And with smiles and good humour she meet me* 

She's like a rich dish 

Of venison or fish. 
That cries from the table, come, eat me. 

But she'll plague and ^ell vex you, 

Distract and perplex you. 

False hearted and rangmg. 

Unsettled and changing. 
What then do you think she is ukeT 

Like a sand, like a rock, 

Like a wheel, like a dock — 
Aye, a clock that is alKaw at strike. 
Her head's like the island folks tell on. 
Where nothing but monkies can dwell on. 
Her heart's like a lemon — so nice. 
She carves for each lover a slice. 

In truth, she's, to me. 

Like the wind, like the sea. 
Whose ragii^ will hearken to no man. 

Like a mill, like a pill. 

Like a flail, like a whale. 

Like an ass, like a glass. 
Whose image is constant to no man. 

Like a flower, like a shower. 

Like a fly, like a pie. 

Like a pea, like a flea. 

Like a thief, like — in brief. 
She's like nothing on earth but a woman. 

DISSERTATION UPON NOSES. 
(Dibdin.) 

I FORGET what Sterne says in his Chapter of Noses, 

With laughter to make our sides acne, 
But I think, like Lavater, he auguring supposes 

Good or ill from their shape and their make. 
But 111 let both alone, with each skit or reflection. 

As they spar, or together agree. 
And explain the effect in my own recollection. 

These same noses have had upon me. 

Cock'd up nosM are pert, and some say not too 
civil; 

Some have none, like a bear, when a cub ; 
A fine stately nose may sometimes hide a devil ^ 

And an angel may beam in a snub. 
The flat nose, like a platter, is scarcely worth 
naming. 

The sharp nose is a pretty good sort ; 
The mulberry nose, that like Bardolph's, is flaming. 

Makes one think of good claret and port. 

Your fine Grecian nose, about which they so teaze os. 

Is admir'd, but from this some will swerve. 
For a nose should be beautiful, if it would please us. 

And the true line of beauty's a curve. 
The old Roman's hook'd no^es were guards to their 
peepers. 

They, therefore, were men of renown ; 
For these sickle-like noses arm*d them sll so like 
reapers. 

They cut all their enemies down. 

After all, a good nose is a generous feature. 

To the face gives an elesant air ; 
It lends grace to men, is tne type of good nature. 

And is not much dislik'd Dy the fair ; — 
But the mind is the thing : for though noses are 
hook'd. 

Pale, ruby, depress*d, or elate. 
As a razor as sharp, as a bill-hook as crook *d. 

Never mind, so the heart is but straight. 
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E US FOK ON 
IL 
11/—" roimj «aj Mod-."— (Hadign.) 






THefi.11__ ._. 

Vob'tb got pleuty of mooev 

So voor knodier 11. — e- 

Thjjgh I've got ■ mom ihorUng bid cold, injilc 
TfiTO amlie, for my love i> »o hot, my dew. 
Without ""■ ... 




OH, MUSEUM OF HIRTB. 

'n.B cuFkoo, then, on etay nvci 
Mwlu muriad mem, for thui liual 

Cuckoo, 
Cuckoo, cuckoo.—ah. lord of feu, 
UnplxuiDg to ■ muricd ut. 

<T. PATRICK WAS A GENTI.EMjUI. 



SDhDn». look down. 

And imile mc a down, 
Fmm joai otui eye, to besulifal, peeping. loT 
Old lime, like the gutter, doel mn, my deer, 
80 prytjiee mock mudeity >hun, my dcsti 

Have me. I'll heve you, 

And tbongb atill we'll be Iwo, 
AU Kilkenny wUl take ui for one, mj dew. 



I 



THE WONDERFUL METROPOLIS. 

OK I whal a town, what > woDdi>rful mElnpoIii, 

Wand'ring ftom Poplef to Tumbam-Kfeea. 
ChapeU, churcbee, lyaagoguei, ditiilferiei. ant 

couDiy-banka, 
Pnou, Jewi. and geiitlemon apolliecariei, moan< 



rhen 



lUm UoipiuU. I 



1 there the Picture 



Gillery. 
iDd ihens'a Sadler'* Weill, and 



Oh. (uch ■ 
.'>h, luch * 10 



'• the Bench 



I'liele'i St. Jamei'l • 

l^ien fun and frolie 



'ithE BiDk, Dowoch 
here the Eait Londol 



THE CUCKOO, 

(Sbakapeare.) 

WlieN diiiio pied and violeti blue. 
And ladiei irwki all lilrer while, 

Do paiot the mewfows with delight, 

Moeki Dunned men. for Ihui aingi be — 



eeple; 



ID Dublin 



Hi) mother wbj a Callaghlo. bl> father «u • 
Brady, 

Hi! lifter wnt an CHuoliban, and hii brulber ao 

CHOaus— Voh 1 nob! nob! Boh! 

Sucn^a attend St. Pauick'i 6m., tar he't 
the daceat uint O, 



The Wicklow hilli are very high, 1 



It we Iriib boyi ihoulil 
ky, 

btewed'lh^'bcal o' malt. 

.lilllng, 

' kept a iheeben thop, ii 



of tho pntiei. 
With piga galore, a gn 



k planted turf, and flieatf 



THE GARDENER'S 80KQ, 

(Dibdi, 

When the Indrili of love 
Thoy ghoot freely withoul 



and flmMf | 

I 



The bmdiai 






ith the tweet nw low fut hlttdiHf. 
Though tingle for tome lime an Aiomi may keep, 

Sagriji railing at Wedlock to wiUy ; 
While in VemH^t tooAmg-gta*M at every peep 

A JN'arcfUkt appean ntiWH^rffV- 
A( lait if he ipiet, 'moog the fair fwvni of fie 

A good thephfrd't ptrte, full of bright money. 
Hit budielor't Imlliiiu iheD begin u look dead. 

And be longi to be nckli'^p tSi hojwg. 
Of talmg now tired, (though ai chill mtiiiiifca 

. Lhou^ht of h< 
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•A for low, 1ack-«fdaiaes lie rmeMSj 
Of » mMmt he talks, mad hi% mmrten ; 

Er'nthmmdtan'mm^teriaiermmhe'd 
To be saved from the fate of love's naztjn. 

Thns I, whtn a f t gwd h u if the stiff heart of arf 



So well drSUd and lineil oat my whole ramsgr. 
That £air words (thoogfa they butter nojaenm^. Ids 
dear) 

Twin soon butter her over to sBaniafe. 
IFhcB I had emhbaged her heart, and fot her to 



O, this rare m ampmre S , thoog^t so ofit on! 
1 Mmr, not a sweet one, I foond in my kei, 
A cnk good for nooghc but to snjk mu 

^^■^^^^^^ 

COME, DEAREST, TOUCH THE CASTANET. 

(HaU.) 

Come, dearest, ere the son is set. 
Gome, lightly toofch the castaneti 
Its soond can waken pleasure still. 
And danee the lively se({aadille 
Belbce the erening shadows throw 
llieir dusky garb o'er all bdow. 

Gome ; he whose path is throo^ the skies 
Shall beam, at least, o'er brightmed eyes; 
Gome; heaven is smiling, euth is gay. 
And breeaes bear our woes away. 
Come, dearest, touch the Castanet, 
Our souls may feel Us music yet. 

YOUNG BEN, THE CARPENTER, AND 
SALLY BROWN. 

Aii^-" 7%er»'cflMhnftefoitflfts Hmm/* 

Tooif o Ben he was a nice young man, 

A carpenter by trade. 
And he fell'd in lore with Sally Brown, 

That was a lady's maid. 
But as they fetched a walk one day. 

They met a piessgang crew. 
And ^ally she Aidfamt amqf. 

Whilst Ben he was bromght Is. 

Tooral, Abc 

Tlie boatswain swore most wicked words. 

Enough to shock a saint. 
That though she did seem in a fit 

'Twas nothing but a /Smf . 
Come, cirl, sajfs he, hold up your head. 

He'll be as good as me. 
For when your swain is in the boat, 

AftsolnsaMhewillbe. 

Tooral, &c. 

So when they'd made theb game of her. 

And taken off her elf. 
She roused and only found she was 

A eomimii to herself. 
And is he gone, and is he gone T 

She cried and wept outncht ; 
Then I will to the water-side 

And tee him oui of tight, 

Tooral, hot, 

A waterman came up to her. 

Now young woman, said he. 
If you weep on so yoa will make 

E/jfe-waUr in the sea. 
Alas they've uken my beam Bern 

To sail with old Benbow ; 
And her woe beeun to run afresh. 

As if she said gee- woh. 

Tooral, Ac 
Says he, they've only taken him 

To the tender-ship, yon lee. 
The tender thtp, cried Sally Brown, 

What a kardikip that must be. 



Oh, wunUI 
Fee Ami ra 

B^oh! rmnt 
Aadsol 




Now. 
That's underneath ihe 



aU 



Too ml. 



To 
He 



he called on Salh 

• 

'dgoc 



Oh, SaDy 

Howeould 
Fve met with 



oh, SaSy Brown, 



Tooal, 



He 




o'crhk 



And then he tried to siag " AO's 
But eouldn% though he tried. 
His head was tnned, and so he 
tin he died. 

Tooral, 

hich hsopcned m his 
At forty odd befell ; 

and toil the seslon. 
And the seztonialW the bdL 
Now Sal his funeral 

With leaifal anxiom 

She waited in the cold 

TiUthepaaendyfi 

Tooral, 



GO BY CONTRARIES. 



Mev 

(You all may from hisiory worm u,) 
Tlwre was Lows the Bulky, and Henry the Great, 

John finrfcland, and Peter the Hemit. 
But now. when the door-plates al Miness and 



Are read, each 
From the 



trade, figure, and calling, sur- 



Seem given by the rale ol 

Mr. Bar, tho^ provok'd, ne'er doubles 

Mr. Bmrm in his grate has no tael ; 
Mr. Plmrfair won't catch me at haxard or whist, 

Mr. GeoQird was winged in a dneL 
Mr. Wim is a dunce, Mr. Kmg is a wh%, 

Mr. Coffim't uncommonly sfivigfatly. 
And huge Mr. LittU broke down in a gig. 

While driving fat Mrs. (hJUghd^. 

Mrs. Dr imkwater 's a fot to indoige in a dram, 

Mrs. Angei'9 an absolute furv. 
And meek Mr. Lsftm let fierce Mr. Lamb 

Tweak his noae in the lobby of Dru/y. 
At Bath, where the feeAAe go more than the stout, 

(A coodort well worthy erf* Nero,) 
Orer poor Mr. Liahtfo 4, confined with the gout, 
tf oaneed a ' 



Mr. 



bolero. 



Miss /oy, wretched maid! when she chose Mr. 

Found nothing bnt sorrow await her '. 
She now h<Ads bx wedlock, as true as a dtrrtt 

The fondest of mates, Mr. Ua^/im. 




I 

I 
I 

II ^ 



Ut. auu, ID ■ p& 

Hf. Sum like ■ 
Kin pDDJiugcdta 



Mr, S^Ji hobble, anwud no mortt 
He raovei M though conli haiL et 

Ht. Maaiift run DlT on mt^Iing ■ c 
~ Jk iwli Hf. TiHiiiiiU behind b 



Ir. Galoitd liu up till hilC-nfUT-three, 
Mr. Makipiaix wu bnd an uinrnG;. 



wilhii 



Hr. Fool all h 
Ur. PcMW, who 

Kiek'd down a 
Line Hr. Lt Ft 

tlv. Coodenong: 
Hr. CnackiJiank : 



I it buL a bad one. 

tepped into Uuee thnutaad a ; 

I admowledge I've made it ) 

go bj contrariei. 



MISTRESS GOOSE. 
Aif— " Taldg Rut." 



I spell did refuse i 
and be caUed Ha. 



When he a^ked me to «ed, 
Dq yoi) think I'd mojiy you 

Spoken.] How ihocking it would be to hear i 
Utile boyi and girli or the village crying after ui 
Uiiler Goose, Miitreii Gdd», D^dy God< 
111 neiet marry you, and be called Mlalicu Gooi 
In a pauion T Rev, and he »piIefiJly said. 
From my heart do I wiih you may dif an old ma 



the eompany whiiper — " 
kTio tan itejbeV' — ■• 






M Goo«B," Ilc. 



And I ipurneij at the oIFei of 
To leliat an honeit man un ai 
8POK6N.] Well, real^. It 
•o fiigbtful, neither. Obi I'd me 111 
hear the boyi and giria of the village ci 
Manuny GooH , Miiiref- " --;-i-i 

I wnb he'd uk me now 



'ighbouj 



IRISH MEDLEY. 
Air—'-TtiOrvraofBlanitg. (J. H 
The Beld of battle it it ao alanniDg 
HhU Molly can't ever tun awai ; 

That ihe awean to faalte the foe or dii 



>H, HCSEUM OF MIRTB. 

Molly can't believe the JlfMRuar^ hlamay j 
Who Ihreaten bow they'll our lune be alterii) 
Bullhii. I'm thinking, we ihan'i hi' ihiiDking, 
Who fight for llriton'a cauti' and Briton'a king. 



Well make 'em irar, and run 
Oh, huBsl for Wellington, 
With bin long iwotd, •aJdIc, 



id they'll fight, uid luni* I 
ordi, withijot hip woid«. 



hart, fce. 
'■ ^yrii, of ShtB«hsh." 

11 gave Welliudoa 




TboHgl. they d. 
jpike, d 
About and a 
While for ling, wife, and fnend, he'i through 
every thing rubbing, 
doty ilill proud to comply, 
ivea but the foci of old England ■ dnibbini, 
■'— -■ — ^' Jack care. why. 

fortune ha. crawn d hit 



With di 

lo he giv, 
Why then 



Wrll, what if HI he he diould loviahhilb 
On ev'ry poor object long ahote ' 



] 
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9imtt Bdcay'b tlie needle that points to good-natiue» 

Friend, enemy, falte, or true. 
So it eoes to relieve a distressed feUow-creature, 

WA then — d — me if Jack cares who. 

IVml yoa see how some diff 'rent thing ev'ry one's 



To take die command of a rib ; 
borne arp all for the breast-work, and some for the 

And some for the cat of her jib ; 
rhoogh poor, some will take her in tow to defend 
her; 
And again, some are all for the rich. 
As for I , so she's young, her heart honest and 
tender. 
Why then---d — me if Jack cares which. 

Whj now, if they to for to talk about living. 

My eves, why a little will sarve ; 
Let each a smaU part of his pittance be giving. 

And who in this nation can starve ? 
Content's all the thing — ^rough or calm be the 
weather. 

The wind on the beam or the bow, 
80 honestly he can splice both ends together. 

Why then — d — me if Jack cares how. 

And thra for a bring up, d'ye see, about dying. 

On which snch a racket tney keep. 
What argufies if in a church-yard you're \jing. 

Or &ttd out your grave in the deep t 
Of one fhinz we're certain, whatever our calling. 

Death will bring us all up ; and what then ! 
So his conscience's tackle will bear overhauling. 

Why then — d — ^me if Jack cares when. 



THE SPORTSWOMAN. 

Ye spoctneen draw near, and ye sportswomen too. 

Who delight in the joys of the field ; 
Mankind, though they blame, are all eager as 
you. 

And no one the contest will yield. 
His lordship, his worship, his honour, his grace, 

A hunting continually go. 
All ranks and degrees are engaged in the cha»e ; 

With hark forward ! huzza 1 tally ho \ 

llie lawyer will rise with the first of the mom 

To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 
The husband gets up at the sound of the horn. 

And rides to the common full speed ; 
The patriot is thrown in pursuit of his game ; 

The poet, too, often lays low. 
Who, moimted on Pegasus, fiies after fame. 

With, hark forward ! huzza ! tally ho ! 

While fearless o'er hills and o'er woodlands we 
sweep. 

Though prudes on our pastime may frown. 
How oft do they decency s botmds overleap, 

Au.'i the fences of virtue break do^-n ; 
Thus public or private ; for pension, for place. 

For amusement, for passion, for show. 
All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chase. 

With, hark forward ! huzza '. tally ho ! 



SHEEP'S EYES; 

OK, NEDDY noodle's COURTSHIP. 
Air — " A Frog he teould a wooing go" — (Emery.) 

Say% Hodge, one day, to his son Ned, 

(Good news for Neddy) 
** I think 'tis time, boy, thou shouldst wed, 

(Helgho! says Neddy) 
Thou seest I now grow old apace ; 
Old Time I've led a pretty long chase, 
80 .hou shouldst wed to keen un nur ri«re. 

1 1 know what you mean, quoth Neddv> 



•' There's fanner Giles's daughter Suke— 
(She's but so, so, qujth Neddy) 
My boy, I'd have thee at her look." 

^Heigho! quoth Neddy) 
" But, fatner," says Ned, " tell me how I must wo<«} 
What shall I say to her, and what must I do T ■ 
For if I know I'm a circumcis'd Jew." 

(Heigho! heigho! sigh'd Neddy) 

The father replied, " Now listen, my son, 

(Straight prickt up his ears did Neddy ) 
And 111 tell thee the way thy mother I won : 

(Now for some fun, quoth Neddy) 
I told her I lov'd her — ^then heav'd a sigh. 
And at her, askance, I threw a sheep's eye. 
And she no longer my suit could deny." 

(By jingo, ill do it, quoth Neddy) 

Says Ned to himself, if one eye will do, 

(Tol de rol, &c.) 
Egad, I won't mind a dozen or two : 

(Tol de lol, &c.) 
For he to get married most firmly was bent. 
So early next morning to the butcher's he went. 
And two or three shillings in sheep's eyes spent. 

(Dead as mi.tton. 111 have her, sayc 
Neddy) 

To the cottage, he hastened, of Farmer Giles, 

Singing, tol de rol, &c. 
And he skipp'd and he hopp'd over hedges and 
stiles, 

(For in tip top spirits was Neddy) 
Quoth he to the girl, '* I be sent here to woo. 
For father he wishes that I'd marry you. 
So you'd better consent, Suke, wiinout more ado." 

(' Come, haste to the wedding,' sung 
Neddy) 

She titter'd, and bent her looks to the ground, 

(That's all « Betty Martin,' thought Neddy) 

Like a rea cabbage, blushing, she held her head 
down. 

(Gammon and spinage, quoth Neddy) 

Then he from his pocket most slyly drew 

Of dead sheep's eyes a dozen or two. 

Which one by one at the girl he threw. 

(Now I have her cock sure, quoth Neddy) 

Miss Sukey she started, and said, with surprise, 

(She's going to consent, thought Neddy) 
" What the devil d'ye mean by these filthy sheep's 



eyes 



V* 



( Heigho ! quoth Neddy) 
" Why, father," quoth he, " said a sheep's eye 

would do. 
But I, to make sure, bought a dozen or two, 
'CoMS I'd spare no expense to make Mctrtin of yotr^ ' 
So 'tis all father's fault, says Neddy. 

It prov'd that sheep's eyes in the end did succeed, 

(And brisk as a bee was Neddy) 
For soon to be married Miss Sukey agreed, 
(And brisker was she than Neddy) 
Though he'd eyed her all over, before and behind. 
To her follies she manag'd to keep him still blind 
So to wedlock's soft chains we must leave him re- 
sign'd. 

Singing, tol de rol, &c. 



THE MARGATE STEAM-PACKET. 

Air—" r/ie Military Air of the Nightingale." 

A SHORT farewell to smoke and noise. 
We are off to taste sweet Margate joys *. 
The steam-boat waits, you'll he too late — 
If you doubt, haste to the Tower-stairs. 
See tnc sun sheds forth his light ; 
There's not a single cloud in sieht. 
Whilst all sorts meet in Lower Thames-street. 
And noaches hasten witn tneir farea^ 



UVITSR8AL SONGSTER: OB, 



VHiilu tbs mndd; TIuudc* it diiwing. 



SpoKEK.] Bo»I, yom bonDiirT— Yei. — Now. 
■na'am, miDd how jrou goei; be cUEfol.iiT; Iherv, 
Jim yanan. — HowmBcbisjoiirfan!— Kightcc-n- 

frnee, lii. — What, eighteen -pen™ for aii yinli ?— 
J, there'i three dn ye, M«penco i piece.— Why, 
"lu ■ highway robbeiy.— \o, lir, it u't na robbery 
«t all i ud if it wu k robbery, it couldn't bs a 

Wliy, 'til a dii^race to the law of the land.— 1 
leU you, tit, you're on the walet; and if you 
don'l like ID pay me, I'll pat yoo aihote in the 
mud fot nothing- — Lauk, pa, pay the man: you 
' m yoa goei to Rome you moat do a* 



huie on board, then 



Jliiig. Howareyou.maWl 



pickie 



' ■g.hly 



L!"?!*:- 






Id jumping into the boat at lirUk at an 

Aounder. — Ah I my di 

butyou hav'ii't EOlno 1 .. ..._. 

«>b nnw.-Wsl!, ma'am, w he 

ly in the Thunn.— Bleu 
" -- OK, my dc« Ml 

I think I must faiat. Do 
a latge G» on bonrd 



I am in 



>, MiHGooKT- 



Oh, 1 



l» ihero any danger! 



-Madan 



<ard. Pray, « 



^you will Dot'be uncaiy ; I tai 
--'- and It the tokI (bould c( 
in toy back, you know, and I 



s.eenmo ty.—Slitl did youaat! Thii 
in't be a it« : thii il an £dipu.— 111 tell 
.fun. bow and all about the woHu. You 



a great big laige i: 



nf thiitlon is. and the fire being ni 
water kuil, for there'i the hot »au 



JiA Ihe fin 



way we go» along, madam.— Hadam, (h«i o1 

C'll give me leave, I will entirely eiplua i 
old gentlemui laid, then waa a copper irn 
pot i now The copper it not a copper, but a boilei 
■Dd belnc a boiler, ho* can it be a copper I and 
it it made of iton. bow ran ii be made of coppei 

muH bi of inm ; uim the On i> under Ihe boilc. , 
the water boila over, and Ll fatli into Ihe ufcly 

tpnul a: the aide of tbs ronei, and that hu the 
wheel, foiiic, and the wlieeli icU the e ' 
[oiog, and the engiue hu the vcHel guinf. 
Thui evtty objet* aa wb fa. 




le could fltride ^ 
w to cnlrh thn freab'niog gtle. 



tady I iteady r 
CM thui 'til dina 



Spoken.] Pirn 
vou not to eat loo 

haiigirediiienD>A 

r'at tea before 
bmond in ■ 



much.— Ob, pupa, the len aji 
a hmiglile, that I eonU eU a 
i, all dr«t by •team.- Well, my 

t— No. air, but I've beeD up*U 
caUei.— Ah. ma'am, ibia i* 



m gUd to lee >o many iknlla bore. 

mt— Yea; and the ladie* feuher 
Iheir UuUi.— Ye», lir; and yon gentlemen ar* not 
behind, for moit on board leem to have iknlla ai 
light u a feather.— Well, my deal, have yw 
made a good dinner!— Very, air.— Ah( tbiiia bet- 
ter ihui travelling by coach ; itopping In dine, and 
being allowed ei^iht minulea, live ol which ate 
taken up in placiiii it on the lable, ao ihst by Ihe 
time the Gnit muudifui h in, the coacbmnn comes 

wait.'— Oh, Ihe devil take all 'teavelling' bnl bv 
tteim— Blm me, what'* the matter! oh, papa. 
I'm an ha,l-Why I fori rather qi.almiab myaelf, 
obi oh! O' I mua|D on deck.— Bleu me, how 
rough the tea i>.— Yea, ur, Daddy Neptune ha* 
got hi> night-cap on — Oh, 1 wiib I had mine di>, 
and «B> «nug lu my bed in Su Martin'* Lane — 
Och! whai an impotidon.— A what, air! — Anin- 
pDiilion; for what elie «n it be. lamakeaman 
nick directly aftei 



>ct]y after eating 10 comfuit 
lalwilll dot oh!— Wby, ■ 



to the other aii . _, . ^_, 

it your head over Ihe aide; but now, ynn aee. 



«ly on 
dinalioD hav 
|["oy*^Ai 



tone — A nill- 



— Whjr 'til to guide Ihe ihiiH.— ^Bow gnen the 
water ii, father.- Yea, my dear, the aea it rraen, 
and Ihe latic ia aali — What ia it in thii pond the* 



What bird, are thoaeT- 

Thoee, *ir, are «ca-gnll*.— Sea-guHi , oh! I have 
henrd of them; are Ibrre man|/ ti Ehcm about 
Margate!- Ob yet, lir; MAgale hai alway* been 
reckoned a tamoui place to tec gnlliT— Indei^! da 
tho people of the place cauh them to eat!- Why. 
lit, though not eiaclly to eat, Ihey may be laid 
10 live entirely on (htm; they pluck aH t'.al'. 
worth bavins, and tet thrm flying again, and m 

.1 ^j (iij „„(„,_ i^fy iiand a ebanca ol 

up ^ain.— Why look, what a greal 
Hie pier.— Well,^ miw, how do tou 



eking them 
luipany on Ihe pier 
id younelf now*- C 



11, papa) why I wu i 
idy in Ihe cabin, ami .1 
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wen; have job foigotten 

granunar? I wat tick, he was sick, we weie 

dicy were tick. — ^Tnily, papa, I think we 

all tadi ; but I don't like yon to catch at all 

ftat &llt from mj month. — Well, tir, how do yon 
Eke the Eclime?— Why, tir, I think at mott folkt 
do: tbe Edipiie it the Favourite; the goet to 
twift, and hat tomething to Miotic about her, 
that in a race with even the Engineer, the would 
to gain the Yictoiy. 

That eveiy object, &c 



THE WINDS WHISTLE COLD. 

(Terry.) 

GLEE. 

Tbe windt whittle cold. 

And the ttart glimmer red, 
Tke flockt are in f<^d. 

And the cattle in thed. 
When the hoar frott wat chill 
Upon moorland and hill. 

And wat fringing the forett bongn, 
Onr &thert womd trowl 
The bonny brown bowl. 
And to will we do now. 

Jolly hcaitt! 
And to will we do now. 

Gaffer Winter may teite 
Upon milk in the pail ; 
Twill be long ere he freeie 
The bold brandy and ale ; 
For oar fathcrt to bold. 

They langh'd at the cold. 
When Boreat wat bendine hit brow ; 
For they quaff'd mighty ale. 
And the? told a blythe tale. 
And to will we do now. 

Jolly heaitt! 
And to will we do now. 



TOM MOODY. 

(DilKlin.) 

Vo: all knew Tom Moody, the whipper-in, well : 
r.ie beO jntt done tolling wat honest Tom't knell. 
\ more tLle sportsman ne'er followed a hound 
Iliroagh a country well known to him fifty miles 

round. 
Vo ho«&nd ever open'd, with Tom near the wood. 
But he'd challenge the tone, and could tell if 'twere 

And all with attention would eagerly mark. 
When he cheer'd up the pack, ' Hark ! to Rock- 
wood, hark! hark! 

High ! — wind him ! and crott him I 
Now, Ratler, boy!— Hark!' 

th> crafty earth-stoppeit, in hunter's green drett, 
Sappocted poor Tom to < an earth ' made for rest ; 
idLasJwtrse, which he styled his' Old Soul,' next 

appeared. 
On whose forehead the brush of his last fox was 

rear'd; 
Whip, cap, boots, and spurs, in a trophy were 

bound, 
Aad here and there follow'd an old straggling 

hound. 
Ah! no more at his voice yonder vales will they 

trace! 
Kor the Wrekin resound his first burst in the chase ! 
With high over! — Now press him! 
TaUyho!— TaUyho!' 

rhot Tom spoke his friends, ere he gave up his 
i«r«th; 
1 tae voa are resoiv'd to be in sr th«> death. 



15 

One favour bestow — 'tis the last I shaQ crave. 
Give a rattling view-halloo thrice over my grave ' 
And nnlett at that warning I lift up my head. 
My boyt, you may fairly conclude I am dead ** 
Honest Tom wat obey'd, and the thout rent tht 

tky. 
For er^ voice join'd in the tally ho ! cry. 
< Tally ho ! Hark forward « 
TaUyho! Tally ho!' 



CRABBED AGE AND YOUTH. 

(Shaktpeare.) 

Crabbed Age and Youth 

Cannot live together ; 
Youth like tummer mom. 

Age like winter weather. 

Age it full of care. 

Youth it full of pleature ; 

Age like winter bare. 

Youth like tummer weather 

Age, I do abhor thee. 

Youth, I do adore thee ; 
O, tweet husband, hie thee, 

Methink'st thou stay'st too long. 



WE'LL MARRIED BE, AS SURE AS FUN 

(Mallinson.) 

A COMIO DOET. 

He. — One day, while working at my plough, 

Fal lal lal, &c 
I fek, just here, I can't tell how ; 

Fal lal lal, &g 
I turned my head round, just to see 
Who 'twas I heard, when there stood shc^ 
Like Wemu, com'd out of the sea. 

Fal lal lal, &c 
She. — La! John, you flatter now, I'm sure, 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
I look'd like I, and nothing more : 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
I'd walked along a field or two. 
And might look rosy-cheek'd or so : 
Besides, I met a charming beau! 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
He. — I knows the chap you mean, I trow, 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
He's at the squire's, here below. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
Be careful. Nan, take heed in time. 
Here's honest John, just in his prime. 
If youll be his'n, he'll be thine. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
She, — Why, John, your jorton well to do, 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
You've got a cow, a pig or two ; 

Fal lal lal. &r 
But mother's magpie talks to I — 
She calls me angel of the sky. 
He, — ^Then mother's magpie tells a lie. 

Fal lal lal, &c 
She, — Tells lies ! the bird does no such things — 

Fal lal lal, &?. 
For I'm an angel — 
He, — Whert^B your wingtf 

Fal lal la), &c. 
She. — ^That gemman, sir, all sweet perfume. 

Said — ' Oh, you goddess ^m the moon ' 
He, — He meant a witch upon a broom. 

Fal lal lal, &c. 
She. — ^Well, time will show, and, John, youll find, 

Fal lal lal, «cc 
He. — You'd best take me. Nan, in the mind. 

Pal lal lal, bur 
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old Nick Hnd jcalgurr. 



THE LAD WITH THE CARROTTV POLL. 

(Knigh..) 
• ob dear, gwx) gpntlefolkfl, majr ii bo 

Hu l»«i troubled like me wf' hS heut -, 

Hy feytlicT mnd molhci Uier iiud no coDtrol ; 

Fifurn of ut bsiniK (tl Rd ill the pnll, 

We all wen prcnj and (neitj u Punch, 

But I wen sTvsyi Ihn pride of tliii linncli. 

Ob dear, oh dear, I'm a quppc little comical mul, 

A nil if youll believe me, tliau;;li I thinli you may 

I'm the lid with the canuUy poll. 

Oh dear, oh deir, I feat I ihall never get wed. 

For iuderd you mutt know, whenvei t go. 

They laiuih at uit canoUv head t 

T-oiW day I went up " " " " 

They laid that my hea 

I leed pretty woman m uiei^m 1111,13 • lu™, 

OE dear, oh deai,*! i;imldn't I'm >are, (or my to 
Like the loach of her cheek, if I rabbed ioi 



f. young ■quire, 



Get the red from my cartoay poll. 

Oh dear, oh dear. ■ qnac k in our villaEc oa^ day, 

He laid ihnt he could, and I utid thm lie ohould, 

So he rubbed and he icnibbed, tiU my face w 

Wi' some I'tull Ihil he called hii ' New Pat 

Dye;' 
My hair he (umed bUck and my pockeu 



Ob 

Vu to fee liie fint iproi 

When the carrots began to grow. 

And my happinoB now ii arrived at the top, 

Becaiue I have got inch ■ gloriom crop i 

And the lei»n I ve leant u never to fret, 

Hnl be alwayi content with whatever I get. 

£vBt will land tha hands who applaud 



HARK. HARK AWAY. 




The moment Aurora peeped into the mo 
1 put on mv clothea and 1 eallifd for my 
mil Wliistle hy thit had nnr '--■ ■■■- 



ipled the hound 
Fleet, Dapple, 



OR, MrSEl'M OF MIRTH. 



And we all galloped nS to the muod of the horn. 
Jack Gaiei, Bill Blubber, and Dick at the O-ott 
When all of ■ lud^en out sUrU Mn. Puii. 

And ocno wu heani to cry haik, bark away ( 
Tb' courae wai a fine one, the took o'er the bUU, 
Which iihc doubled, and doubled, and dnbM 

Till St lul, the to cover returned, nui of bnmk. 
When 1 end Will Whutle were in at the death; 
Then, in triuBi]>h far you. I the bare did display. 
And cried to the hunu, my boys, hark, laui 
awny. 



I AM A KNOWING BLARE. 

LOHD, I am a knowiOE blade u ever jon did »<«• 
Fol lol de dul. diddle lul de da, 

Pol Ioi de dol, diddle lol de d*. 
Often, I remember, by father 1 vaa told. 
Thai i<> tnking of hii tupeu I waa devilidi bold. 
And then I got a tuaciing — and a wacLing lot at 



gold. 



lold. 



lol. « 



bey preached to me of honetty— thai t (hough' 
WBl puff, 

Pol hi de dol. lu 
a I look bqlh copper, ailver, bran, youll owl- 
Tve got enough. 

Po! lol de dol. Itr 

lul that a rope or heavy pufie at latt mint eoo 

give me room for ropery he aeni m« to th* 

Pol lol de dd, let 

The giili would all run afterme with their ipar UiDi 

'^'"' Fol lol de dol. b 

Bui llien they're DM the tparklrn I thould em 

igh they 1 

lo when Lbcir iheeiu' eye glances to lovingly Uwf 

thru*. 
: pill my puns up in my belt and, walk airaj— _ 

''"* ' Pol lol de dol, &c 



DEAR NATIVE HOHE- 

Air— " Stnwl //w«."—(Mi» Bryant.) 

THODtiH ve roam through the world to leak peae 



Oh' nothing can equal our dear Dolive 
Where the captive lad lhink« of the (oyi tl 

And a wretch, ou the wide 1 



Thm be diDpt a fund tear fc 
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TBI DANDY CATS-MBAT LASS. 
Au— " WUleCttlu^." 

TbuUSH much hu been lou, uid likevue u 

Atvtf ■ imdy dogVinrU bUdc, 

Yooll tLiDk it pKHl u any fam 

To hcu of tbe dudy calVmeu liM. 
Sb> «u ■ biniliDiuc nt't-meu liM, 
Id iboft, ■ imsM c»i'»-DMat lui. 
So ITo-H 'wr eonld »urp«» 
Tt« haBrtinnie dindy eit'i-memt lu». 
nna^ Boad^UTHi »!'• meu ilu did err. 

And (lied H » bewiiihingl^, 

Tbe puppin fotked up ihtir quLuiDg-glmM, 

And ill u ukc ■ quit at llie rat Vmeu iMt. 
Then Ac nuld bluih, vouldthccat'i-ineat 

She CTied, ■ iM\ meu," did ST'at'l-iBcU 
Ow d>T, u ihronf h Pall-Hall ihe ilnyed. 
And carf mcAi crlpd, a dandy blade. 
To mm bcr, from bi> hoatr oul ran, 
Bui hr wai not lb* dojtVmeal man. 



Sajm Ihe dandy to the calVmeal 
Thrn touin^ ntf another ^lui, 
Hy name'i Mol) Row, nid the cal'cme. 

If youni conif nt In livf wilh me. 

Half acre-n I offer thee; 

And though (he oCTer may KCm smill. 

It ii the full half of my all. 

For f'm in need! liid the c>t'>-n.e»t laa 
Rut «hile they were talking, KrDe cat», 
Ran away vilh the meal from the cal'l-m 



VAen i> yoar hous'! laid the ralVmeal 
My dayi and niKhu "iih yoa I'll pXM. 



if tbe u 



She ux'k np bi 

nil b> hul'a 1 
Hi* wife wai ju.t laid under pround. 
So be laid, he'd tpend with her a potuid, 
ll (he would lake with him a glaia, 
Tiken abe acmd. did tbe cat't-meal Ian, 
. Pot lite vai no b»l, wae tbe cat'* meal I 

For ibe'd been loirbDiil. had the lat't-mi 



MAN'S INGRATITDDK. 

(8hak.pe>re.) 



Andil 



TLii dandy uill nioie amanmi giew 
He awon no beanlj could inrpau 
That at tha daody caf »-neat laii. 



18 



UNIYBRSAL SONGSTER; OR. MUSEUM OF MIRTH 



A SLY PEEP AT LUNNUN. 



(Mallinson.) 

1 HA* left my poor mother and cousins at home ; 
And to steal a sly peep at f^ay Lun mm I'm come ; 
I ha' seed some strange thmgs, as most travell^ 

do. 
And so I be com*d here to tell 'em to yon. 

As I walk'd through the streets of this wondenome 

place y 
All the girls, pretty creatures, they Uugh'd in my 

face; 
But Lunmm fops call'd I a foci and a down. 
And I soon found I'd plenty relations in town. 

First I went to the Park, a great KiU-m to see. 
For I could na' make out what a KiW-m could be ; 
'Twere a giani, to them in Guildhall, p'rhaps, a 

brother, 
Wi' a knife in one hand, and a pat-Ud in t'other. 

There I met wi' a nmrntut seem'd made for a man, 
I'd ha' sworn 'twere a monkey, but tail it had none ; 
His face, for shirt-collar, I hardly could soe. 
But hi* shirt were oU didtejf, — that's what they 
to'id me. 

In this cvexgrown place, there's one half the men 

folks 
Walk about, like old women, roU'dvLp inbhtedoakt; 
Some lawyert, too, wear 'em, and look just, ifagt! 
As if peeping for dients from out their blue bags. 

But what made me stop, and to gape wi' surprize. 
Were to see the c/tapi squeez'd in a pair of long 

Hays; 
Then so stuff *d out before, that I thought, by the 

size. 
They were only some nurses drcss'd up in disguise. 

Now, if I were in Parliament, 'twixt me and you, 
I should tell the Prime Minister what he should do ; 
Lay a good heavy tax on this he and she race. 
Five pounds for their stags, and two guineas the lace. 

But however fashions are given to ranse. 
Here smiles and good nature ha' met wi no change ; 
For the lamps and the ladies' eyes sparkle so bright. 
That I'll come and sing funny songs every night, 

ADDITIONAL VERSE^, •/ encored. 
Now as home to my inn I was taking my way, 
A chtq) ax'd if Vd like a nice cab-a-^vU-a ! 
I thought that was stamnul to eat, lack a day. 
When I found I must swallow a harm and a cha. 

But among all the fashions what most puzzled I, 
Was to see the folks cock up a glass to one eye ; 
I suppose, now, the meaning of all that ere pother, 
Is to wear out one eye fw9t, and then to use fisher. 

When you shouted encorwn, you startled me, sure, 
I wvre struck just as dumb as a nail in a door ; 
I thought I'd sing bad, so vou hit on that plan 
Just to make I come back here and sing it again. 

But I see by the smUe on each lady's sweet face. 
There was no sort of astger at all in the case ; 
Now I know what it means, why III finish my aong. 
For, p'rhaps, youll encore me again before umg. 



COSMETIC DOCTOR. 

Believe me, believe me, in countiy or town. 
No cosmetic, no cosmetic, but mine would go 

down ; 
Both young ones and old ones would flock at my 

call. 
And lorpimples and wrmkles thev purchased it all. 

The sweet creatures would cry. 

Your art, sir. 111 tiy. 

For a freckle I spv 

Just below my left eye. 



To the face pale and wan 1 gave the bluan ef the 

And placed on the cheek what I found oa tAe Bote. 

Some smeriung, some jerking ; 

Some crummy, some gummy \ • 

Eyes askew, noses blue ; 

Sallow cheek made so sleek. 
Above all commendation my trade is 

Smiling face, prate apace ; 

Tell the news, all amuse ; 

Aim to show what's the go \ 

That's the way, now a day. 
To shine as the man for the Ladies. 

To tell where I've been. 

Or what fair ones I've seen. 
In places where I my abode took, 

rm sure it would fill 

A Chancery-bill, 
Or as long be as Patterson's road-book. 

First at Acton and Ealing 

Their faces I'm heating. 

At Ilchester and Dorchester, 

At Chichester and Porchester, 

At Woolwich and Highgate, 

At Dulwich and Riegate, 

At Beckinton and Oakingham, 

And Buckingham and Riockingham, 

At Brunmiagem I rummage 'em. 

At Deptford and Hampton, 

And Bedford and Bampton, 

At Harlow and Charmouth, 

At Marlow and Yarmouth, 

At Dartford and Darking, 

And Hartford amd Barking, 

At Wors'ter and Chester, 

And Glos'ter and Leicester, 

At Teddington and Riverhead, 

And Maidenhead and Leatherhead. 
In chaises and four I have rattled off to Daventiy^ 
And many is the time that I've been sent to Co- 

ventrv. 
To this list Tet me add, and my vanity pardon, 
I've made many a fair one smile in famous Covent* 

garden. 

Where some are smerking, &e. 



THE HEART THAT CAN FEEL FOR 
ANOTHER. 

(Upton.) 

Jack Steadfast and I were both messmates at aeiy 

And plough'd half the world o'er togeUier, 
And many hot battles encounter'd have we. 

Strange climates, and all kind of weather. 
But seamen, you Imow, are inur'd to hardgales^ 

Determin'd to stand by each other; 
And the boast of a tar, wheresoever he sails. 

Is the heart that can feel for another. 

When often suspended 'twixt water and sky. 

And death yawn'd on all sides around ns. 
Jack Steadfast and I scom'd to mtirmor or sigh. 

For danger could never confound us. 
Smooth seas and rough billows to us were the same, 

Convinc'd we must brave one and t'other ; 
And like jolly sailois in life's chequer'd game. 

Give the heart that can feel for another. 

Thus smiling at peril at sea or on shore. 

We box the old compass right cheerly ; 
Toss the can, boys, about — and a word or two 
more. 

Yes, drank to the girls we loVd dearly ; 
For sailors, pray mind me, tho' strange kind of lish, 

liove the gii^ just as dear as their mother \ 
And, what's more, they love w what I hope von all 
wish, 

TiM the heait fhmx can feel for another. 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTEH; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



19 



rSS MORK MAY SHED ITS SUNNY RAY. 

(MiM Bryant.) 
Aa—^' Hmi la Htartfor Faitekood fiamed." 

Tnt. mom may shed its sunny ray. 

The rotie may meet my view, 
Wben Sol sludl driTe in tears away. 

Its glittering early dew. 

Thoogh beauty smile and friends caress. 

Yet all tlune charms must fly. 
If Heaven should cease this heart to bless, 

And» dearest, yon should die. 

Tlien never doubt, my dark eyed love, 

I only live for thee ; 
Though brighter eyes more beauteous rove, 

Thme, thine, are all to me. 

lad though the grave may take thee, dear. 

Dismiss the tear and sij^ ; 
A bfeaking heart would meet thee there. 

My dearest, if you die. 

tn EDUCATION, APPRENTICESHIP, AND 
tUHJCTION, OF GEORGE BARNWELL. 

Air—'' BiU^ TaUor," 

ll Cbeapside there lived a marchant, 
A man he was of werry great fame ; 

iad be bad a handsome prentioe, 
Qwigy Barnwell was his name. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

An jouth he was both good and pious, 

mfal beyond all doubt ; 
Aad be always staid vithin doors, 

Tw se h is master vouldn't let him go out. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

A firled voman of the town, sirs. 

In him cast a vishfol eye ; 
Aid dtt came in the shop one morning 

A faanel petticoat to buy. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 



she had paid him down the money, 
Ae ge'ed his hand a ^cry hard squeeze, 
^fck so frightened GM)rKy Barnwell, 
Tbat togMher knocked his knees. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 



she left her card, whereon was written, 
Manr Millwood does intreat 
IWt Muster Barnwell would call and see her. 
At No. 2, in Dyott-street. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 



as he had shut the shop up, 
to this naughty dicky-bird, 
that he vent home next morning, 
■c if he could speak a vord. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

3bv swn this voman did persuade him, 

Tilh her fascinating pipes, 
liifi down into the country. 

And let loose his uncle's tripes. 

Fol de riddle, &c. 

IWit he found his uncle in the grove, sir, 

liadymg hard at his good books, 
JkaA GeOTgy Barnwell vent and stuck him 

AO among the crows and rooks. 

Fol de riddle, itc, 

^ Millwood found he'd got no money, 
^Jhi so much as to buy a jewel, 
" that very day and peached him, 

vaa not that hair very cruel ? 

Pol de riddle, &c. 

fate no one lamented, 
hi, every body pitied his'n. 



Yen out come the cruel hangman 
To put the cord about his wisen. 

Fol de riddle, &<; 

The marchant's darter died soon arter. 
Tears she shed but spoke no vords ; 
So all voung men I pray take vaminp;, 
Don t go with the naughty dicky-birds. 

Folde riddle* Hcc. 
^^■^^■^•^^■^ 

ISAAC MO; 

OR, THE JEW AND THE PIG. 

Ai^— " The ConmatUm." 

A Jew, they call'd him Isaac Mo, 

Along the road did go, sirs. 
And swagger'd most ungraciously 

Into a ditch of snow, sirs. 
A p^ was journeying that way. 

Who caught him by the skirt, O ! 
And wouldn't let poor Isaac lay. 
But dragg'd him through the dirt, O ! 
Gnmting, pufiine all the way, 
A week! a week! his cry, sirs. 
And Isaac cried. Ma Cot! ma Cot? 
I'm sure that I shall die, sirs. 

Now when the pig was satisfied. 

And he had done his play, sir, 
Savs Isaac, Come here, Mr. Pig, 

1 have a word to say, sir. 
Will you come home and live with me ? 

Come— for how long will you stay, sirt 
The pig cried, " Week !" and Isaac soon 

With piggy marched away, sir. 

Grunting, pulling, &Q 

Mo took the pig for piggy's week ; 
Then, like a knowing elf, sirs. 
Says he, your pigsliip now I'll keep 

Just for one week myself, sirs. 
But he was caught, was tried, and hang'd. 

Just after he was taken ; 
And this said Jew, for stealing pig. 
Was hang'd as dead as bacon. 

Grunting, pulling, all the way, 
A week! a week ! he cried, sirs. 
The drop it fell, 'tis known full wel 
And poor Mo Isaacs died, sirs. 



O! TIS LOVE! TIS LOVE! 
Air—" C'eit V Amour." 

O ! 'tis love ! 'tis love ! 'tis love ! 

From woman's bright eye glancing. 
O ! 'tis love ! 'tis love ! 'tis love ! 

Every heart entrancing. 
What claims the monarch's duty ? 

What soothes the peasant's pain ? 
What melts the haughty beauty. 

And conquers her disdain ? 

O! 'tis level kc 

O! 'tis love! 'tis love! 'tis love! 

The warrior doth inspire. 
! 'tis love ! 'tis love ! 'tis love ! 

That kindles soft desire. 
On rocks or lonely mountains. 

In palaces or vales. 
In cay saloons near fountains, 

'TIS love alone prevails. 

O ! 'tis love &c. 



»» 



THE SNUFF-TAKER. 
Air — " Bmo, tcaw, wow. 

Now, gentlemen, my box is out, 
Youll find it good enough, too. 

So if you wish to feed the snout. 
You'll all be up to snuff, too. 
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ffint I oegan with Lundy Foot, 

To pleasa Hibernian Betty, 
Then Fiince*8 mixture, black as mnot, 
Tooa to please the Welsh giri, Letty. 
Snuff! snuff! snuff! 
Fol rol de riddy iddy, snuff, snuff, snuff' 

Butch Carrot next I learnt to take. 

When 1 went to Amsterdam, sirs ; 
Then scented snuff, for Mary's sake. 

Though her love for me was sham, sirs. 
Then next of all, my brown rappee 

I took with Widow Waddle, 
But she .3ok my snuff and money too. 

And then she bade me toddle. 

Snuff! snuff! &c. 

Then I began to take Brazil 

When I went to Buenos Ayres, 
For the tender passion I did reel 

For the sex that can ensnare us. 
But when to Leith I bent my way 

The plaid made my heart full, sirs. 
So high-dried Scotch I took each day. 

And took it from my mull, sirs. 

Snuff! snuff! &c. 

So now my travels are all o'er, 

I'm living at my ease, sirs ; 
I'll ne'er from England wander more. 

But take what snuff I please, sirs. 
And while my box contams a pinch. 

To use it I intend, sirs ; 
For 111 be up to snuff myself. 

And will ne'er refuse a fhend, sirs. 

SnuffI snufl! ice. 
******** 

JOCKEY AND JEANY. 

(Boms.) 

JuckSY said to Jeany, " Jeany, wilt thon do'tt" 
" Ne'er a bit," quo' Jeany, *' for my tocher good ; 
For my tocher good, I winna many thee,*' 
•' E'en 's ye like," quo' Jockey, ** I can let ye be. 

" I hae gowd and gear, I hae land eneugh, 
I hae seven good owsen ganging in a pleugh ; 
Ganging in a pleugh, and linkin' o'er the lee. 
And gin ye %«inna tak me, I can let ye be. 

*' 1 hae a good ha' house, a bam and a byre, 
Peat stack belore the door, I'll mak a rantin fire ; 
I'll mak a ranting fire, and merry shall we be ; 
And gin ye winna tak me, I can let ye be." 

Jeany said to Jockey, " Gin ve winna tell. 
Ye sail be the lad. 111 be the' lass roysel* ; 
Ye 're abonnie lad, and I'm a lassie free, 
Ye're welcomer to tak me than to let me be." 



WALLACKUM DOODLE DO. 

(As altered from Bums and sung in London.) 

Air—" Ai Madam FUrt and L" 

Jockey said to Jenny, 
" Jenny wilt thou do it ?" 
'* Ne'er a word," quoth Jenny, 
" For my fortune's gude j 
For my fortune's gude, 
I will na marry thee. 
Gin you will na ha' me. 
You may let me be." 

Wallackum doodle do, &c. 
" I have gold and gear 
I have land enough ; 
I have four fat oxen 
Ganging in the plough ; 
Ganging in the plough. 
And wallackum o'er the lee ; 
Gin you will na ha me. 
You may let mc be." 

Wallackum doodle do, &e. 



Jenny taid to Jockev« 
*' An vou will na teL, 
You shall be the lad. 
Ill be the lass m3rsel ; 
You a roving boy, 
I a eirl so free ; 
You d better take me now. 
Than to let me be." 

Wallackum doodle ao. 



I'M LONGING TO BE MARRIED. 

Tune— <* Green grow the RoAm, 0!**^Btjta 

Some years I now have been a maid* 

And at this inn I've tarried, O ! 
StiU, alack a-day! I'm quite afraid 
I never shall be married, O ! 

I never shall be married, O! 
I never shall be married, O! 
Alack a-day! I'm quite afraid, 
I never shall be married, O ! 

My mother said, when quite a child, 
my boldness it would make me, O ! 

Bui though on many a youth I smiled, 
I've not found one to take me, O ! 

So I never shall be mamed, O ! 

Folks tell me it is quite a shame. 
And the joke too far is carried. O! 

But be assured I'm not to blame. 
For I'm longiu^ to be married, O ! 
I m loneinK to be ma 



married, O ! 



Some folks have rudely mocked my woe. 
And to this day they task me, O ! 

So if single men my mind wou?-l Vnow, 
I'll thank them if they'll ask me, O! 

For I'm longing to be mamed. O! 



BACCHUS THRILLING THROUGH BA 

VEIN. 

Would you wish, my jovial hearts. 

To laugh when graver mortals cry ; 
Wine and glee their powers impart. 
So drink and laui^h, boys, till you die. 
Bacchus thrilling through each vein } 

Tunes the soul to lively strain 
Ne'er then load wing'd time with ton 
Enjoy to>day, nor trust to-morrow. 

How foolish what those wise ones say 
Who thill warm hearts with frigid rules 

Their maxims ne'er can care allay. 

Let's leave them then to knaves and fbc 

Bacchus thrilling. 

Let us enjoy the jocund scene. 

With friendship, wit, and wine adorn. 
With women bright as beauty's queen, 
I For such Anacreon's sons were bom. 

Bacchus tlirilling. 

The churlish man, with envy's eye. 
May frown at this, our festive hour. 

The fates to him our joys deny. 
We sip life's sweet, and he the sour. 

Bacchus thrilling. 

Bach gloomy thought is held to be. 
In this gay court, tlie tvpe of folly ; 

Our souls in sentiment agree. 
And while we live, boys, we'll be jolly 

Bacchus thrilling, 

HEY NONNY. 
(Shakspeare.) 

When it is the time of ni^ht 
That the graves all gaping «ide 

Every one lets forth his sprite 
In the chuxchway paths to glide ; 
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he fkries that do rxm, 
the triple Hecates' team, 

the presence of the sun, 
lowing darkness like a dream. 
ire frolic — then I'll come» 
rill lead him up and down, 
ig him through field and town, 
there be that shadows kiss, 
have but a shadow's bliss. 

be fboU alive, I wis, 
ed o'er, and so is this. 
[ey nonny, nonxiv ! 

be fools alive, J wis, 
ed o'er, and so is this, 
ley nonny, nonny ! 
^^^^^^^^ 

DENKIS M'PUANE. 

rin all over, you cannot discover 
a lover as Dennis M'Phane ; 
» and witty, the gay and the pret^, 
and in dty, know Dennis M'Phane \ 
ng tongue wins old and young, 
rs tlw senses, and puzzles the brain, 
mil find each maid inelin'd 
I with pleasure tn Dennis M'Phane. 
! get thee gone Dennis, 
rn^ true to none Dennis, 
g about like a light weather vane, 
'. fie for shame, Dennis, 
lu'rt much to blame, Dennis, 
tot blame thee, dear Dennis M'Phane. 

i: to Kilkenny, you cannot find any 
flatter'd so many as Dennis M'Phane ; 
re has ever, with baneful endeavour, 
le lovers sever'd than Dennis M'Phane ; 
ing too^e wins old and young, 
the defuder they struggle in vain. 
Mill find they're still inclin'd 
1 with pleasure to Dennis M'Phane. 

Oh ! get thee gone, &c. 

DISASTERS OF POOR JERRY 
BLOSSOM. 

RECITATION. 

good folks, I'se coom'd here just to tell 
t^te rambles, if ^ngs like gang well ; 
moomhs now, I think, sin I furst got a 



i Jerry Blossom, you know by my feace. 
lire thej telFd ma, which made my heart 

mnnn were kind to a poor simple lad ; 
k'd up my claes, top ut coach I were 

y'd aU the way for a bit of good luck ; 
IV I got here I sal never forget. 
It all the world e Lunnunwere met. 
-h way I would, they coom'd just as fast, 
't I'd stand still till t mob were gone past ; 
ood many if ow't were t' matter, 
mish't ma aboot, and said, baud thy 
rs chatter ; 

ed yan chap weel wi' ma stick on his nob, 
something warm sliding into ma fob ; 

gentleman's hand, that were drest nation 

» 

•0 

a'en his own pocket, and got into mine, 
a loo boo, and I made him another, 
ers I fancied were due to each other, 
d just look like, if ou't were t* wors, 
'ass it were all in a new leather purse ; 
Mm'd it were gone, I thou't I were dead, 
wr sort of dizziness coom'd e ma head. 
nm his tricks, I'd ge'en him a drilling, 
lO^f a crown and ma Queen Anne's new 



But Lunnun's t' pleace where the devil do Ttign, 
And that must have been him, or I'm sadly mis- 



taen. 



I got rarelv bang'd up, too, how 111 tcU if I may. 
Or sing, if you please, in my countrified way. 



SONO. 



Ee the north, while with feyther and mother I dwelf , 
Noither hunger, nor hardship, nor sorrow I felt ; 




pratty. 



please in my pleac 

As I star'd e the streets, at t* pictures and shops, 
A lass ga ma a nation hard bat e the chops ; 
I seiz'd upon madam, by gom she were fuddled, 
Sho*ad a rare bonny feace, if it had not been rud* 

died; 
I never before had seen ou't o' this kind. 
For they tell'd ma as hoo shoo was bai^ up and 

primed. 

As I wander aboot, hoo t' lasses all stare. 
They titter, and whisper, and bloosh, I declare, 
I stood near to yan that were drest very natty, 
Shoo tell'd ma reet plump, I were devilish pre 
In making ma boo to this rare bonny lass, 
I pusht ma head plump throf a large pane o' glass. 

I run'd for dear life till I reach'd master's door, 
Pusht it open sa quick, sent him smack upat floor, 
I knock't down, and roaster got bang'd by t' lasses* 
Lost first quarter's wages for breaking o' glasses. 
And yet eftre all that has fell'd to my lot, 
I'd be sorry to quit this good {ileace that I've got. 

Sood poor lattle Jerry again hither stray. 
To amuse your spare hours e laftet away. 
Your smiles will cheer the blossom you rear. 
And sratitude ever will find a place nere ; 
Nae lad e t' world is mair willing than I, 
To gain your good wishes I ever will try. 



THE MAIDEN I LOVE. 
Air — " My Connor, his Cheeks are as ruddy as Mom, 

The maiden I love is the theme of my lay, 

She is blooming and fair as the mom just begun. 
Her eyes soft and bright as the first beam o day. 

And her ringlets like dark clouds that curl roumi 
the sun. 
Like heaven's own light, when heaven is most 
bright. 

Her smiles such a brilliancy everywhere throw ; 
In the depth of her eyes a divinity lies. 

And a god seems to dwell on her beautiful brow. 

Such, such is the maiden I live to adore. 

And I prize her the wealth of the world above \ 

I have told her — I've sworn all this o'er and o'er. 
Yet she smiles on my sorrow and not on my love. 

The hope of my heart may in sadness depart. 
While it beats it will cherish her memory still. 

Though its efforts may die, and its best feelingi 
lie. 

Like the ocean round Heda, eternally chill. 



THE KISS. 
(Byron.) 

The kiss, dear maid, thy lips have left. 

Shall never part from mine. 
Till happier hours restore the gift 

Untainted back to thine. 
The parting slance that fondly gleams. 

An equal love may see. 
The tear that from the eyelid streams 

Can weep no change in me. 

The kiss* •«. 




NAUGHTY POLL. 

MiN Moll; WiUina wu . 1u> 
Who for an ingc! sure might n« 
Did ihc noi lika I " ' ' 
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tnmdd mif honeai 



How ihu pretty 
Spoken.] Bleu ma hi 
caniole with Lhem ai * 



Naiqhij Pgll, 
Wilkini me, 
nothing knew. 



H on the Gooi 



ig-doy, 
ihe ky, 

NBQghlJ P 



Ye 1adi« Uli 
Na'et with tt 
Until yoD la! 



!t]\ ai iho bHt, for I alwlya laAie 'nn uu 
iwle Airani died, 



d I w 



it for life 1 



IT'S A WAY I HAVE GOT. 

Tuni— " Th4 light Unit SuW.'er."'— (BryuiL. 

SomE girl* «ay of marriage they're alwavi aliaid. 

For 111 ogle lome jDatb till bii boM shall gnw 



WTO win you 



>i[, il'i a itay I have gol. 
U'l a way f have got, &t 



B 


I when be 


imj 


hiuhaud. III h>ve hiin 'o U 


To 


■Jl »Kt e 


fj«1 




nl [hump h 


man 


hump him if be tora. ■ .a 


With, «»CBM 




dear tir. il'i a way 1 have g 
Ifaaway Itavegot, 












SWEET MR. LEVI; 






OK, 


HE IIAFrY lEW. 




Tune-- 


Tlu 


I«/,o/o/™."-<P«ll"0 




WHE 


apr 


tly little bay. 




A 


Zl 






With 


lipopi and toy. 




Of Dute 


> Placo 1 bote the iway. 




The 




lllle mudcu.. 




Wlhthe 


tpielty little imilB, 
ylilltehean. 




-;. 


tole>E 




ay 


Bm dry begnlU. 




SPOtES. 


VA. 


I remembet the day wh 



bought mytelf af 
,.Tog«t- little vife; 
rd liMed and loyed away 

With nmiiy a viien ahe. 
Bui Ivanted one alone 

To ki« and toy vid me. 
KEN.J So I left oil trading it 
nth ladiFi' hearu ; m 1 mail 
el, and ahe, heautiful crsal 
[ike a Uiik of Datch neali 



le monlbt afcet thai 
tred a little heii; 
icub, Mn, and Sue, 



"K 



all hi» glory, for I had got the tnie-begotti 
dreu of ma heart arouod me, uid val ivuld 



THOUGH CLOUDS BY TEMPEST M 

(Tramlated from C. M. Vno Weber. 
Tkodcei clouds by lempeit may be drill 
A™k Iho glonoui tfitone of day. 



Yet hope, thnt dwell* within the m 

Though hidden, may nut ceaae lo 

For though round morralB c^are may 



COME, DEAREST CHARMER 
Come, deareat charmer, blew my ay 
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Hot all the bloom of smiliiig Mftj 

Can charm m much as you : — 
Aenoome, mj dear, and let w^ rore. 
The mom inYitea to thee and love. 



ceaw to mourn, 
joa my joyi arise ; 
tronbling fear reject with tcom. 
Ana jealooa doobta despiae. 
Kot half M tweet, &c. 

DANGER STILL LIES IN DELAY. 

(Moncrieff.) 

A no far nonaenskal speeches. 

For sighing, and dying, and staff. 
Dear gin, 'tis a man that beseeches^ 

I krre yon, and that is enoogh. 
Toprooon n ce yon a goddess were lying. 

To swear ▼on're a charmer is true. 
Then why shoold I vow I am dying. 

When I mean to live ages for yoo. 

Toor beanty might any heart fetter, 

Fve metUe enough, as youll prove. 
The less that b said Uien the better. 

For I am for action, mv love ! 
When the time and the place are inviting. 

My love shall your kindness repay. 
You will not shun dan^r bv slighting. 

For danger still lies m delay. 

THE WEAVERS. 



t> 



** OtU Roatt Beef of Old Ei^lamd. 

OMre, Iwfies and gents, I've a song readv made. 
And to hear it, I'm sure you will not be anaid, 
fbr rn teO you, at once, I'm a weaver by trade. 
So well sing success to the weavers. 
The weavers for ever, hussa! 

Same tradespeople ^Ivays are making a faas. 
But their merits an triUmg when talking to us. 
And in argument we leave them at a non plus. 

So well sing success, &c. 

Bsfe art goods every day we're exporting by bales. 
And in aaerchandiae ours, as an art, never fails. 
Far each ship leaving port owes the weaver for sails. 

So well sing success, &c. 

TVs king in his robes may so gracefully stand. 
And his nobles about him may look great and grand, 
St31 they get all their cloth by the work of our hands. 

So well sug success, he. 

But for OS how your soldiers would often repent. 
When houseless to sleep on their knapsacks th^re 



But the weaver, you see, rives each soldier his tent. 

So we'll sing success, &c. 

If exhanacedyoulieel, and by Morpheus vou're beat. 
In the heat or the cold a small rest will be sweet. 
Then think of the weaver's &ne blanket and sheet. 

So well sing success, &c. 

The ladies are nretty, as all will confess, 
4nd he's stuoid or blind, I'm sure, who says less. 
But then to tne weavers they're indebted for dress. 

So well smg success, &c. 

Then sine* we for mankind are sent here to weave. 
O'er our UMmas and our shuttles well not idly 



But my song is just ended — so III take my leave. 

So weHl sing success, &c 
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THE LIGHTERMAN. 
Air—" Rwn Old Meg. 

all yon heroes, that delight 
To bear of love and var. 



ni tell you of a smashing fi^t. 

And ukewise vat t'vas for. 
Jack Bridges, late a bargeman bold. 

For rival had Big Dan, 
Who two stone heavier vas, ve're told. 

Although a UghUrmim, 

Although, &c. 

For Cinder Nan both burnt, whose frowns 

They napt, till she, in jest. 
Cried, fight for me, and forty pounds 

111 give unto the best. 
Dan fair vas — ^vith crows Jack vies. 

But vhen the fight began, 
Dan blacker vas, by boUi his eyes. 

Although a Ughterman. 

Although, &c. 

" A China orange to Lombard-street 

On Jack," the boys did cry ; 
Dan cannot come — quite blind — ^he's beat^— 

But that vas all my eye. 
He sack'd poor Bargey's coal, odd zounds ! 

Who light as a feather ran ; 
When Dan bore off Nan and the forty pounds* 

Although a Ughterman. 

Although, &c. 

AMBROSIAL WINE. 

We'll then with jovial spirits join. 
And sip and sip ambrosial wine \ 
With sparkling wit and flowing bowls. 
The cheerful song and glowing souls. 
To welcome pleasure, welcome glee. 

Well laurh at toil and trouble. 
For in the cheerful 0ass I see 

Good humour — see it double. 

If there is aught on earth divine, 
T\m cheerful hearts and rosy wine ; 
When these have ceased their jovial reign. 
Oh ! take me back to heaven again. 

To welcome, kc 



IS CHESTER TOWN THERE LIVED A 

LAD. 

In Chester town there lived a lad. 

As many lads there be ; 
He was a buxom boy, adad. 

And loved a fair lady. 

He was a serving-man by trade. 

But luckless was his doom ; 
He loved the mistress, not the maid. 

Which brought him to his tomb. 

You might have heard this lover's groans^ 

Full sorely did he smart ; 
Her cruel hands they broke his bones. 

Her cruel eyes, his heart. 



THE PAINTER. 

(Dibdin.) 

Come, painter, with thy happiest slightj 

Portray me every gface. 
In that blest region of delight. 

My charming Silvia's face ; 

And, hear me, painter, to enhance 

The value of Uiine art. 
Steal from her eyes that very glance 

That stole away my heart. 

Her forehead paint in sway and ruloy 
Where sits, with pleasure graced 

A form like Venus beautiful. 
And like Diana chaste. 



OR. MUSECM Oy MIRTH. 

Upa wen the lilj. the niht 
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Two cbftnning Ikabes had crowned the lores 
Of tlieee two tender turtle dovet. 
file boy had just hit daddy's faulty 

Spoken.] He squinted a little. 

The girl had learned her mother's halt. 

Spoken.] She hobbled a little. 

And whether they spoke or whether they song, 
Tkey dkl it all in the Yorkshire tongue ; 
Yet oft the play-bills did let fly 
That they were two young Roocii, 
Were two young Roscii ! 

Spoken.] Thus they played their parU : 

** See, brother, see, on yonder bough 
Tlfte robin siu. Hark! I hear him now. 
Sweetest bird that ever flew ; 
Whistle, robin, loodle loo, 
0oodie do doodle." 
Oh! rare Manager Strutt! happy, thrice happy, 

is Manager Strut ! 
Oh! f*re family Strut! happy, thrice happy, is 
Manager Strut ! 



HAPPY COYERS. 

Air—" Mg Naihe Land." 

Oh ! happy, happy, happy lover* ! 

Happy youth auid happy maid. 
When tremblingW each neart discovert 
All its love bv love repaid. 
Gratenil bosoms beat, 
Rapturrd glances meet. 
In a gentle sigh. 
All vuur sorrows die — 
Oh ! h^)py, happy, happy lovers! 
Happy youth and happy maid. 
Hopes dream delighting. 
Past pangs requitmg, 
noai^its full of heaven, cording and free ; 
No void left aching. 
Tender hearts breaking, — 
When will that day come for you and for me ? 
On! happy, happy, happy lovers! 

Happy youth and happy maid. 
When tremblingly each neart discovers 
All its love bv love repaid. 



THINKS I TO BTY'SELF, THINKS I. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

fflNKS I to myself, thinks I, 

This is a comical age we find, 

nr neighbours* faults all of us spy. 

But to our own faults are blind ; 
So poor Mrs. Mus, alas! 

Who censur'd for ever Miss Mottle 
For lookiiie so oft in the glass, 

Pocgot that she look'd m the bottle. 

Spoken.] Mrs. Miu, you don't seem well, 
what's the matter ? — ( Imiiatmg a drunken woman) 
O, sir, I am troubled with a oomumption the 
ipirUt. — Yes, I see you labour under a consumption 
«f the spirits. — Yes, sir, it often comes upon me. 
^l dare say it does. — Yes, sir, and do you know 
the worid is wicked enough to say that — Oh ! oh ! — 
j) O, if that's the case — 
liniu I to mjfself, thinks I, 

No wonder she's blind with a drop in her eye. 

There's Truck, the shopkeeper, cries. 

How Bullock, the butcher, swears. 
And forrets what a parcel of lies 

He teUs to sell his own wares. 
8m Dow^, ' Salmon's fish isn't sweet.' 

The mehnsn remarks, with pleasure. 



fhini 



« Donah's bread's very seldom good weieht*' 
While Bough says, his * coaU are bad measure.' 

Spoken.] Was you ever at the Buz and Mum 
Club, at the Wi^ And Watch Box ? that's the place 
for neighbours' nire. — fAU the amoenaiion in diffe* 
rem voicsa. ) — Chair, cnair, the president's toasi. — 
Confusion to backbiting, gentlemen. — Bravo ' 
Where's neighbour Snip, this evening? that's a 
good natured fellow, but monstrously given to 
cabbage. — Yes, rive him an inch, he 11 take an 
ell, and no man beats him at fine-drawing a bill.— 
[Here Mr. Snip enters.] — Ah, brother Snip, your 
worship was the last man in our mouths. — Vou 
have done me a great deal of honour, gentlemen. 
— O, yes, we always does our friends justice. — 
BroUier Barnacle, are you going. — Must, must; 
good night. — Grood bve, mv hearty fellow. — Is he 
gone? — Yes. — ^That Barnacle's a queer fellow. — I 
say. Snip, did vou twig his wife, last Sunday, with 
Rasor, Uie cutler? — Hush! Razor's at the top of 
the table. — O, if that's the case, I'm mum ; but 
111 be shot if the last boy's nose belongs to the 
spectacle-maker, for all that. — I sees through that 
joke. Brother Bright. — Aye, you're a deep one, 
he, he, he ! — ^The toast stands, gentlemen, — Con- 
fusion to backbiters. 

Thinks I to myself, thinks I, 

It's all neighbours' fare, and rubs off when its dry. 

Professions, like puffii, are wind. 

Words butter no parsnips, O ! 
I'm glad you're come, means, youll oft find, 

I shall be very glad when you go. 
Miss Prim she calls on Miss Prue, 

Who's transported with rapture to meet her ; 
But the moment her back is in view. 

Cries, ' there's no getting rid of that ereter.' 

Spoken, m different voioer.l Bless me, who's 
coming ? — that eternal gossip, Mrs. Whifmejig, and 
her nuty pug dog; provoking! — My dear Mrs. 
Whifmejig, I am so glad to see you. — My dear 
Mrs. Nibbs, you do me infinite honour — Pompey, 
get off the white sofa, with your dirty feet. — O, 
the dear creter, let him amuse himself —-( aside ) — I 
wish he was in the duck-pond — I hope you mean 
to stay dinner? — nay, you shall, I insist upon it.— 
If you must know, I came on purpose — ( aside) — 
Thought so ; one can never have a nice tit bit, but 
she's sure to poke in her nose. — Betty, don't dress 
the ortolans till supper. — Rat-a-tat-ut-ut ! ! ! — 
Hang the door, it is alive, I think. — Is your mas- 
ter at home? — Measter do say, he be not at home, 
su. — Why, blockhead, if he says so, he must be 
at home, and I hear him at the top of the stairs. — 
Thunder and turf ! can't you be atter believing the 
man? I tell you I'm gone out these two hours. 

Thinks I to myself, thinks I, 

Ti diddle de dum, ti diddle de di. 



POLLY HOPKINS. 

Air — " Merrily, merrily, 0!" — (Mallinson.) 

He. — Pretty, pretty Polly Hopkins, how do you 

do : how do you do ? 
She. — None the better, Mr. Tomkins, for seeing 

you, for seeing you. 
He.— Will all my wealth?— 
She. — Be quiet, pray. 

He. — A man of health — 
She. — Do get away. 

He, — Oh, cruel, cruel Polly Hopkins, don't teU 

me so, &c. 
She. — Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to nse on 

so, &c. 
He.— Oh, but all I have, Polly Hopkins, 11 

give to yon, &c. 
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i/<.— U wc >H mumei). Polly Hopkioi. wc ifaDaM 
Slie.—Vi hope the DMI d»y, Mc. Tomkini, to 



OR. MUSEUM OF III IRTR. 

Hiegho! la Old Nick >V ma; to. 
With bcmqltiplicauau.hanlwonlt.ujij «vt> 

THE FOUR SAINTS. 



le iavcDtfil Life'i Bilum uu) Golden Elixir, 

'ram IhnI moiucnt he guie fair Alhinn nlicf— 
'int brew'd good Octabei, ihcn routed fu beef. 

Oh, boDiiy St. Geocge and iho dtagoa 0'. 

Boaay Si. George, Ac. 

Oh, awcBtthe harpen of Cambria play> 

And Taff, look you, tunei upon David'i good day. 
All, hyd a IHH I 

Her pedigree plain a* the Doie oo her face, 
Htr rajdigreB plain, fcc. 
Ah, byd a no> '. 



Blu.— So; hang yonraelf ! 

/f«.— Oh. cmtl, croel Polly Ropkioi, to uh me 

8b.— Oh, lilly, nlly Mr. Tomkiiu, lo iea»me 

», &c. 
SmA.— Pal lal lal, &c, 



He.— Wliei 
She. — JoHt vhai you pleaae, Mr. Tomkioa, if yi 

He.— Yoa'U fnt ud uy 

ate.— Ciytobeaont 

He.— To Ihitik that I— 

She.— Didn't die before. 

He.— Oh, mial. cniel Polly Uopkioi, don't U 

Sb.— Oh, lilly, uily Mi. Tooikint. to (eue t 

ftvA.— Fallal lal. &c 

KlTTlf SPRIGGIMS; 

OkCE in school whrre for lUte to no mortal I 
bow, 
Maaime opttme m agister domlaa, 
■ waj takon all over. I cannot tell how. 
He miHnbile doloron* homme. 
vai puTrled and poitcd by iha poirert al>ove, 
ill t law Kitly Spriggini, and found it wai lovi 

Hiegho '. away lh«v all gu. 
i.ulo of three, Lalia. Qreek, and aitronomy. 



bought 1 wa> blencd, 



Haaime Cupido f 
Till HyowD pupp'd 

He miierabilo doioniai nomine. 
In the Dianung I wed full of Joy and delight. 
And my iponie broke my bead long before it 

Hiegho' Ulhe devil may go 
HalCiplieatiaa, haid wotdi, and economy. 
I Ihaofhl thit wai hard, and delennincd neit 

Bui ah. ■ 



ir I follow her may I be cant. ' 



taya Paddy. ( 



For he lovM 

And the aaiuu thai did ni 

Then at fifhling, *f^. hi 



FjiglUh. Scotch. Welsh, and Iriih, 

all ting, 
Pro.per long the Printnae.. OOT 

Kiogi 



For St. David he taught her, 'mongii other nod 

babiu. 
To make love, leck porridge, cheeae, and Welah 

rabbiia; 

To love her good King and to honour hcT Prince. 
Then, a leek in her hat wore St. David. O 1 

Then a leek, Jbc 

Canty and braw are fam'd Scoiia l.da. 
Hey for the ctmii of St. Andre-. O ! 

plaid., 
Hey far the crou Of St. Andrew, O '. 
St. Andrew, good tmth. waa a fine leaned chiel, 



K\' hii miickle farrara he g«d the fan wbiatle, 
tndkepl them in awe of hit national tbiule; 
dli precepU lo follow na Scolaman wao'd lag. 



It not like the Pope, i 



ely great do- 

with a eheim. 
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Uere's iie thamioek, the thutle, tha leek, end 



And the four nints, for emblemi, whkh each of 

them choie, 
Ploariah long, and lire happy, like sifter and 

brother, 
8ince now all the four hare married each other. 
Mar oor foea find their match when they each 

ainfly take. 
Bat oor onion, so firm, all the worid cannot break. 
8ii^ the roae, thiatle, leek, and ahamrock, O ! 



SHABRACK, THE ORANGEMAN; 
OR, THB BITER BIT. 
Air—" 



Come, listen awhile to a joke tHat Is new. 
And latdy occaned 'twixt a Frenchman uid Jew ; 
Mr. Shadrack went out, mit his basket, one day. 
Poll of oranges fine, at de 'Chan^ to display. 
Where he bustled and bawled China oranges fine. 
Come, eighteen a shillmg, and sixpence tor nine. 

Spoken.] Pless my heart, pless my heart and 
patience, vers ish all mine costomen — vere ish all 
deal little plackcuards, vot dey don't come from 
•chool and ^enS dere monish r veil, veil, I sup- 
pose I most tip 'em anoder rap mit de paper, and 
vile I'm doin^ dat, I may quite so veil sing. 

Toll de roll loll, Mr. Shadrack, de orangeman. 
Toll de roU loD, Mr. Shadrack, de Jew. 

By and by Jean de Paris he chanced to espy, 
Vea he ran and he bawled — ^here, monsieur, come 

and buv — 
O ho, vat is dat, is de orange quite sweet? 
Yes, my friend, quite de bMt yon can find pon de 



But me have not de change, says monsieur to the 

Jew, 
Aiad qaickly produced a Napoleon to view. 

Spoken.] About a piece of coold, veil, I de- 
clare I never saw such a tin^ since I've been in 
de street; veil, plow my vig, dere's luck; veil, 
I tell you vat I shall do mit yon ; 111 give you 
coot silber and change, and six oranges into de 
pargain ; dem my heart, dere's a luckv deeble 
vat I am, it sets my heart a thumping and dancing 
in my bosom, and fairly makes me sing. 

Toll de roll, &c. 

Mit de fruit and de change soon monsieur skip'd 

away. 
And Shadrack exulting to Moses did sav, 
De Frenclunan is done, all de silber I had, 
Vas two three-shilling pieces, by my Laban, all 

bad. 
Veil, veil, vat a paigain you've got, replied Mo, 
Let me see de Napoleon before vat you go. 

Spoken.] Veil, come along my beans, come 
along mit me, so dere goes Mr. Ikey, Mr. Lipey, 
Mr. Aaroos, Mr. Benpamins, Mr. Moses, Mr Le- 
vi, and I don't know how many dibels, dere dey 
goes slap bang up a blind alley to look at de gold 
Napoleon; and dey all cries oat, see, dere a a 
tacky dibel, dere's a fellow, see vat he's done ; de 
Frenchman has done him clean. Ah, ah, vat's de 
viatter — ah, vat you don't know vat de matter ish. 
Shadrack's been and done de Frenchman, done 
aim clean. I say Mo, vat vab you apout, vat you 
lidn't look sharp. Plow my vig, for vat you 
>low me up, vy didn't you look sharp yourself, 
rou've always cot plenty of smitch apout you ; vat 
vtni plow me up for? At last, Mr. Moses, arter he 
had put on his spectacles, at last he cries out — 
dere^ a sott spoon — look at him, stare him in dc 
fare— how dat iCliow vat calls himself a Jew, and 



awvOs about eoming firom Duke's Place, tSnks vat 
he has done de Froichman, tip'd him de smitch, 
and all dat — dem my vig, if de Frenchman 
ham't done him so clean as a platter; for, as 1 
hope to be shaved, and as I'm an honest man, 
upon my heart, if it's any ting in de vorld but a 
bit of coppers gilt. — Veil, veil, poor Shadrack, he 
looked so blue as a pilbury, to tink vat the French- 
man had pit him, and all dat ; so he picks him- 
self up and his oranges, and he vants to bolt, but 
dey vont stand it, dey vill have the grin upon him 
— so dey sets up a dancing and a prancing about 
him like so many dibels playing oM Mich nud him. 



ToQ de roll loll, spooney Shadrack, de orangeman. 
Toll de loU loll, spooney S h adrack, de Jew 



FOR A' THAT AND A' THAT. 
(Bums.) 

Where's he for honest poverty 

That hangs his head and a' that? 
The coward slave, we pass him by. 

And dare be poor for a' that! 
For a' that and a'that. 

Our toils obscure and a' that ; 
The rank is but the guinea-stamp. 

The man's the gowd for a'that. 

For a' that, te. 

What though on hamely fare we dine 

Wear hodden gray and a' that, 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves their wiaa, 

A man's a man for a' that. 
For a' that and a' that. 

Their tinsel show, and a' that. 
The hdnest man, though e'er so poor. 

Is king o'men for a' that. 

For a' that, te 

Ye see yon bizkie, ca'd a lord, 

Wha struU and stares, and a' that, 
Thoueh hundreds worship at his word. 

He 8 but a coof for a' that. 
For a' that and a' that. 

His riband, star, and a' that. 
The man of independent mind 

Can look and laugh at a' that. 

For a' that, ftc 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, duke, and a' that. 
But an honest man's aboon his might. 

Crude faith, he mauua sa' that. 
For a' that and a' that. 

Their dignities and a' that. 
The pith o sense and pride o' worth 

Are higher ranks than a' that. 

For a* that, &c. 



DEAR PRATIES, WE CAN'T DO WITHOUT 

THEM. 

Aii^" Dear Creahires, we ctm't do without them." 

(Bryant.) 

As a cook, a few dainties 111 here be explaining. 
And sure you'll confess them the go in a trice ; 
They're of true Irish growth, and if you take my 
meaning. 
You'll say they are all that the world can think 
nice. 
There's some folks will eat them, well moistened 
with whisky. 
Some roBst them, while others prefer them if 
boiled; 
And if you but eat them they'll make your hearts 
frisky. 
But leave on their jackets, or else tbeyH ba 
spoiled. 




Wn'Il gu to Enn't hilli id gni 
And from I71(ier faighluid hill 



Il't your own hilli, m) haofy dcai, 
Bui mini «rn jrcm IhronghoBl tlie ytm, 

I cuinnt gang with you, I'm inn, 

A Jnl h.vF, Kndl'mhioia) 
D.M-ou km yon riling Wwri ! 

Ilicra he [iv«. t mim gug lumo. [Oaitig. 



I TDK thu I will be liiKCR ; 

Then copw with mo, lav lovely miiid, 
Mtillwi[)iyDu Ml freely ihue. 



H my dog will lievp 
« ten diprp-— (lie pri 
o piin upon your Ild 



TliF poet * dinner, the paliio 

Wilh the sparti of lh« field 
I<cl Ihe bold and ihe bu<^ hum glnry and i 
Wich liuundi and with homi, throogh ihi 

And whi'Q tir'd nhroad, find CDnlenlmenl i 
With the .ports of rht fieli 
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This friend (in friendship there's no saytng 
What things may happen) told the maid 

That Tom had been her love betraying. 
And kindly thus his firiend betray'd. 

The lass, indignant, left her lover, 
^ The faUkfid friend supplied Lis place. 
Nor yet did hapless Tom discover 

His loss, rejection, and disgrace, 
"Till friend and love, from church returning. 

He met, array 'd in gayest pride. 
He fell to earth, with angului burning. 

The neighbours jeered, but Thomas died. 



KICKARABOO. 

(Dibduk.) 

Osz Bi^iro say one ting, you no take offence, 
Bla^ and White be one colour a hundred year 



And when Massa Death kick him into a grave. 
He no spare negro, buckra, nor massa, nor slave : 
Then dance, and then sing, and a banjer, thrum, 

thrum. 
He foolish to tink what to-morrow may come, 
Lily laugh and be fat, de best ting you can do. 
Time enough to b^ sad when you kickaraboo. 

One massa, one slave, high and low of all degrees. 
Can be happy, dance, sing, make all pleasure 

him {dease^ 
One slave be one massa, he good, honest, brave. 
One maMa bad, wicked, be worse than one slave : 
H joor heart tell you good, you all happy, all well ; 
If bsul, he plague, vex you, worse and a hell ; 
Let ywr heart make you merry, then honest and 

tnte. 
And jott care no one farthing for kichatuboo. 

One game me see massa him play, call chess, 
King, <|ueen, bishop, knight, castle, all in a mess ; 
iui^ kill knight, queen, bishop, men, castle throw 

down. 
Like card-soldier him scatter, all lie on a ground. 
And when the game over, king, bishop, tag, rag. 
Queen, knight, altogether him go in a bag ■, 
So in life's game at chess, when no more we can do, 
Massa Death bring one bag, and we kkharuboo. 

Then be good, what yoa am, never mind de degree, 
Lily flower good for somewhat, as well as great tree ; 
Yon one slave, he no use to be sulky and sly, 
Worky, worky, perhaps you one massa by*m by. 
Saree good and be poor, maka you act better part. 
Than be rich in a pocket, and poor in a heart \ 
Though ever so low, do your duty, for true. 
All your friend drop one tear when you kickaraboo. 



THE NEW MARRIAGE-ACT. 

Air—" CAdT^ter of Z>onib«.'*— (Mallinson.) 

Come, listen, good friends, as I wish you to hear 
The best piece of intelligence told you this year. 
All you who are single, like lambkins, go, play. 
Now they've kick'd the New Marriage- Act out of 
the way. 

Tol lol, &c. 

It made daughters 'gainst parents declare open war, 
A« Miss thought the age a most monstrous Baw, 
And cried, •• I shall lose all the prime of my life, 
Twcnty-ime! I'm sixteen— quite enouigh tor a wife. 

Tol lol, &c. 

oung boarding-schoo. misses, those innocent tits, 
Thioughout the whole nation were thrown into fits ; 
And dreadful to tell you, though much has been 

done, 
S««, a sentence escaped them, but, " Oh ! twenty- 

mmr Tol lol, &c. 



Old maids disappointed are full of vexation. 
And loudly exclaim against us lords of creation \ 
They say the new act was a capital plan 
To keep maids from those wretches, the naught v 
young men. 

Tol lol, &c. 

But modesty now need no longer regret 
Being stuck on a door, just like lodgings to let. 
Nor Uie men of three-score look like figures of fun, 
When the parson asks, ** Pray, sir, are you 
twenty-ons V 

Tol lol, &c. 

'TIS a glorious thing that this act was repealed. 
Or petticoat soldiers had been in the field ; 
Nay, ladies, I'm told, had invented a scheme 
To he courted by gat and be married by steam, 

Tol lol, &c. 

Had it lasted much longer I'm certain I'm right. 
That some thoxisands of maids would have died 

out of spite. 
And you bachelors might have been bearing the 

nail. 
Instead of now treating them here at Vauxhall. 

Tol lol, &c. 

But my soil's getting long, and the subject's gone 

by. 
So I'll end it, but first give a hint, by the by, — 
That all maids up to forty for ministers pray. 
Who have granted them wedlock the old fashioned 

way. 

Tol lol, &c. 



COME, SHINING FORTH, MY DEAREST 

(Morton.) 

Come, shining forth, my dearest. 

With looks of warm delight ; 
Shed joy as thou appearest. 

Like morning beams of light. 
Like morning's beam of light, love. 

Mild shines thine azure eye ; 
Thine absence is a night, love. 

In which I droop and die. 

Oh, let me hear that tongue, love* 

Whose music thrills my heart. 
Like notes by angels sung, love. 

When souls in bliss depart. 
And at thy casement rising. 

Illume ray ravished sight. 
Like day the world surprising. 

With momiug's beam of light. 



LOVE, LITTLE BLIND URCHIN. 

Love, little blind urchin, went strolling one day» 

And madrigals chaunting so pretty ! 
While ballads he sold as he went on his way. 

With Valentine verses so witty. 
Love's burthen was, " Maids, ne'er away your 

hearts throw ; 
'Till prudence prompts yet, always answer, Oh, 
m»." 

Love, little false urchin, advice didn't spare. 

Yet his arrows at random he shot 'em. 
And a dart aim'd at Prudence, who chanc'd to b« 
there. 
But thus wounded, their hearts she forgot 'em. 
Left by Prudence, the maids tum'd out silly 

and so 
They often said yes when they should have said no, 

LONDON ADULTERATIONS. 
Air—" Dennis HnJ^niddcry."— (Moncrieff.; 

London tradesmen, 'tis plain, at no roguery stop. 
They adulterate every thin^ the^'^ve Va Ui%vt «\iov « 




i 



i^'^L , .—.,.-., 

W1»I ihie pui»n menoB you'll be ilow fiaditia out, 
We ibtii >11 LD ■ T souu be |)oi»iD'd, nn doubt. 



I rcllly do think thole who Iniike ludi . 
■lip, 
'And Ue>l uliks hon«>, deien-e i hnnewhip. 
SLng, tanlanuittni, it 
n, ilihough hf 11 hoaeu h« vowi, 
imp night and motn. (juiie is ofl u hi 

diipl you plfnly uf chalk in your scoie— nhu i 
clap* you plenty of eholk In 




I 



IB liTcmr a rhymiu », that ii quite dour, 

Votwr Hunlind nahapihlvn happ'd Jala his beer; 

'fitcad of mull, he frum ilrugi Wur* his porter 

8a no •mndBT that ws have to oft Ihs drn^-^pei. 
no [obacaaiuit tmokci an willi ihonmtof weeds, 



goli'd. 
And for Mrvin^ oar iumc> v< 1 

The wiuf-ioereLant, thai we a j „.„ 

With ilo^julce aju) brandy nmko oui port i 

rhodiHiIlentheitiiD hove with vitriol "i-f 



in roguery double diiiilled. 
Sing. iiBiaranura, Ik. 
hi|i we rgguea have in cnda, and In tea. Ia< 
lhM*ide.i. 



OB MUSEUM UF MIRTH. 

THE LAND WE LIVE IN. 

The iparkling liquor Slli the ilau, 
Xnd bniUy round the board il goes: 

The loail, ol cmint. our favourite !■«, 
We'L' arink eunfution lo onr foea. 

Th^Q each in luin. the catrh, ihe glee, 

« and three li: 
Hu«»; I gave, "The land we live 
rhe dapiidn al»aj. gives " The KiDg;" 

Hit bojuui bums with loval Bame ; 
tad u the decks with pnuie* riiw 

Ur valiant Stnilh and Metion-s Has. 
■• Gud bleu the royal family," 



let ihem go wiih all uur heani, 
' shall be plagued 'with ihem no nn 
while on ahore, lei's all agree. 



These ud ncotlectioni are sure uDavailing, 

The preaenl then let us eujuy while wr maj 
Ne'er rsgreliing the past, no, noi (eariof lo- 

We'irwrrily meet ev'ry car* lo (o^et; 

Tlien^oin the gay chorus, and, bauishini aoi 

Beheve that bright hours an in tior« tor IH 



And iniisiiu on days ihil an gone force a leat ; 
Ah! then the lov\i playmate* of youth w«n 

While each holiday paninir in fancy punniog -, 
Oh [ Iben in their smile ev'ry care we'll forget. 

Of light frolic days when iu childhood we met. 

Thcjoys of our youth ahould be laid up u Ina- 

Whidi mem'ry may often rceill lo 

We'll one day delighted in fancy r 



ling'd wilb 



ThooghK 



it be by a 



AFFBCTION IN OLD AGE. J 

-" Btli^ m,: ifM (Ao„ mdean^, 4x.» 4 
(M,« Bryant.) ■ 

rn, thine eyes, likelheaweelManof nigbf, 
illaminp my bean with their ray; 
me, that despoiter, (though lovely ml 
■right.) 
loo soon take their magic • 



i 
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B«t my heart, irhidi at pnaent thy lovelineM 
waims, 
Mdlt ever beat fondly for yoo. 

1 frie-ve when I think that thy beauty mutt lade. 

And that all my endeavooza can't save 
Jfy SUen from time, and that no mortal aid 

Can reecne my love from the grave. 
B«t, when m^A, in thy featoret 111 fondly retrace 

The charms which I now hold so dear. 
And recall all oar jm as I gaze on thy face. 

To pay the sad tribute a tear. 



THE EMERALD ISLE. 

Of an nations under the snn 
Dear Erin does truly excel, 
or friendship, for vaurar, for fan, 
Tb famed, as the world sure can tell. 
The boys are all heartv, the girls 

Sweet daoghters of oeauty they prove, 
Ilie lads they ne'er dread any perils. 
The lasses are brimfal of love. 
Oh ! soccess to the emerald Isle, 
Where shellalahs and shamrocks aboand, 
Mav peace and prospoity smile 
O er the land and its natives around. 

Our forefathers tell us St. Pat 

Drove venom away from our shore ; 
The shamrock he blessed, and for that 

We steep it in whiskey galore ; 
He told us while time should remain, 

StiD happy would be the gay sod. 
And bloom m the midst of me main. 

By the footsteps of friendship still trod. 

Oh! success, &c. 



GOOD HUMOUR'S MY MOTTO. 

Some tn^ for ambition, and others for pleasure. 
Tike smaD span of life will most carefully measure. 
To my motto 111 keep, and still true to the word, 
Tls"-^good humour, and may it still shine at my 
board. 

And when I am gone, may my friends gaily strive. 
To recount the nuui feats I acnieved when alive. 
They'll say that the motto he long had preferred. 
Was good humour, which still evei smued at bis 
board 



MASTER GUINEAPI6 AND MISS SHUTTLE. 
Air—" The ConmaHon." 

There was a pigeon-fander, his name was Gui- 

neaptg, sirs. 
He loved Miss Shuttle, of Brick-lane, who played 

him many a rig, sirs. 
8he ras a silk-eeoeer by trade, and yeanCt a deal 

of moneyr 
And sh«'. cried, oh, Guineapig, my aear, you are 

uy dearest honey. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 

On Sunday, they'd to Hackney go, to the Three 

Colts, so pleasant ; 
And Guineapig would luss his dear, not caring 

who was present. 
But when with drink he surly got, she'd try this 

man to soften. 
Crying, Guineapig, you come, I fear, to the Three 

Colu too often. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 

Kow when they got to town again, just after this 

carouse, kits, 
Ibch evening they'd together go atop of Guinea's 

house, sirs; 



There she'd explain as how, that she him drink 

was ne'er begridgutg. 
And, Lord, how quiet she would be while Guinea 

flew his pigeon. 

Ri tol lol, &c. 

But as they both did stand one night, all on the 
house's top, sirs. 

It thundered and it lightened too, and a thunder- 
bolt did drop, sirs ; 

He took his darling round the waist, and swore he 
ne'er would leave her. 

The house it fell, 'tis known fiill well, and killeo 
the poor ^Ik-weaver. 

Ri tol lol, &c 

Kow he ran off to the Three CoUi, and cried for 

near three hours. 
He drank six quarts of porter there, and bathed, 

with tears, the flowers. 
Says he, at this Three ColU it was where Miss 

Shuttle I first spied, sirs. 
So he hung himself at the Three Qdti, and at the 

Thiee Colts died, sirs. 

Ri tol lol, &c 



DASH MY YIG! 



Air— 



« 



»f 



Derry down,* 

Adoo and farewell to this wile smoky town, 
Yero not nothing but rioting never goes down ; 
In a little small cottage, that's not wery big, 
1*11 live all the rest of my life — Dash my vik ! 

Tol de Tol, &c. 

I fell deep in love with a raouhing maid. 
And she was a straw bonnet builder by trade ; 
Her name it was Mary Ann Dorothy Twig, 
But she used me shamefully bad — Dash my vig! 

Tol de rol. &c. 

At half-arter-eieht every night I did meet her. 
And then at hallF-price to the play I did treat her ; 
Sometimes, too, ve vent quite full drest to a jig. 
And valtz'd till the morning ve did — Dsish my vig . 

Tol de rol, &c 

I ax'd her to marry — she scornfully said. 

She wonder'd how such a thought com'd in my 

head; 
For a journeyman-grocer she loved — Mr. Figg, 
And he was the man she should ved — Dash my vig 

Tol de rol, &c. 

She married the grocer, and soon I could see. 
She cork'd up her nose half a yard above me ; 
And her husband himself behaved just like a pig. 
For he told me to valk myself off — Dash my vigT 

Tol de rol, &c. 

I'd a good mind to challenge him, pistols I'd got. 
But I did not at all like the thoughts of a shot ; 
I couldn't say nothing, my heart was so big. 
So I syth'd, and I thenvalk'd avay — Dash my vig' 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Your poets and authors they say love is blind. 
And 'tis true, sure and certain, and that I did find» 
Or it never could be she could choose such a prig. 
Instead of a young man like me — Dash my vig ! 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Adoo and farewell, I retires to the glades 
Of forests and woods, and their sweet wemal shades 
Where in my own garden III plant, and Til dig 
And I von't come to Lunnun no more — Dash my vig 

Tol de rol, &c. 

BEWARE OF LOVE. 

(Cherry. ) 

Deep in the fountain of this beating heart. 
Free as the vital streams from thence that flow. 



^^1 M UN1VER3A.L SONGS'l'KRi 


MUSEUM Of HIRrO. ^^^^^^^| 


^^B Dear at my life, .iih »b'ch I'd aoonn put. 


YORKSHIRE too! ^^^| 


^^^H Utivuying wilh the viriuil tbange. 


By the aide ■>' ■ brig that tianda over a btHt^^H 
I were arail betimri to school . ^^^H 


^^^H Thfou^ caul or cbmaie as we range j 


1 went wi' Ihe atream, a> 1 atudied by boot, .^^H 


^^H No. DO. no, no, no. no, mather. do, 
^^m I'll ne'er forget Ihe love— the gratitude I on, 


And waa thought lo be no aauLlI fsol : ^^H 
I ne'er m bo.«hi a pig in a poke. ^^H 

To ei'old Nick hi. due. ^^1 
Yet I W dealt wi' Yorkahire folk. ^^H 


^^1 Uliihe *a the t>y> that cheer ihe bltuhing iDom, 
^^H I'ula'd in thii hean, dear aiater, don thnumove. 


^^^H Blen iiilh rach charm that can thy >ex adorn. 


But I wur Yatkihire too. ^^^B 


^^H Vet. lUler. oh. dear luter. bc<rue of love '. 
^^M Unvarying with the varied change. 


I wor pnlty well liked by each village <'>i'|^^^| 


^^^H Through coail or dioiaui la we range ; 
^^H Km, yea. yea. yei; oh, liiter. yea. 
^^H Ba-are of love \ oh, ainer, bewai'o of lovr ' 


For mTfeUhe? h'jd°iLldled a raat in Irad%]^^H 

Audi wui hit (on to hair i ^^^H 

And aenng I did not warn fotbraH, ^^^H 








But, though I lik'd a Yorkahire laaa, ^^H 


^^1 THB LAW-SUIT. 


VeilwuiYorkahireUo. ^^H 


^^H Two cloniu once diugmd. 




^^m Butb tn>Jg'd axav, and (ee'd 
^^H Old Sly, the village lawyer. 

^^^1 Yuu'm iuat in umc lo tak« iiol luck. 




But fashion'a ao dear— 1 came back ai I went. 


And BO Ihey made oathinga' mc; 


My kind relation! would aoon ha' found ml 

But, uy* 1, my dear couauui,! thank ye'fonuaglil. 


^B Sitppoae w. have an oiater. 

^H Tol lol dc n>1, tK. 


J ■. not to be (o.en'd by you. 


^^H Away wenl law and •mfc. 


THE IKISHMAK IK ENGLAND. 


^^^1 Down tal each np'ng caitilf ; 


WHCTI 1 from dear Ireland linl took Dv leave. 


I wat told that in England the people believe 
That Irishmen', moutha ace with tdiinder* ckiiefc 


^H » ^'','' ?P" " *" '" ""'«■ 


^^m Behold! quoihSly. what la- can do. 


full. 


^^H Tfaete'i a aheU for you, and a abell for you. 


Bui I wain'l a (oi/ to be eowt by • Mt; 

For in Bnglud, by Pat they've bulla <9liMi|h. 


^^H And I will eat the oiater. 


^^H To) lot de ml, *e. 


Which I won ou amv>, began to remark. 


^H La>t lUghl 1 wa> aitack-d 
^^H And thump-d by dnmken Sadi. 
^^1 Sayal. h rw ahall 1 act? 
^^B I'll go and lell ihD Cadi. 


When 1 landed at Purkg^t, where then ia ■» put. 

Tol de rol, lol dc rol, lol de rol, lol da Nt 
tul de rol, lol dc ml, lol. lol, ltd, la. 


Wl.en u, Undon I came to behold .11 the q»tt. 


^^M V\\ wek the hoi»e where Juilice dwella. 


I dctatmined to flaih and to live al the Coun, 

So in Round-coun I lodged, 'ti. a hull! decW. 


^^^H And bauoce the awsgg'ring roiiier ; 


^^H But I thought of Sly and hit couple of ahellt, 


However, on Sunday, the very ne.l we.£.^ 
I went 10 Hyde-Paci. all the faihion to aeek. 


^^H And rcwilved lo kaep my oiater. 


^^H Tol lol de rol, &e. 




Some water they ahowed me. of bluudm tba 






^^1 TURN THB NIGHT TO DAY. 


Twa> the Stn^im River aa .rr«l a. an aim*. 
Tol de rol. IH. 


^H Ai/-" Fla «- J.I."-(Bry«.l.) 


Returning, we paaaed iJirough a >tnet called PJI 
Where aom^ dandy gentleman make, bull. .. w,U ; 


^^1 WOULP you know mv chief deligktT 
^^H Tia to enjoy a ■noanlicbt night.- 
^^m To ait and eounl the aUn above. 


But in lieland tlie amoke eomet {R>m fire, bol. 


^^H And talk to one thai'i laic, ol lote, 

^^m And paaa the houn away. 
^^H If ymi'd know what I is<nt priie. 


Here In London Ihey gel all their light out of (moke ; 
be. 


^^^H Tia life ^1 aprinft from woman'a cyea, — 
^^B At nisht to hear the waich-d<« bark,- 
^^B To aeek the owl.-oullive Ihe Fart,— 
^^M And turn the i.itht tn day. 
^H to day. to day, &c 


And Mourlield. there are where naa»re>M>you'D 


Golden-«,uare it but built of brick, eed and browB. 
Tol de rol, ftc 


^^1 Would you know what makea me mourn. 


Then the beau., when their penona they've » 


^^H Tia wMchinz day Cor oiKhl'a nlum, 
^^B To meet in ahadei, where no eonirol 


niahed adommg, 


Set out about duak for a walk in the (noraiog •. 


^^^H Can check the inward flow of aoul . 


AiHl Ibe ladiea. with f^ta a. freih at a tow. 


^^^H Which dieaina not of dinnay. 
^^B Then if you'd know the joy of life, 
^^H Tia woman, who can chief al) auife; 


An alwBva moat dieaaed when they're on th. i«M 


elutlie.. 


So I'm happy to catch them in blunder* an masy. 
Where I ituughi they were •eldomergnUty of win 


^^^B Iter voice, hareyei, her every gran. 


^^^B Uei waving tceiui, loveli face. 




^H Alliunihomghiioday. 


Tbai I'll not u>ake a blunder hy leaving it yet. 


^^B To day, to day, la. 


Tolderol, te. 
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THE LIFE OP AN ACTOR. 

, . ■— (Moncrift) 
WHE« fiiw ■ linlj bo;, 
Bm fond of play ind un, 
Sane of umtf r'l Sonoir'd pUjn 
Bj duDcc ftUnct edj faie^ 
I md ■Dd I adinin. 
For tugc lunr I'm all sn be. 
■m« dving la beonne ■ tfit|x hem. 
Mf auMcc nmed aL •cbool, 
I >u niy fir Fivm fool ; 



IrOKeN.] I thiok [ KC mwlf at ichc 



le'ColliM'.oTe 



•.tlwPMlKHH.'-' 


WhfnMuv. 


.h 






-A Unlr highfr, . 


r.-M Wh™ 


V 








yoar hfad 








" Wl«, Mbw'i h.^ 


™,ly maid 




youDg, while 


r<l awHic the Cn 


















la. I thinki 










: ho ihofll 






ab«l GnaK il all 




.1" 






























Ml..„,,bo,. '.Tl 


t Muw oft 


<o 




h«.^!1," 



nnU Bock inioad brr manic o-ll. "_E 
I*'! ■ balfprnny for you — jou doei 

Chuhhir cheek— Voice a tqueak, 
SqniuiagFve — Lftt awiy. 



My •war a kitcht^R'ipit, 

'Cad I then am mrm (haa 

Hon murden I cDmrnii Ihan r ' 

Spokcn.J Yp.. I co...u>it» 

fot, inplavinit Macbrtb, I nolo 



the body with thfi ruiJing-pm ; poitoaed foulmaa 
John wilh luRle loopi ihot lh« butler with Mine 
(nmmeal ball*; and starved thcmtof thefamilj 
bytakinjlhepantn'by nturm. Lard, criei Dolly, 

and yoiir t'othrl arm u. you puta idc in mind of 
out big lea-pm ; and when yon at-jXet yout fine 
HpeKhe*, jrnu «iiii>alw Jiiil lilif^ Puncb. Avauni, 
Cookey, crie< I, and <|riit my >ii;ht. thyboiirian 
marruwlen; and well tJiey may be, uyiahe. when 
I made a pudding oiil of them ycMerdav. I ihall 
never foiyel wli.'n I caught Ibr In Kullion in m^ 
arms, wilh a hiig* lump of kitdicn Huff iu her 
handi, and iqm'eiing h»r, eiclainied, " Oh, that 




When I'd itriit, with twer^ nnd ili 
And diiw in etrh iDcnip-ficlil i 

Till I mtt * iMuUnnl'i naiiGliii'i, 
Wbo [hioghtberdniB o< hiaed) woulil ■»< 



But I've ended eoumhip's yBtn. 
Touched h« iMh-I've hirtd > barn. 

I'm BD Artor and > Miatger, 'ti> cleur, O'. 

SPOKEN-I Ajt, and [hough t am one of T 
rsoli'l Inn kine, ilill I Uke cue lo keep ill 



the credit at it mneU. And, u a cauoti; nina- 
ger, I BID liceniea tg muTdcr nil authnn, starve 
my own acton, and (heat hii majetlj'n nubjecU 
out g( the king'* Bngliih. There are only n few 

— Tbere't the " POIBT or HosoOB" I nei^rr 
knew anything abnul^" RlCIIEB" I have na 
ihniugh — la the "LlA*" I'm U home to a peg — 



Wip: 



getting upihcu ■' Duel" after the " Two Gbn. 
tLehen of Verov*."— Merej oo me, how the 
bouae filli when I play ItichanC.—^Aye, it wai but 
other ni^hl I *a> playing (he DOKB OF Gtoll- 



appean, darting pale Initre, like thu n 
tbnnigh her darii cloud of rainy torrow 



like the nif'/Aoriu — my iword dropped — the weight 
of (be coir was too much, and down ihe vrnl. 
ihrougb ibe itage. like Hanlet'a father gDin; in 
4u)pburoiu and unKlenliogfiamci.—Ifunudii'irh 
chagrin, — and dfopji'd — the ciinain droj^'d — the 
con irapp'i ; but having bUen a dn^ of my 



I'm u> Actor and a Mi 



eiry, deny down, 



SUCH A GKMUS I DID GROW. 
Air—" T>K JtMMly."— (Miw Scou.) 
WKKN a very lilllo boy. 



Mvi 



il me Bruio Mhool, 
laMer uid, Ihauih leaU of 
>» ibe biggen (nol. 



They tried with cak« and tunoiu'; 

To pet Iramilw in mt head, 
Bni I ne'er coulil te)1 -hich wai gr.-nt A 

Or nhicli wu crooked X, 

eiicb ■ ■SrUW. 



>a (nuiul out thai oi 



It, MUSKCM OF MIRTK. 

And. ai Ihe people »Bid« 
Upon Ihe erindini; oigan 

Moat delicbtlnlly 1 played 

S 

Upon iBy tni»el« I let onl, 

The iWliih lolki to •re. 
And 1 found that they had a 

And head, and all, 1i^<- uu 

Tbi Lord Jlayor and the Ali 

My abaence did leijui 

Should act Ibe ThanK 



Tlhall 



Wbcn 1 could get good wine. 

To moke a clever man of me 

My father win poiplex'd. 
For what 1 learnt the one day 

I foiKOt the vciy neat. 

Such • get 
Th>-y aonn lent for ■ barber 

I took the lather for Ibic 
And lickiHl up all the i 



To leo where the w 
O. then I had a lorely vol 

Thai «K-n with ev'ry lea-ki 
Dueii I leaml to ling. 



Such BgB 
<c upon the atage, 
bad they luade me 



1 aa any «i "' 
before I > 
could icll. 



I wai as deep aa any well. 
Dill what I nid before I apgki 

Such a ge 



They aent mi 
To leam to uru. .u ....... 

Bui the only drawing I cm. 



aitronomif. 
» enough In ki 



Vc found out Ihe happy knack 
Ehowof plea«lng]au. 



TOE SOCIAL BOWL. 

lERRVnianilinfiHTialbowI, 
fuD«a_cli»-t(ulkinU1yMu> 
FiJ<bi>KUuCi»iul)ii-«. 
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Health go itMmd, 
Care is drowned^ 
Every heart with lighter bound 
Geifteroas feels and free. 

fimy tbooght is shut out but of tender delight. 
Like the roar of the billows that rock to the night. 
0, hjfj if thus, when each tumult is past, 
Ef'iT pusion unfelt as unheard blows the blast, 
Tbeiieut in the mansion of love might be blest, 
Whfle peace with such melodies sung it to rest. 

Care and breaken by thy side, 
MaVst thou oft in flowing pride 

irbna surrounded be. 
And shame befall the narrow mind 
Thau to a messmate proves unkind. 
Who once has filled his glass from thee. 



^^»^**^0 



THE GREEK WAIUS0N6. 

(Lord Byron.) 

Sons of Greeks, arise. 

The glorious hour's gone forth, 
And, worthy of such ties, 
I>isplay who gave us birth. 
Chorus — Sons of Greeks, let's go 
In arms against the foe, 
TiU their hated blood shaU flow 
In a river past our feet. 

Then manfullv despising 

The Turkish tyrant's yoke. 
Let your country see you rising 

And all your chains are broke. 
Brave shades of chiefs and sages. 

Behold the coming strife ! 
Hellenes of past ages. 

Oh, start again to life ! 
At the sound of my trumpet, breaking 

Your sleep, oh, join with me ! 
And the seven-hilled city seeking. 

Fight— conquer — till we are free. 

Sons of Greeks, &c. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers 

Lethargic dost thou lie ? 
Awake, and join thy numbers 

With Athen's old ally! 
Leonidas recalling. 

That chief of ancient song, 
Who saved you once from falling. 

The terrible ! the strong '. 
Who made that bold diversion 

In old Thermopylae, 
And warring with the Persian, 

To keep his country free. 
With hb three hundred waging 

The battle long he stood. 
And, like a lion raging. 

Expired in seas oi blood. 

Sons of Greeks, &c. 



To the palace I went down. 

To tell the king my name, mrs* 
For gem'men in our town 

Tmd me they did the same, zuni < 
I gave the nob a ring. 

As I find it is a rme, nirs. 
And because I ax'd for king. 

They call'd me stupid fool, run. 

Too ral, &r. 

I went to the play, by gum. 

Where I got better treated. 
For when the play begun. 

They ax'd me to be seated ; 
But as the tale I must relate 

To mother and to Dolly, 
Returning like an ape 

Would only be a folly. 

Too ral, &c. 

Young Hamlet in the play, 

I saw no lad look smarter. 
But what came next so gay. 

Was great Timour the Tartar : 
The elephant did approach 

With dogs, and trogs, and fifth* v 
And then Uie Clown's mail coach 

Beat the York one all to pieces 

Too ral, &c. 

To the park I went, quite bold. 

And there I seed, odds-dickens, 
A cart, just like a bowl. 

All over cocks and chickens ; 
There I found, on the plan. 

When brads begin to fail us. 
What makes the gentleman, 

Kot money, but the tailors. 

Too ral, &c. 

Now since I've seen such sights 

Of London, famous city. 
Where days they turn to nights. 

And think it mighty witty i 
111 not on your time encroach. 

So wish vou all good-bye, nus ; 
I'll not go by the coach,t 

But to walk it I will try, zurs. 

Too ral, &c. 



iOHN LUMP'S JOURNEY FROM YORK. 



Tune — " Lunnun is the Devil. 



»* 



I'ze just arriv'd from York, 

Or else I am mistaken, 
I wish I had a walk'd, 

I'ze gotten such a shaking ; 
Thought to come smart to town. 
So a favour thought I'd ask it. 
Then tipt the man a crown 
To be seated in the basket. 

Too ral la ral la. 
Too ral la ral la di. 
Too ral, &c. 



THE DEVIL CAN'T STOP HER CIAPPESti 

The miller leads a noisy life 

E'en at the very best ; 
But should he have a scolding wife. 

He's sure to have no rest : 
Her tongue, unlike the mill. 

Does never motion lack. 
For that is sometimes still. 
But she goes always clack. 
Click, clack! 
Click, clack! 
Good lack ! 
Good lack ! 
No rest her tongue e'er finding, 
"Tis always, always gnnding ; 
Clipper, clapper, 
Clitter, clatter. 
For all the world like my mill hopper. 
But the devil himself can't stop her. 



ODD MATTERS TO WED WITH, 

(Hickman.) 

Oh I will get wed in a trice. 
In spite of my granny's advice. 
Aye. and tell you the figure of f'ln. 
And 111 have her, as sure as a ^ua* 



M 
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She's A maiden, and under three acore. 
And what can a man wish for mure? 
With abundance of no one knows what. 
Such a list of odd matters she's got. 
Some eggs tliat never were addled, 
A donkey that never was saddled, 
A pigeon-house nail'd to the wall, 
A rat-trap and cobbler's awl, 
A cock that is leckon'd quite game, 
A hog-trough and cucumber-frame, 
A parrot that says, but no matter. 
It kicks up a mon»t'rons clatter, 
A hoe, with a rake, and a dibber. 
And part of a play, wrote by Gibber^ 
A sty to fatten a pig. 
With the Uil of a barrister's wig, 
A walking-stick, headed with brass. 
The remains of an old looking-glass^ 
A prayer-book, without any leaves. 
And a rattle to frighten the thieves. 
All these were left by her old grand-dad. 
Who'd left her more, but no more he had* 

Then she's got a fine stock of clothes. 
With her grandmother's holiday hose^ 
Made out of the very best yaum. 
Full of holes, but never a dam : 
With bell hoops and old fashion d jumps. 
Three old shoes, a pair of them pumps ; 
Such rarities never were seen. 
Since the time good old Bessy was queen. 
Besides three gowns, worth a farthing a-piece. 
The colour you can't tell for grease. 
Two garters, one red, t'other brown, 
A straw hat, without any crown, 
A petticoat made of black stuff, 
A handkerchief cover'd with snuff, 
A suit of the finest brocade. 
Not more than a century made. 
Two buckles, but odd ones they were, 
A shawl made of fine camel's hair, 
'J'o wear it her granny was loth. 
It was nearly eat up by the moth. 
Two shifts and a yard of thread lace. 
That were both in a threadbare case. 
Some oker, that serv'd her for paint. 
And a bottle of jackey when faint. 
All these have fell to my true love's lot, 
Aod don't you think a great store she's got ? 

Kow I can keep pace, d'ye see. 
For I've got as many as she. 
Of goods you'll find very rare. 
With china and crockery-ware ; 
A hen-house, a rusty old jack. 
Soma wood and an old coal-sack, 
A goat and a young sucking-pig. 
With the wheels of an old fashion'd gig. 
Then, a pipkin and two yards of rope, 
A lump of the best yellow soap, 
A comb and a broken foot-rule. 
With a ricketty three-legged stool, 
A trap for to catch all the mice. 
An old leather trunk and a slice, 
A kettle without any spout, 
The bottom is nearly knock'd out. 
Two locks you'd be troubled to pick, 
rhey are covered with rust so thi^k, 
A harpsichord without a string, 
A bell, if you hit it, will ring, 
A riddle, your cinders to sift, 
A wig that was worn h% Dean Swift, 
A tea-pot Mrithout any handle. 
And three or four bits of mould candle, 
all these things and many beside, 
ure it will please my lovely bride. 



DESERTED BY DECLINING DAY. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

A Parody on the faoourite Duet of *' AWt IVeli. 

Deserted by declining day. 

When weary wights benighted stray ; 

From bush, or cavern, we appear. 

And scare the traveller's frighted ear 

With— stand or die — good mght — all's well ! 

Or riding home from fair or feast. 
Some farmer plodding o'er his beast ; 
His wit o'erstopped by humming ale. 
While thus the joskins we assail : 
Down every stiver, quickly tell. 
Your watch, your purse, good night — all's well . 



60 TO BED, SAM. 
Air— « A Cobbler lived at York.** 

In tlie conjugal chain firmly tied 

Sam and Sal resolved to be. 
The maiden a stout six-foot bride. 

The bridegroom just three foot and three. 
In their way to the church a brook 

Bubbled across the road. 
Her spouse in her arms she took. 

And over it neatly strode. 

Spoken. 1 *• Vy doesn't you move your trotters, 
Sam ', you doesn't seem to be ii. a very great hurry 
to be made happy. I supposes Bet still runs in 
your head, a hussey ; but ven I am your lawful 
vedded vife. 111 sin that affair to the wery bot- 
tom, and if it's true, I'll ring in your ears such a 

Row de dow, row de dow, 
Gro to bed, Sam. 

The little man's nose o'er his chin 

Hung, shielding it from the sun. 
His toes they turned prettily in ; 

He'd of two little pig's eyes lost one. 
His bride with a snubbefied snout. 

Not quite an inch in size. 
Had legs which bow'd neatly out. 

And grey goggle gooseberry eyes. 

Spoken.] Like the great, they saw a great dea 
of company, and but little of their own. Sam 
did not mind bending his back so that he got some* 
thing by it ; they drank hard, kept late hours, 
dined so late sometimes that they waited till the 
following day for their dinner ; but Sal found out 
Sam gambled. " So, sir, yon toss up with Blind- 
scrape, the fiddler, do yon, sir?" Indeed, she 
did .ring in his ears such a 

Row de dow, &c. 

Their tempers no more could agree. 

Soon another quarrel arose ; 
While at bandy legs sneering was he. 

She lustily rui^ his long nose ; 
Till forced to submit to his fate. 

As he must do who weds, 
Tlioir broils, like those of the great, 

Tk.ey ended in separate beds. 

Spot IN And there was an end of these 

Row de dow, &C. 



LET US HASTE TO KELVIN GROVE. 
(J. Sims.) 

Let us haste to Kelvin Grove, 

Bonny lassie, O ! 
Through its mazes let us rove. 

Bonny lassie^ O I 
Where the rose in all its pride 
Paints the hollow dingle side. 
Where the midnight fairies glide. 

Bonny lassie, C * 
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I^c will wander by the mill. 

Bonny laaue, O 
T^ cne core beside tbe rill» 

Bonny Imasie, O 
Where the g^ens leboond the oul 
Of the lofty water-fall, 
Throi^ Uie monntain't rocky hall. 

Bonny laasie, O 

Thm weH op to yonder glade. 

Bonny laasie, O 
Where to oft beneath its shade. 

Bonny lassie, O 
With the songsters in the grove. 
We hare told our tale of love, 
Aad have sportive garlands wove. 

Bonny lassie, O 

Oh ! 1 soon must bid adien. 

Bonny lassie, O 
To this fairy scene and yon. 

Bonny lassie, O 
To the streamlet windine clear. 
To the fragrant scented brier, 
£'en to thee of all most dear. 

Bonny lassie, O 

For the frowns of fortune low'r. 

Bonny lassie, O 

Ob thy lover at this hoar. 

Bonny lauie, O 

ICce the golden orb of day 

Wake the wsirhlers from the spray, 

Fivm this land I most ^'^vr. 

Bonny lassie, O 

Aad when on a distant shore. 

Bonny lassie, O 
Shoold I fan 'midst batde's roar. 

Bonny lassie, O ' 
Wflt thoa, Jolia, when yon hear 
Of thy lover on his bier. 
To his mem'ry drop a tear? 

Bonny lassie, O * 



^^^^^^^^ 



THE COURTSHIP OP THADY O'BRADY 
AND MISS KATHLEEN O'REILLY. 

With • Dttenpeion of kit Snate, Houaehold Fur- 
niture, amd Wardrobe, 



.«« 



Cftoriey over tht ITater."— (Dibdm.) 



y» 



and bocks, eome, leave off your sly 
looks. 
While I stiw of one Thady O'Brady, 
Who omrted Miss Reilly — so snug and so slyly. 

He determined to make her his lady. 
Before he'd begin to commit this great sin, 

Whkh the cfany they call matrimony. 
Bis fnmitare all he would name at one call. 
That he'd give to his own darling honey. 

First, a nate feather-bed and a four-posted stead, 

A bolster, qnilt, blanket, and sheet, too-— 
A curtain, and one side to the rafters well tied. 

And a neat three-legg'd stool for her feet, too ; 
In one comer some meal, in another a peal. 

With sweet milk and salt-burer close by it — 
Some 6oar in a barrel, and, for fear we should 
<|oanrf!l. 

Some whiskey to keep us both quiet. 

Four noKins, three mugs, a bowl, and two jugs, 

A croa, and a pan— something lesser — 
4 red four-penny class, to dress at for mass, 

Nail'd op to a clean little dresser ; 
Some starch and some blue in a paper for you. 

An mm, and a holder to hold it — 
A beetle to whack, and a $tiek hi>r9$*$ back 

To dry yonr cap on *fore you fold it. 



Some onions and ^;gs in two little kegt, 

A kish, wherein plenty of turf is, 
A spade and gre aun, to dig up the brawn. 

And manure for to cover the murphies ; 
A dog and two cats, to run after the rats ; 

A cock for a clock, to give warning ; 
A plough, and a sow, and a neat Keny cow. 

To give milk for your tea in the morning. 

A chum and a dash, to make the cream splash ; 

Some boilii^ hot water to fill it ; 
Two saucepans with handles, to make the rusl 
candles. 

And some grease in a small metal skillet. 
Por a lump of fat bacon youll not be short taken* 

With some cabbage to put where the meal is ; 
A pair of new bro^es, and two osier skelro^^es. 

To draw water from off the boil'd praties. 

Some flax and a wheel, some wool and a reel i 

A besom to keep the house snug, too ; 
A few yards of freize, to cover my thighs. 

And for you a neat piece of brown stuff, too. 
But we must think of young Teddy, and hav 
flannel ready. 

With pincady to keep him a feeding ; 
A cradle see-saw, and a red lobster's daw. 

To give to the brat when he's teething. 

Some soap to wash all — shifts, stockings, and all, 

A table, three chairs, and a form — 
All these I will give, and I think we may live 

As well as the Justice of Quorum. 
Dear Kathleen, ashtore '.—should you want any 
more, 

Ro.ir out without any more bother ; 
It's an Irishman's pride, let whatever betide. 

To keep his poor wife in good order. 



IT WAS DUNOIS THE YOUNG AND 
BRAVE. 

(Walter Scott.) 

It was Dnnois the young and brave, was bound 

for Palestine, 
But first he made his orisons before Saint Mary's 

shrine ; 
And grant, immortal Queen of Heaven, was stil 

the soldier's prayer. 
That I may prove the bravest knight, and love the 

fairest fair. 

That I may, &e. 

His oath of honour on the shrine he graved it with 

his sword, 
And foUow'd to the Holy Land the banner of his 

Lord ; 
Where, faithful to his noble vow, his war-cry 

fill'd the air, 
" Be honour'd, aye, the bravest knight, belov'd 

the fairest fair." 

" Be honour'd, aye," &c. 

They owed the conquest to his arm, and then his 

liege lord said, 
" The heart that has for honour beat by bliss mus 

be repaid : 
My daughter Isabel and thou shall be a wedde« 

pair, 
Por thou art bravest of the brave, sne fairest oi 

the fair." 

" Por thou art bravest," &t. 

And then they bound the holy knot, before Sairt 

Mary's shrine. 
That makes a paradise on earth, if heart and 

hands combioei 



»j ' 



t» 
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And ev'ry \imi and lady bnght that were in chapel 

there. 
$ried, " ^Auuour'd be the braTest knight, belov'd 

the iJiirest fair." 

Cned, " Honour'd be," &c. 



LET MASONRY FROM POLE TO POLE. 

Let masonry from pole to pole 

Her sacred laws expand, 
Far as the mighty waters roll 

To wash remotest land ! 
That virtue has not left mankind 

llcr social maxims prove. 
For Btamp'd upon the mason's mind 

'Are unity and love. 

Ascending to her native sVv, 

Let masonrv increase ; 
A glorious pillar raised on high. 

Integrity its base. 
Peace adds to olive boughs entwin'd 

An emblematic dove. 
And stamp'd upon the mason's mind 

Are unity and love. 



SEQUEL TO POLLY HOPKINS. 

Air—" Merrily O/"— (Mallinson.) 

A DUET. 

lf«.— I've been to Paris, Polly Hopkins, and 

Brussels, too, Brussels too. 
£%«.— Tell me all about it, Mr. Tomkins, 'tis 

something new, 'tis something new. 
He, — I have made a splash — 
She, — Most travellers do. 

He, — Spent all my cash — 
She, — More fool you. 

Jfr.— Lord have mercy, Polly Hopkins, to say 

so, &c. 
She, — Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 

so, &c. 
AuA.~Fal lal lal, &c. 

She, — I can sputter French, Polly Hopkins, jtar- 

lex votu, ^c. 
He. — Hold your chatter, Mr. Tomkins, tenex 

VOUM, SfC. 

He, — Now French I spatter — 

She. — What, have you more ? 

He. — ^You'd love inc better — 

£fc«. — Worse than before. 

He, — That's impossible, Polly Hopkins, to say 

so, &c. 
She. — Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 

so, Ike. 
Both.—Tal lal lal. &c. 

He, — I have polished up my person rarely, now 

only view, \c. 
She, — I don t s< e it very clearly, all I can do, &c. 

But your nose is red. 
He, — That's my drinking wine. 

Then my eyes — 
She, — Like pickled walnuts shine. 

He, — Lord nave mercy ! Polly Hopkins, to use 

me so, ik.c. 
She. — Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease me 
so, 9ic. 
Both,—¥tiX lal lal. &c. 

He, — I shall die of grief, Polly Hopkins, and 

love ot you, Sec. 
S^.^That will be delightful, Mr. Tomkins, now 

pray do, Ike. 
He,— To woods I'll flee— 
She, — Without a hope. 

/r«.— And I'll find a tree— 
iab#«— Do, 111 buy a rope. 



ll«.— Oh, Lord have mercy ! Polly Hopkins^ im 

say so, &c. 
She. — Oh, silly, silly Tommy Tomkins, to teaat 

me so, &c. 
Boih,—VM\ lal lal, &c. 

He, — When dead and boned, Polly Hopkiw 

think of me, &c. 
She, — Just what you please, Mr. Tomkins, so le 

it be, kc, 
/Te.- You'll fret and cry — 
She, — Oh, yes, be sore. 

He.— To think that I— 
She. — Didn't die before. 

He. — Mercy on me . Polly Hopkins, to say so, &c 
She, — Oh, silly, silly Mr. Tomkins, to tease im 

s>, Sec. 
Ba<A.— Fal lal lal, &c. 



THE BIRTH, CHRISTENING, Sec. OP MIS 
TER BRIAN O'LIFFERTY MURPHY 
M'CLAHAN. 

Air-" The Sprig of SheaaJah,"—{B\zxA£atd.) 

As gray as a badger, as bald as a turk. 
Was Flither O'Lifferty, priest of o\ir kirk. 

That's famed Carrickfergus, good luck to tiM 
place! 
In preaching he was sure of migh^ great note» 
lu love he was frisky and wild as a goat ; 
My mother was frail, and the priest, people said. 
Put an ugly big horn on my dad's handsome head* 

And thus stole the making my beautiful face. 

I remember the very first day I was bom. 
Was at night, as I'm told, just at breaking of mofn, 
Och ! the whiskey-punch smiled from a browa 

earthen jug ! 
And sure I'm a man now of mighty high birth. 
For I fir-t in a garret drew breiuh on this earth. 
Where our neat feather bed was some straw* to 

be sure. 
That was neatly shaked up and spread down on the 

floor: 
Thus pop t into the world my sweet good-looking 

mug. 

Then my mother, impatient to get me a name. 
Straight sent for the priest, and, faith, straight the 

priest came. 
With his bandy-bent legs and his crooked hondi* 

back ! 
Said my mother, there's whiskey, sir, take a small 

sup; 
Cried the priest, ' faith I will,' and he drank tlie 

quart up. 
With the whiskey half-muzzed, and the smoke tha 

he took, 
Taking me in his arms, he took out his big book. 
And he christened me Muq)hy M'Clahan in a 

crack I 

Said the priest, ' Now the christening is done 'tis 

all o'er, 
Only just now, I'll tack to't a pair of names more* 

liiat's Brien O'L iTerty sure, and here goes! 
So fill up more uhiskey and put round the joke. 
For I'll take one more whiff, while Til take t'other 

smoke!' 
' Och!' cried nurse, ' you're just like as two peas 

in a pod.' 
Cried the priest, ' taith, we are, only one thing is 
odd. 
That's I squint at each ear, the boy squints a 
his nose.' 

Now I've ended I'll tell how my squinting wss 

stopp'd, 
I was into a tub of fat buttermilk dropp'd. 
And sure that put my eyes to this atraighw-for> 

ward looking * 
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ALL ENGLAND NOW ARE SLANGING IT. 

Air — " O what a Day, 4r««"— {Mo'^cricff.) 



turned with the 



AlltbeUood in my bones 

T^ my tjtM gave a jump, and that jump set 'em 

iAd tiioagh now Toa may say I'm an odd sort of fish^ 
)et for lore I'd have been a most elegant dish. 
If I hsd not been cursedly spoiled in the cooking ! 

Sue IVe taken a wife as a fixtore, d'ye see. 
And no doabt on't at all a neat mixture 'twill be, 
Och! of tweet boys and girls, sure well have 

'em by doxens ! 
B«t t mightv odd notion's just took in my head, 
u I'dtlioiight on't before, I don't think I'd hi 

wed, 

Vov children, (though, faith, the relationship's 

new. 
Yet M I am a Gentile and <^ is a Jew,) 
'Stead of brothers and sisters, they^lI only be 



have 



cousms 



« II 



BANQUET-SONG AND CHORUS. 

(Bryant.) 

Iet eveiy glass be fill'd around. 

For pleasure here must banish pain ; 
We're met, and mirth shall now i>e crowned. 

Since Bacchus has commenced his reign. 
Then sip the rosy, rosy wine. 
In the goblet sink dull care ; 
He must be weak who now can pine. 
Since Momus comes to drown despair ! 
ClOtOS — Huzza! huzza! see the ioUy god. 

With laughter, wit, and merrv jelee. 
Brings song, and dance, and joUity ! 

Huzza! huzza! huzza! 

Letyooth, let age, let all be gay, 

Tis Bacchus daims your favours here ; 
He lai^s and says he hates dismay. 

He smiles at those who talk of fear. 
Then raise the goblet, raise it high. 

Met au men, well toast the fair ; 
Wine, wine shall check the rising sigh, 

For Momus comes to diown despair ! 

Huzza! huzza! &c. 



THE HUSBAND AND CHILDREN WE 

LOVE. 

Air—" WhiaOe, and FU come to y<m."— (Bryant.) 

When first a poor girl feels love's tender smart. 
She's qualmish, she oft feels a pain at her heart ; 
She sifhi and she cries, lest lier deary should rove. 
And, alas ! she finds out that she's dying for love I 
Alas! she finds out that she's dying tor love ! 
Alas ! she finds out that she's dying for love ! 

But this, of all things, we poor girls then can 
prove. 

There's no lad on earth like the lad that we love. 

We blush, smile, or frown, as he's right or he's 

wrong. 
We dance when we please, or we sing him a song. 
And before we are wed, if we feel the least pique, 
We can then hold our tongues, if we like, for a 

week. 
But still we find out that we're dying for love, &c« 

Bat when we are married, enraged wc grow hot. 
And hubby, poor hubby, dwcovers what's what ! 
There's the boy bawling here, and girl squalling 

there. 
Whale the father is pulling his wig in despair! 
But still all this trouble brings nothing but love, 
O, still all this trouble brings nothing but love ; 
Aad this, of all things, we poor wives can then 

prove. 
That o<nr joy's in the husband and children we 
lova. 



Oh ! what a change, all England now are slan^ 

ing it ; 
High, and low, and middling classes, studying 

close ; 
Poets now write nothing else, while orators h»* 

ranguc in it ; 
Poor Doctor Johnson's nose's put out by Captaia 

Grose. 
So classic, comprehensive, so comic, and so terse 

it is ; 
Old Oxford, a^e, and Cambridge, too, at all the 

universities. 
Have buried the dead languages, which once thej 

were so pat in. 
To study ptime St. Giles's Greek and bark oat 

rum dog Latin. 

Spoken.] Lord, bless us! who ulks of the 
foreign tongues now, except, indeed, your Italian 
oilmen, who sell them. Your parsons know that 
brandy is Latin for goo$e, and goote-grease Greek 
for gamnum; and, with regard to I^brew, youj 
only transtatOTM are the Headikins of Monmouth- 
strect, who make old dosh petterish dan new, and 
palm off their mendicant commodities by barking 
out to every seedy toddler they see — " Vant any 
new toggery, your honour? Vould you like to 
valk into the little back crib here? Cast youy 
skin, and peel for a fresh suit of come-over-me- 
properlv. I've von here that vill fit you like a 
Limerick muffler." Limerick muffler! what's that? 
Slang. 

Oh ! what a change, &c. 

Slang the current language is with gentry ani 
nobility. 
Their mother tongue they patter it — the pedant** 
frovm defy ; 
The higher classes boast they're up, and yousg 
sprigs of nobility, 
Roses, pinks, and tulips vow they're regularly 

While dusty Bob and Afric Sal don't stand upon 
gentility. 
But swear they're down, and leary coves with 
just the same facility* 
And as your Toms and Jerries on their sprees* 
larks, rambles, pass his way. 
Old Watchey swears that he's awake, and knows 
full well the titne o' dag. 

Spoken.] Past ten o'clock, and a moonlignt 
night! Come, walk on, walk on tliere. Ulloa, 
my covey, vou seem to be out on the morning sneak 
there. What are you doing with that pump- 
handle under your arm ? Your are not going to fiy 
the blue pigeon, are you ? — I beg pardon, clocky, 
but you see I'm a little dcomerated in my facul- 
ties to night. — Deytnerated m your faculties, why, 
then, as sure as I'm a Dutchman, you've been 
drinking a little too much Hollands and water. — 
No, only Hollands ; I've got the water here — 
Ah ! you're a precious pump ; but, come, I must 
pull you up, so toddle along with mc j you shall 
pa<s the darkey in the roundy-ken, and then I'll 
take you before the beak, who'll tip you some 
chaff, make you down with your bob, and then* 
perhaps, give you tlie bag, unless, indeed, yon 
choose to stand half-a-buU and help us to a drain 
of blue ruin or two, that will he a cliflcrent thing. 

Oh ! what a change, &c. 

Your citirens say they're not green — that they* 
not come from Tooley-street ; 
The sportsman that he knows an o« for ha 
or for hunt \ 
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rhu tcldier boasts of milling hosts and flooring 
foes where'er they met: 
8tfir.k-brokers prate of bulls and bears, lame 
ducks, ana lots ot blunt. 
Young ladies study fancy works, and with their 
ogles flash away» 
In hopes to hook some nob that they may lead 
tne ton and dash away. 
Ko grammar schools like hammer schools, and he 
must be a ninny hammer 
Who cannot hammer flash in him, and patter it 
without a grammar. 

Spoken.] Flash, my dear fellow. — What sort of 
language do you call that ? Some very barbarous 
tongue, an't it? — No, no Barbary tongue at all, 
merely a little rum slum to put the knowing ones 
awake and queer Mie flats with. — An't you sensi> 
tive ? — Zounds, I'm as wing as a gunpowder-tree. 
Flash is cant, cant is patter, patter is Imgo, lingo is 
language, and language is flash ; as, for example, 
— roll your ogles this way, and I'll put you fly to 
a suit that wUl put plenty ot blunt in your cly. — 
The Sprig of Myrtle has been matched with the 
Pink of Bow. — The tyke-boys are all up in stir- 
rups at the news. — It's the Adelphi-Theatre 
against a puppet-show in favour of the Sprig. — 
Sport your cole freely, and you'll make every 
taimer a quid for your pains. — Why, what the 
deuce are you talking about ? — What are you talk- 
ing about f Why, — slang. 

On, what a change, &c. 



THAT'S ALL I SAY. 

(Reynolds.) 

Sure woman's to be pitied. 
Whenever she's committed 

For being fond and gay ; 
And those who cry out ** Shame," 
Are very much to blame— 

That's all I say. 

I never could discover 
Why list'ning to a lover. 

Throughout the live-long day. 
Should be miscall'd ofience ; 
It is not common sense— 

That's all I say. 

But though the old and haughty 
Pretend tia very naughty. 

They thinka diflerent way ; 
For this I know is true. 
They do as others do— 

That's all I say. 



OPOSSUM UP A GUM-TREE. 
A real Negro Mdody, 

Opossum up a gum-tree. 

His tail his body follow ; 
Lacoon quickly him see 

Looking out o' hollow. 
Pull him down by de long tail, 

Opossum squall — opossum squall ; 
Lacoon stick his long tail. 

Him louder squeak, him louder squeak. 

Opossum up, &e. 

Opossum him look shy now, 

Lacoon grin, lacoon grin \ 
Opossum wink his eye now. 

Move him c^tin, move him chin. 
Opossum down him tumble 

From the tree, from the tree. 
And make him 'rin to gprumble, 

Lacoon! he! ne lacoon! he! he! 

Opossum up, &c. 



Black boy love Til Jenkins. 

Tink he'll wed. rink he'll wed ; 
His massa chide him tinkti^. 

Beat him head, beat him head. 
Black boy him love rum, too. 

Make him groggy, make him groggy. 
But massa make him come to 

When him floggy, when nim floggy. 

Opossum up, &e« 



THE BLACKSMITH. 
(Hook.) 

A BLACKSMITH, youll own, is so clever, 

And great in the world is his place ; 
And the reason I've guessed why for aver 

A blacksmith's deserving of grace. 
Great lawyers, who plead and who preach. 

While many good causes they mar. 
May yield to the blacksmith to teach. 

For he 'labours still more at the bar. 

Sing, fal de ral, &c. 

When great men do wrong in the state. 

The Commons try hard at their polls. 
While the blacksmith, as certain as fate. 

Could have 'em hauled over the coals. 
And if rogues put their names to a draft. 

The law for their hanging will tease ; 
But blacksmiths are free from all craft. 

And may forge just as much as they please. 

Sing, fal de nu, &c 

The vices of trades he holds cheap. 

And laughs at the world as it rails. 
For, spite of the bother they keep. 

They can't make a smith eat his nails. 
And if, to his praise be it spoke. 

To raise ban still higher and higher. 
You may say, and wiuiout any joke. 

All ho gets is got out of the fire. 

Sing, fal de ral, &c. 

Then let blacksmiths be toasted all round. 

For well it may always be said. 
When a fortune by blacksmiths is found. 

They must hit the right nail on the head. 
No irony now I'm about, 

To his metal you'll find him still true. 
Since I've hammered his history out, 

I hope 'twill be tempered by you. 

Sing, Fal de ral, &c. 



ROSE OF IX)VE, THOU ART MfNE. 

Thou art mine, rose of love, thou art mine. 

In my bosom thou art planted for ever ; 
Thsro the best of affections shall round thee 

entwine. 
As the elm b embraced in th* embrace of the vine. 
Which is never relinquished, no— never. 

Rose of love, rose of love ! thou art mine. 

Thou art planted here, ne'er to decay ; 

From my heart nought thy beauties can sever ; 
And should tears, like bright dew-drops, at dawi 

of the day, 
Empearl thy sweet bloom, I will kiss them away. 
For thou ne'er shall know sorrow, no— never. 
Rose of love, rose of love ! thou art mine 

THE LASS THAT LOVES A SAILOR. 

, (Dibdin.) 

The moon on the ocean was dimm'd by a ripple 

Affording a chequer'd light ; 
The gay jolly tars pass'd the word for a tipple* 

And the toast fort was Saturday n'ighl. 
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Some iweetheait or wife. 

Ha lov'd as his lifie, 
Ldi dnakt sxid he wish'a he oonld hall her; 

But the standing toast. 

That pleased the most. 

Was the wind that blows. 

The ship that goes, 
Am ^ bss that lores a sailor. 

Saw drank the King, some his brave vhips. 

And some the Constitution ; 
Smk, msT the French, and all such ripsj 
Tidd to'&iglish resolution. 
That fate might bless 
Some Poll or Bess, 
And that they soon might hail her ; 
But the standing toast, &c. 

loBe drank the prince, and some our land, 

Utti ^orioos land of freedom ; 
SoBie, that our tars may never want 

Heroes brave to lead them. 
Tku the who's in distress may find 

Soch friends that ne'er will fail her ; 
But the standing toast, &c. 



THE DE'IL CAM FIDDLIN THROUGH THE 

TOWN. 

(Bums.) 

T^C dell cam fiddlin through the town, 
Asd danced awa wi' the exciseman, 
lad ilka wife cries, auld Mahoun, 
Ividnyon luck o' the prize man. 

The de'il's awa wi* the exciseman. 
He's danced awa, danced awa. 
He's danced awa wi' the excisemin. 

fell nak' our maut, and well brew our drink, 
fell laugh and sing «nd rejoice, man, 

Mnooy braw thanks to the mickle black de'il 
That danced awa wi' the exciseman. 
The de'il's awa, &c. 

T'jtte's threesome reels, there's foursome reels, 
There's hornpipes and strathspeys, man, 

■« the ae be»t dance e'er came to the land, 
"»' the de*il's awa wi' the exciseman. 
The de'U's awa, &c. 



^^■^^^^^^ 



>(I88 DEBORAH DIDDLE AND SIR OIL- 
BERT GO-SOFTLY. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

ToB Buy talk of sweet passion, and wishing, and 
wooing, 

whh ecstasies, blushes, and darts; 

Bi ^' »nd turtles, and hilling, and cooing, 

rtaning torches and fond bleeding hearts ; 
■y tht truest of hmert that ever were seen, 
^*'Ohr or town, great or small, 
*f» Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead-green, 

And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry-hall. 

•^ Wntin was fifty, her head very Uper, 
Her month large, and nos:* rather flat ; 
On romplexion as blooming as whity-brown paper ; 
She'd but on^ eye, and she squinted with that ; 
^<J aa excellent nb she was formed, too, I ween, 

ware terribly crooked withal, 
f js Mm Deborah Diddle, of Daisymead-green, 
For Sir Gilbert Go-soltly, of Gooseberry-hall. 

^ knight onre a sad race had nm when in clover, 

Boi ht« running had come to a dreg, 
'or DOW he was poor, and had sixty got over, 

Besides that, he had but one leg; 
Bat titled was he, and she rich a< a queen. 

These in love with each other made fall, 
Heet Mm Deborah Diddle, of Daisy mead-green. 

And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of Gooseberry-hall. 



The knight caught a fever in toasting her merits. 
Took physic, and that made him die ; 

When the grief of the fair so consumed all het 
spirits. 

She went ofif — with a drop in her eye. 

And cich fond constant love from oblivion tr 
kcreen. 
From the grave sprung a tomb-stone no tall. 

Of Miss Deborah Diddle, of Daisyinead-green, 
And Sir Gilbert Go-softly, of G^ooseberry-hali. 



THE POST-CAPTAIN. 

When Steerwell heard n.e first impart 

Our brave commander's story. 
With ardent zeal his youth ul heart 

Swell'd high for naval glory ; 
Resolved to gain a valiant name. 

For bold adventures eager. 
When first a little cabin-boy on board the Fame, 

He would hold on the jigger, 
Whil ten Jolly tars, with musical Joe, 
Hove the anchor a-peak, singing yeo heave y**o, 

Yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo heave yeo. 

while ten jolly tars, &c. 

To hand top-gallant-sails next ho learned. 

With quickness, care, and spirit, 
Whose generous master then discerned. 

And prized his dawning merit ; 
He taught him soon to reef and steer 

When storm > convulsed the ocean. 
Where shoals made skilful vet'rans fear. 

Which marked him for promotion ; 
As none to the pilot e'er answered like he. 
When he gave the command^ hard a-port I holm 
a-lee ! 

Luff, boys, luff, keep her near, 

Clear the buoy, make the pier. 

None to the pilot, &c. 

For valour, skill, and worth renowned, 

Ihc foe he olt defeated. 
And now with fame and fortune crowned, 

Post-Captain he is rated ; 
Who, should our injured country bleed, 

Strll bravely would der^^nd her ; 
And blessed with peace, should beauty plead* 

He'll prove his heart as tender. 
Unawed, yet mild to high and low. 
To poor or wealthy, friend or foe ; 
Wounded tars share his wealth ; 
All the fleet drink his health. 
Prized be such hearts, for aloft thoy will go. 
Which al * ays are ready compassion to show 
To a brave conquered foe. 
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JOEY OF VAUXHALL AND NAN OF 
TURNHAM-GREEN. 

Aii^" little Mary of the De«."— (Mall nson.) 

A DUET. 

She. — I HAVE got a pretty cottage, with garden bv 
the side. 
Which is stocked with every thing to please 
the eye ; . 
1 ve a handsome cow and calf, and so, let 
wh;it will betide, 
I shall have a little fortune by and by. 
When my poor old mother's gone, though 

do not wish her dead, 
She has promised me her very pretty liitJ<» 

turn-up bed. 
And then for a handy helpmate, why, there t 

very few are seen 
Half so hantUomv or so willing is Nun <>t 
Tumham-grceu. 



//<, — M} fuhcr led mn mui; Ibingf about tiro 

-A prp-tiv nag, a Larncu, ■ huTov, uid > 
plniLgh, 
A tidy llule iniikel-ciutijiisl big enough (or 

With ID liglil-daj doik, nod I have e<" 

A iloublt-biiTelW gun gvod u any in thi 

8a I'm prrlly aril to do— Uiough Ilicy. calli 

Then I'mjiut ntirctiyiUc, noiioafM, loo 



ai ID mBny (omforu, y el ', 

hen, like.bullcianat tel 
in hcd ill night, jiiaL like i 

nuit be iiiinmiiL, Joe, tha 



if*. — And whu cu Ihat 



by thuico I've f 

u drid a* muiioi. ' 

gf Turnham-siT 



iping5, Joe, wbenyDi 
Iie^ I mceU <viih Nai 



— You b«ve ijol « prMly i-oliap?. 

— ^ And vou hsvD goi a plough. 



.—My double-bniwllrd gu»— 
- Hi.>>i'eto»them.n<le 

,— All our iriava pui lojcOiei i 
— 1 .Viiiilil like [o wed tbul't ccftwii, 

Why then nov'a yfinr time, ogad^ 






igota 



I've an eight-day clock, you kno 

We brgini the worid yriih ph^oty 
le^ Why. coub^C then ou.;^- .ui au l 

1*. — Nau of Tiirnhain-gre''n — 
r*,— BhaU .oon be Mn. Joey of Tau.liall. 

w.— Kow, all girli who tove your ladi. dnn'i be 
aibiLiiii'd le Duke il kunwn, 

Twai for iliat, b« aure, youf little languei 

ud yOD hiidielon, ibc quution pop bcion 



Poryoukiic 

— BHile™X)! 

.—Than half a 
ODthe" 

-Now, cLan 



cl when 



>'hen lellled. if ih 
le brats a ipianE 



-X*y. 



udoJoevof VHmhnll, 

\ou Nan ol TuiDlmm-gm 
yoiill al my coluge rail, you 11 E 



— And wekotae, loo. from honeat Joe 



THE DEBATING SOCIETY. 
The forum for fuo and van«y 

liadelialioE society ; 
Such gabbling 
And aquabb'tiii. 



Airb-atinEan<l«™g; 
Mouihi, like cDnnona, ope. 
Charged with fignie and ttope, 
RiaTitring logical atrawi in 'no meaning' dignlsii^ 

Spoken.] Crn-iemeDof IbePhilologinl FotiM, 

thi! qiietlion for thii ovening'a agitation '»— tfikt 
u rrnut enaitiat le Ihi fh^nital fttultiB ' 

'!i!Z^^,«n. WiU. or IVtuTw^-'^/K 

tw.DM.>— Oh' bravo! bravo'— Mr, Pnuid 

li'nib-iDrn — hem !— the quoiiion prnpouaded far — 



</t3 



vpning**— hem !^^acua*ior 



iileman'i Awn 
E get ihtimffh t 



of llii argnoKnt k alovh, 
ailck to-nt«hl.— Mr. Pioi- 
le 10 tor qucaCioD, and I tholl pn 
irerablr argument, to which I ev|i_._ _ 
I answer.— Mr- Preiideal, how can > 

iblc argument! — Mr. Preudent, if 
ii after makiiig national leOecticn*, _ ._ 
uuwei ID hit qneition, oiled a ah^e- 
will be after kno^ins down faim ai ~ 
together. — Sir. it it bnl necoantn to u^ 
t moral economy and the intelteMial 
ret and. to be brief, I (hall divide ihc 
luadt—Wktt 
for whil* Ih* 
Mr. Leatbo- 



are you pulling out yonr nir 
gentletnia'ii ipeakiDg! — Sil 

Order! order! qocation' quetliont chair! eh 
All lidken u^ no heacen, till the funun'a like al 
Order gaja'd through iha chairman '■ authority, 
Seconded by the majorilj 



With par. 

While iDiiio sqii'ei 

Spoken, in k 



With fury and fu» 
The cue to d>«u» 
To twlM and to iwl 
Perplcs and define 



t 



Ibu quesuon much m,, . 
thouch I am deci^vely on oni 
iianiling what any gentlemnn 



«.] Mr. Pnmdent. tt 



r«"i 






equally 



tt, condueiag 



io.«liIyt A' 

beatowlng not wisdom, like a lawyer'g wig. bronM 
like a Bnitu*. gravity like a tie, weight like a fall 
bottom , or smsruieti like a acrstcb i but i>, u it 
were, a mere night-cap, lit only for quifau. quid- 
nanca, watchtocn, and, what'i all the tune, aU 
women. — Peraonal, peivonal. — I bog pardon, ur, 
I didn't know iiny old woman wat preaent — Mr 
Pnaident, 1 muDIain that waltiei are ininoia].- 
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4oy Bo! — Sir, the morality of the subject in qnes- 
lim depends apon one question ; and I question if 
diat qxiefttion is at all questionable— b morality an 
aedre or an mactive principle ? If active, we must 
iiridc for waltzes; and if inactive, for Welsh 
wifji : and I have no doubt but that every gentle- 
Man who is of my mind will be of the same opinion. 
•'Sir, a learned author, whose name I have for- 
fot, and whose words I don't recollect, asserts 
what I shall not take up your time by repeating ; 
hat, on the subject of debate, the enlightened Mr. 
JkaafwaHep in his Dissertation on Dunderheads, 
baa, in the most elegant Latin, these emphatic 



I, unggtim cum waltxo, 
Jfaenbtu^ne, fumfiuque, teaUxum cum wiggo. 
—Knock down Mr. Dumfuzzle — 

Order! order! question! &c. 

The hnbbub at length being paralyz'd, 
7k» question being further on analys'd : 

I move, sir. 

To prove, sir. 
That, spite of all quarrel, 

Welsh wigs, sir. 

Are gigs, sb. 
And waltzes are moral. 

Let those who can't dance. 

From envy advance 

An argument con ; 

And thus he goes on. 
Till above all their voices anotlier exalts his. 
To piove that Welsh wigs are more moral than 
wmltzes. 

SroKE!C, m aeveral vmcet,'] Mr. President, I aver 
that waltzes, being more expeusive than Welsh 
wigs, the latter are most agreeable to moral eco- 
nomy ; though waltzes, by overheatine people, 
and fi'vinc them cold, are more serviceable to the 
B^sKal Mbculty, who are often obliged to prescribe 
Welsh wigs to restore the intellectual energies, for 
the purposes of reciprocal ratiocination. — Sir, as 
to the morality of waltzes, I shall prove that Welsh 
wirs — that b, that Welsh wigs, compared with 
w^tzes, allowing for the morality of the one and 

the ratiocination of the other Nonsense — non- 

! — Silence! no interruption! the President 
. — Gentlemen, to stop all this heterogeneous 
hanly-barly, the clerk shall read some of Uic fun- 
damental rules of the society. 

' It is not required that any gentleman should 
' be obliged either to understand himself or make 
' any body else understand him; lor, as every 
' gentleman has his opinion, if he is satisfied with 

* It, that is enough ; as no man, who is a man, 

* eoght to give up lus opinion to any man, for no 



' Any gentleman may go to sleep during a de- 
bate, provided he wakes time enough for hearing 
the question put, and then he is recommended 
to vote with the strongest party. 
' Gentlemen who learn tlicir speeches by heart 
are required to come perfect; and, for tlie benefit 
of discussion, introvcrtible arguments on both 
sides of the question may be had of the secre- 
tary, at a reasonable rate, ready made. 
' Any gentleman wishing to speak tlic whole 
evening may, by paying all the expenses, be 
lodated with the room to himself.' 

Order! order! question! &c. 



THE LOVERS PROMISE. 
(T. Dibdin.) 

The sun its brieht rays may withhold, love, 
Unrefiected the moonbeams may be ; 

But ne'er, till this bosom is cold, love. 
Shall its poise throb for any but thee \ 



For thou art the joy of my heart, love. 
Thy beauty all beauties outvie ; 

And ere with thine image III part, love. 
Thy lover, thy husband, would die. 

The spring's lovely verdure may turn, love. 

To autumn's sad colourless hue ; 
The winter like summer may bum, love. 

Ere mytirdour it lessens for you : 

For thou art the joy, &c. 



LOVE IN A HAY-BAND. 
Tune—" Tlie J>^ai3f."— -(Hudson.) 

Did you never hear of one Richard Short's history^ 

If you did not I'll tell it you now ; 
All over our town it was thought quite a mystery. 

He was a young man that followed the plough. 
But he got tired ot that kind of life, did. 

Was hired as ostler at the sign of the Crown ; 
Fell in love with the maid, wanted her for a wife, 
did, 

'Twas very well known to the folk of our town. 

This lass, Nelly Long, was dressish and dapper. 

And though our Dick was a good-looking lad. 
She snubbed him, and scoffed him, for she was a 
snapper. 

And said as right how, that she wam't to be had. 
For she loved a lad that was more handsome and 
bigger. 

And he came frae Lunnun, and wasn't a clown; 
UU name it was Sly, and he was a grave-digger. 

And was very well known to the folk of our town. 

Now as Nelly right flat like his wife did refuse 
to be, 

Richard he lost all his comfort and hope, 
And said as he didn't feel like what he used to be. 

He'd hang himself if he could lind a rope. 
He wandered about, while with love he did falter. 

But the devil a rope he could find, up or dovm. 
So he twisted a hay-band, and made him a halter, 

TTwas very well known to the lolk or our town. 

He hunt? himself up to a tree in a meadow. 

He felt all over he couldn't tell how ; 
His legs were a-strctching, his feet couldn't tread, O. 
When up came, by chance, farmer Giles's old 
cow. 
She snapped at the hay, and took hold of the 
band fast. 
Plucked out a mouthful, wliich brought Dicky 
down; 
He jumped on his legs, and away then hcriin fast. 
And was never more seen by the folk iu our town. 

Now mark what a judgement came on this lass 
Nelly, 
For being so hurd-hearted to this poor lad ; 
She by the grave-diggir got stout ahout belly. 

And he run away, leaving her all so sa«* 
She, when too late, louiid she was betrayed, and 
Relations they all turned their backs with « 
fro^*-n. 
She laid-in, and her boy it was marked with a 
hay -band, 
It was very well known to the folk in our town. 



THE ROHIN'S PKHTION. 

(Miss Edjre worth.) 

When the leaves had deserted the trees. 

And the forests wer • chilly f»nd bare ; 
When the brooks were beeinning to freeze. 

And the snow waver'd fast through the aii, 
A robin had fled from the wood 

To the snug habitation of man ; 
On the threshold the wand'rcr stood. 

And thtis his petition began : — 
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" Th* «iM**« comiDE dawn ™iy IiMj 

V > Uir1t« n lauturon Ib> ate; 
WhRa you heu thii uupilying blait, 

I ptijr vou ul.e pity on me. 
" Tbf hi[H anit Ihr hiwi arr ill gOQe, 

Tim )[n>iiiid u hied u ■ alone. 

And I'm sknuwi bunrd in snow. 
My lilll* drtt nru. MWf lo ofW, 

h nuw emply, «id rigged, ind lotn; 
On Koie .tM ibniild I now uk( ray .«1. 

I thnuld be irotat qnjic fAflt befnn mora. 
Thrn llirow mc umam;! of hmd, 

T»k* nw in by thr nidE of your lire. 



(lit, wfitEL'M UP MlhTH. 

•naihrr iliu Inith fr 



Till il 






= '"y; 



O ! tre wh»t a uttIIiI 

I •hsll die if you dnve me ■*» : 
And when you cemg fonh in ihe mora. 

And me ulking and walkiag srauDd, 

Wlipn you H* me lie dead on Ilia ground. 
Then nily ■ poor lilOs tbing. 

And ibmw me a pnrt of yuur luue, 
111 fly off in Ihe hnt of the ■pring. 



■ They- 



A CHAPTBB OF COOKS, 
Ail—" TIk Chapur 0/ Kmn'" 
K Fvnk, my maiirn and eriwi 
ik Ihrough the world, and 
;wd«l w ' 



ducion ue coolii. 



I Your lawyen 



1- theii 



jokfl, uw, and ihii 



I However Jm7 «nolhi. „. 

I Tbry'rt ill of Vm cooka in Iheir mm. 

I Yi>ur )weKt •mllinn lu>e< ihey'n nil of 'em cooVi. 

\ n*J vounJ <u with ikcwen, I mean Cupid'i 

I And tlwn up (a tiliden Ihey fnidl our heart*. 
K They ajmurh la imalher lh» Iniili iraoi eaih oilier. 

rbey're all of 'cm eooks in iheir lom. 

Old n*idi an all cookt, and brim-full of coorpil. 

Would alriS 3 man'i heut by an ancieBt Kccipl ; 

rhay ny lo make mince-meat of fop, foal, and 

But ftiid/onc-mmf balU very hard to get down. 



, the,' 

I They Am gel in debt, Llirn lu ►'rdiiri ihty r 

I rtin gamblelDwnulher ihiilmlb from each 
1 Vn 'Ult iliey're all cooka in iheir lum. 

my good friend*, bn all cookt. thai I 




i.^-1 



re ipwd tbmt^ a 



VcieachoE 






•iihoni akaM. 
Supplying moil d>1>cai* tlicfji of hsa ; 
BoIimI b«-f and m»« fool* mo«i d^Ueioaa W 

With poFirr. poR-wine, ibeny, champilen*. IM 

Thui you «e, though ihey amolher the Iruib U(« 

Thi-y're ill of ihim cooki la Ihair lam. 

1'be appctiie tm|nenl]y lakn qniie aariy ; 

I ent (hart my wmg,' jurt lo take a imalfhil ; 
For i^pir« of all nniilher of tmlh fmm rach otluv. 

My wife'i juil arriv'd, and b (omowben bdaw; 
Her lemper'i « boi. thai I'm alway* in fear. 

, yon permil. a few momeuu I'U^inl. 
pleBK you. II! quickly retain. 




■' Thou)^ the <uD links . ._,, _ 
It ii Mtuiu to tiie up *■ gaily to-mamw.** 
rhough the mow* of old age might wbitta Ut 



LoKOt! how bright la.dB 



IKEN,] ■ Wlio'l fl 



le — which i* Ihe beaniy 
Matleet who'* (or lb* 



Ug a.piec 



lia, i» only Onmeitet.' • What 1! 
riviiic ine ihe liel I'll have tiliifaclion.' ■ Yoi 
lie. fdidn'tgire you the lit.' • Mere. HarUn 
Billy, pull up and put hi* nme la tha mm for 

•" .'ay, ,«'l. Nrd." "f fi™l!'p™I T.y ' Veil. 
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m A t*<-cmrt von't spill easy.' ' I amy, who's that 
mthc9wll tiXbtxty KDdlUwbei^ammr 'Yy^that's 
Lotd Wiamni Squinneyhat.' ' Ah, Caleb, how 
-whatll youUkeT ' Don't care, any thing 
trap o' keoKjf brown, with a dash o* Haw 
m\.' ' Ah, Mr. Isaacs, how are you? — 
goiof down the road, ay — how do you bet yonr 
blnnt?* ' Vy, Tm six to four on the dead man.' 

• Why, fm all for domghey myself.' « Vat, de 
baker ?* ' Yes, I'm down apon the master of the 
luUa.' ' I saw dotighejf thu morning.' ' Yell, 
how W9M he V ' O, as merry as a grig upon a grid- 
iroiL.' ' Here's five to four on the Nonpareil.' 

* Thfere go the foor>in«>hand swells, there's a con- 
sam — blow my smock-frock, if ever I seed such a 
sct-oat — twig the erauden, two hmMen, a puffer, 
and a klmkir — three of 'em stands still while he 
whips the tourth — veil, if I drh four, I vonld have 
^ood'uns.' ' Why, mv costermonger, vou're tool- 
ing a rurn'oB yourself. ' Yes, a rum un to look 
at, bat a good'un to go.' 'Ah, yon never has 
ao CAttle — ^you never gives no price, you don't — 
why don't you do as I does, go to Smithfield and 
give /mr-on^/brty shillings, and have a good'un 
at oDce.' * Come up, and so 

Pnah along, dash along, merrily chat along. 
As we all trot along, down to the Hurst. 

liopes are now tipht'ning, eyes are now bright'ning, 

No fudge or fnght'ning — look at the men — 
Baker shows clever now — all's in a fever now — 
Up goes the beavei now — answered again— 
Pushing now — scrambling now — 
Not a nAg ambling now — 
Prigs' fingers rambling now — all are awake-— 
Jew lads are dealing now — all are ring feeling 
now — 
F^hsers are peelii^ with fifty's the stake. 

Spokem.'J ' Sit down, will you? if people in 
the front won't sit down, people behind can't see 
there, will you r 'I can't.' ' You'd 
ly you won't.' ' Yell, then, I von't.' 
' Ay, you're a spoon and a half good weight, you 
are.' ' Sit down, you with the lUy togs, will you ?' 

* Hit him on his hat with your manJterreller — lay 
down, will you?' ' Yhat, Mr. James Timkins, 
with his new white coat on in the mud ! no, tqueege 
me il I do.' • They're at it, th«y're comiug 
to the scratch — the castors are up.' * Look in 
good order.' * Ye«, they're peeling — they buff it 
well.' « Yes.' * They're at it already.' * Ten to 
tour on dimghegt and put it into the hands ot this 
frotleman without a coat.' < Who'll keep lime ?' 

• I will— no I can't.' ' What, don't your watch 
go?' ' It's gone, sir.' * You should always bring 
a stop-watch when you come to a fight.' ' Some 
person has deprived me of my East- Indian 
•ilk handkerchiet.' ' What, have you lost your 
■aMsmrf I say. Bill, here's a poor creetur lost his 
Bandanna wipe.* * Sarves him right ; I nivir brings 
none, whereby I ntrtr loses none.' ' The baker 
thinks veil of himself.' ' Pretty stop that!' < That's 
a sweet hit !' * He's queered his optics — floored hiro 
right down upon his crupper-bone — there's a tickler 
on the prvbtMcu ! — there s a wap on his later trap — 
he made Lu box o' dominos chatter.' ' Baker 
shows first claret and a graper — he's taking mea- 
sure of his eyes tor a suit of mourning — tliere's 
another ipui/ to the wittuaUing oflice.' < Bravo! 
damg keg kit mtrdng him out till he's piping like a 
fKfg in cnovuUions.' ' Stop, my kiddy, not so 
ta«% -jour waeter of the roUt has got his head into 

Push along, dash along, &c 

JliUiiig is ezuiing now — seconds are lending now — 
Bageriy brandv their spirits to cheer — 

Finishing, punuhing, makes the stake-money shine 
Ann its astonishing some that are here^ 



Turn about — early out — 
Pockets cleaned — fairly out- 
Flats turning sulky now, clean *d of their cash — 
Crowds now retumii^, half the fancy's in 
mourning — 
Raws are all learning now, news from the flash. 

Spoken.] * Well, how did you like it? nretti 
fight, warn t it ? not much claret spilt — shouH 
liked to have seon a little more claret spilt. 
' Pretty well, I think, for moderate takers.' * Av, 
but the baker's a glutton you know.' ' Neat fib* 
bing in the fourth round.' < Yes ; I shouldn't like 
such a wisit to my bone-shop.' ' Black George, 
here's room on the shafts.' ' Got down — ban'* 
eight enough for a pony.' ' Ah! Pat, how are 
you ?' ' How do, my noney ?' 'Did you win your 
blunt?' • O you may say that.' ' Protty blow of 
your countryman's in the third round !' ' Oh, it 
was an elegant fight, by my soul ! it was an illus- 
trious fight — faith! I thought he would have 
knocked dougfuy*9 breath into the middle of next 
week ; it was like a kick from a coach-horse.' 
' Pray, sir, can you tell me which has won the 
wictory?* * Why, sir, thev was both so wapped, I 
couldn't tell which had the wictory; but I believe 
the dead man's beat.' ' What's one killed?' ' No, 
sir, but that's always the way with haggrawatinti 
Sam — the dead man means the baker, sir.' ' Well, 
Mr. Steady, how did you like it ?* * Why, sir, I 
can only say, this is the first time I ever witnessed 
an assemblage of this sort, and I will take care it 
shall be the last — I have been exceedingly disap- 
pointed, not to say disgusted — my person lias ex- 
perienced extreme inconvenience from the weather, 
my stomach has been much deranged at the horri- 
ble exhibition, and I have been clandestinely de- 
I rived of my property by some adept at irregular 
appropriation. * I'd thank some gentleman to 
put that into English for me.' ' Why, sir, the 
conveyancer* have been busY«' ' I'm as murh in 
the dark now as ever.' • Why then, sir, I'll ex- 
plain it to you; he means, thrrc's been a mm 
mpieedge at the spoil, the corweyancer* have been at 
work at the scratch, the prigs have been dipping 
thoir tnauleys into thiit stvell's gn^pus, nitnmed his 
bird's-eye tp<pe, his gold ticker, three onp-pmiiul 
screens, two neds, and his reader; but the beak* 
have sent their traps arter 'em, and if they're 
cotched, they'll show 'em the fall of the leaf 
at Tuck-up- fiair , or send 'em aboard the Floating 
Academy at Woolwich.* * Well, by way of expla- 
nation, that certainly is the plainest thing I ever 
heard.' • Well, I declare I never won't come no 
more ; I wouldn't tell my wife of it on no account ; 
its the most horridest — *anguina*hionest — si^ht 1 
ever seed — I am told one gentleman swallowed his 
teeth.' * I can tell you worser than that, sir! 
there was one gentleman had his eye knocked into 
his ear; I saw it peeping out.' * Well, Mr. Down- 
right, what do you say to it ?' * Why, sir, I think 
in some measure, to keep up the national spirit in 
the lower orders of society, it may be tolerated ; 
but when we see cliararteni of the highest order 
that might be better em; loyed with their equals, 
hand in hand with the lowest of the low, and 
making friends of gamblers, rufRans, and black 
legs, I deplore that total want of feelinz, and blush 
for the morals of the age we live in. ' Indeed, 
why then 

Push along, dash along, &c.' 



THE PRESUMPTUOUS FLY. 

(Gent.) 
Come away, come away, little fly. 

Don't disturb the sweet calm of love s 
If you do, I protest you shall die. 

And vour tutoh L« tlul beanUfu\ Waxi 
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Ocn't tickle the girl in her sleep. 
Don't cause so much beauty to sigh ; 

If the frown, half the graces will weep. 
If she weep, half the graces will die. 

Come away, &c. 

Sow she wakes ! steal a kiss, and be gone ; 

Life is precious, away, little fly! 
Should vour rudeness provoke her to scorn, 

Youli meet death from the glance of her eye. 
M^ere I asked by fair Chloe to say 

How I felt as the flntterer I chid? 
. should own, as I drove it away, 

X wished to be there in its stead. 

Come away, &c. 



FLY FROM THE WORLD, BESSY! 

(T. Moore.) 

Fly from the world, O Bossy ! to me ; 

Thoult never find any sinccrer ; 
ril give up the world, O Bessy ! for thee : 

I can never meet any that's dearer ! 
llien tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh. 

That our loves will be censur'd by many ; 
All, all have their follies, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any ? 

When your lip hath met mine in abandonment 
sweet. 

Have we felt as if heaven foibid it ? 
Have we felt as if heaven denied them to meet. 

Ah, no! 'twas heaven that did it! 
So innocent, love, is the pleasure we sip. 

So little of guilt is there in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodged on yonr lip. 

And I'd kiss them away in a minute. 

Then come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed. 

From a world which I know thou despi»est ^ 
And slumber will hover as light on thy oed. 

As e'er on the couch of the wisest ! 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driven. 

And thou, pretty innocent, fearest, 
111 tell thee — " It is not the chiding of heaven, 

'Tis only our lullaby, dearest ! " 

And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my love. 

Looking back on the scene of oar errors, 
A sigh from my B^ssy shall plead them above. 

And Death be disarmed ot his terrors ! 
And each to the other embracing will say, 

" Farewell ! let us hope we're forgiv'n ! " 
Thy last fading glance shall illumine the way. 

And a kiss be our passport to heaven ! 



HE THAT WILL NOT MERRY BE. 

He that will not merry merry be. 

With a generous bowl and a toast. 
May he in Bridewell be shut up. 

And fast bound to a post : 
Let him be merry merry there. 

And we'll be merry merry here ; 
For who can know, where we shall go 

To be merry anolher year ? 

He that will not merry merry be. 
And take his glass in course. 

May he be obliged to drink small beer, 
T^c'er a penny in his purse : 

Let him be merry, &c. 

He that will not merry merry be. 
With a company of jolly boys. 

May he be plagued with a scoldirg wife, 
1*0 confound him with her noise : 
Let him be merry, &c. 



He that will not merry merry be. 
With his mistress in his bed ; 

Let him be buried in the chutch-yard* 
And me be nut in his stead. 

Let him be merry, &e. 



BANISH EVERY FEAR. 
(Translated, by W. M«6regnr Legan, from Webet. 

Let not sorrow dare to borrow 

Pleasure from the happy bride ; 
She in duty should her beauty 
Show in all her richest pride : 
Nuns by cloisters bounded. 
Are by grief surrounded ; 
For young I^ve ne'er ventures there. 
But thy briaemaids wreaths will bring thee. 
Bridal sonn they'll come and sing thee ; 
Come, then, banish every fear. 



THE VILLAGE MAID. 
(Cross.) 

When I quitted the cot, that stands alone on the 
moor. 

Round the which play'd the breezes of health* 
'Twas to gain fair Anna, the nymph I adore. 

Abroad a snug portion of wealth. 
I told the sweet girl, when preparing t9 part. 

Of my constancy ne'er be afraid ; 
Though dutant, your image will dwell in my heart. 

For there reigns my tweet village maid. 

Fortune's prosperous gales had now wafted me 
back. 

And I hasted my Anna to meet ; 
^Vhile fancy portray 'd, as I follow'd the track. 

With what ioy I my Anna should greet : 
How her bright eyes would sparkle, approaching 
to view. 

When of presents my store I'd display : 
And touching her lips, whisper *d these are for yoa» 

Yes, all for my sweet village maid. 

I trudg'd, smiling thus, with gay pleasure my 
guide. 

When a shriek my steps onward did urge, 
I flet/ to the spot, saw, drove down by the tide. 

An angel embrac'd by the surge ; 
I dash'd through the stream, brought her safe 
the shore. 

On the bank where she gently was laid. 
Reviving, I saw the dear girl 1 adore. 

Ah, me ! 'twas my sweet village maid. 



to 



A CHAPTER ON ANCESTORS. 

Some brae of their ancestors, bide there a . _ 
And 111 show of my pedigree such a fine tree; 
It bears bonny apples, so hand aw your gi^ 
If you here and there find grafted on it some crabe; 
On its branches I've hung all my fathers of yore. 
Though one or two of 'em were hamg'd Umg iefb»9» 

Spoken.] My dad was an agriculturist, and 
mended hedges and ditches for the good of 
the nation ; my grandfather was a botanist, and 
sold Scotch cail and cabbages ; he married one <tf 
the co-heiresses of Sawney Splinter, the timber 
merchant, who dealt in matches and skewers. 

But to brag of our ancestors sure is a joke. 
Since an acorn, though trifling, gives bixth to as 
oak! 

Here^ a soldier who bluster'd in peace, but, iSegi, 
In war trusted less to his arms than his legs ; 
Here's a famous musician for baubees wha pla5r'd. 
And an author who wrote books which mmtoy 
read ; 
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Bere't one who was said to possess second si^ht, 
Tlie tittth is, he drank, and saw double at night. 

Spoken.] Here's a lawyer, who reconciled his 
ienu, to save them the expense of a law-suit, 
^ a doctor who never kill'd a patient — because 
•e never had one. Here's a cobbler who was a 
nod soal, and a tailor that was fond of goose, 
Kt didn't like cabbage ; he was the son of a 
'dioofanasier without scholars, who sprung from 
tKhoUr who chopped logie and fire- wood at the 
time. 



Bit of oar forefathers why make such a fuss ? 
Here's none of 'em troume their heads about us. 

HoDf the females, here's Catharine Clack, a great 

•cold, 
Vko vas famous for theU-toork, for oysters she 

sold; 
Icre'ione who was noted for painting — ^her cheeks, 
Aad gentility that very plainly bespeaks ; 
Ihiee ladies' own maids, and what rank will 

afford, 
A peer fitteenthicoz to a very poor lord. 

Spoken.] Here's an old maid, who being re- 
pttedawitch, to avoid beine tried, brushed off 
OS a besom. Here's a ladv who was idways talk- 

3' , bat as people who talk a great deal generally 
I nonsense, she never opened her mouth but 
•kemit her foot in it. Who the founder of our 
hmuy was is a secret I cannot unravel ; it was 
»m9ig no doubt, and therefore every body must 
lUov, whatever any body may say, that I sprung 
inni Msnt infj f, though mobody knows who. 

Then of fanuly honours why open your throats, 
IWagk we've no coats of arms, if we've arms to 
our coats? 



^^r^^^*^ 



GIX YE MEET A BONNIE LASSIE. 
(Bums.) 

GlR je meet a bonnie lassie, 

Gie her a kiss and lot her gae, 
Bst if ye meet a dirty hussy, 

Fy gar rub her o'er with strae. 

le tore ye dinna quat the grip 
^Of ilka joy, when ye are young, 
Wow old age your vitals nip, 
Aad lay you twa-fold o'er a rung. 

■•eet youth a blvthe and hcartsome time ; 

Hen, lads and lasses, while 'tis May, 
«e pow the gowan in its prime, 

Before it wither and decay. 

^ttch the soft minutes of delight, 
^len Jenny speaks beneath her breath, 

AaA. kisses laying a' the wy te 
On you, as if she kep ony skrth. 

* Hailh, ye're ill bred !" she'll smiling say j 
** Ye*!! worry me, ye greeily rook." 

%ns from you she'll rin away, 
iad hide hersell in some dark nook. 

ler langh will lead you to the place 
Wheie lies the happine^ yc wunt, 

iad plainly tell ye to your lace. 
Nineteen na says arc half a grant. 

Now to her heavin^: bosom cling, 

ind sweetly toolic fur a \a^\ 
ftae her lair finger whoop a ring. 

As taikcn of a future bliss. 

fhese benisons, I'm very sure, 
Aie of the gods' indnls^rnt grant ; 

Tk^n surely, carlrs, whisht, torbrar, 
ro|^ag>ie us with yur whining runu 



THE TROUBADOUH. 

(Walter Scott.) 

Glowing with love, on fire for fanf. 

A Troubadour, that hated sorrow. 
Beneath his lady's window came. 

And thus he sui^ his last good 'morrow ; 
' My arm is in my coimtry's right. 

My heart is in my true love's bower * 
Gaily for love and fame to fight 

Befits the gallant Troubadour.' 

And while he march'd, with helm on heiid 

And harp in hand, the descant run;;; 
As faithful to his favourite maid. 

The minstrel's burden still he sung : 
' My arm it is my country's right, 

My heart is in my lady s bower ; 
Resolved for love and fame to fight, 

I come, a gallant Troubadour.' 

E'en when the battle's roar was deep. 

With dauntless heart he hew'd his ay, 
'Mid splintering lance and falchion's swerp. 

And still was heard his warrior lay : 
' My life it is my country's right, 

lUfy heart is in my lady's bower ; 
For love to die, for fame to fight. 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour.' 

Alas ! upon the bloody field. 

He fell beneath the foeman's glaive ; 
But still reclining on his shield, 

Expirine, sung the exulting stave : 
' My life it is my country's right, 

B^ heart is in my lady's bower : 
For love and fame to fall in fight 

Becomes the valiant Troubadour.' 



IRISH DRINKING SONG. 

(Dibdin.) 

Of the ancients its speaking, my soul, you'd ho 
after. 
That they never got how came you so ? 
Would you seriously make the good folks die with 
laughter ? 
To be sure, their dogs* tricks M*e don't know. 
With your smalilow nonsense, and all youi 
queer boddery. 
Since whisky's a liquor divine, 
""o be sure, the old ancients, as well as the 
modems. 
Did not love a sly sup of good wine. 

Alexander the Great at his banquets who drank 
hard. 
When he no more worlds could subdue. 
Shed tears to be sure, but 'twas tears of the tankard^ 
To refresh him, and pray wcmld not you ? 

With your smalilow, &c. 

Then that other old fellow, they call Aristotle, 

Such a devil of a tippler was he. 
That one night, having taken too much of his bottle. 

The thiet staggered into the sea. 

With your smalilow, &c. 

They made what they call of their wine a libation. 

Which as all authority quotes. 
They threw on the ground — musha, what bother- 
ation. 
To be sure, 'twas not thrown down their throa t. 

With your smalilow, ^6C. 



I HAVE A SILENT SORROW HERE. 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 

I HAVE a silent sorrow here, 

A grief I'll ne'er impart^ 
It breathes no sigh, it sheds no tear. 

But it consumes mv heart. 
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This cherish'd woe, this lov'd despAir, 

My lot for ever be ; 
Soy my soul's lord, the pangs I bear 

Be never known by thee. 

And when pale characters of death 

Shall mark this alter 'd cheek ; 
Wlien my poor wasted trembling breath 

My life's last hope would speak, 
C shall not raise my eyes to Heaven, 

Nor mercy ask for me ; 
My soul despairs to be foreiven. 

Unpardoned, love, by thee. 



THE HUMOURS OF DUNMOW. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

At Dunmow there's a flitch of bacon. 

Where married folks appear 
To claim it, when the oath they've taken. 

That for a day and year 
They never wished themselves unwed. 
Nor cross word to each other said. 

Spoken.] * John Lump and his spouse Dorothy 
claimed it.' ' Can you swear to the conditions f ' 
said the steward. ' Ees, ees, sir/ said John. — 
• Yes, your worship,* said Dorothy. — * You never 
quarrel?* — * Noa, noa, for my part,* said John, * I 
never gives nobody a cross word , not I . ' ' But your 
wife?* 'Why shoo does come out wi* her nouns 
now and then, to be sure.' ' Nouns . John, what 
do you mean by noun^t?' ' Only a little smooth 
swearing.' * Don*t you swear at her?' ' Never, 
but when she provokes me to*t.* ' Then you do 
quarrel,* said the steward, ' and perhaps you have 
wishod to be parted ?* * Quarrel, said John, * why 
what a fooil you mun be to call a little bit o' snap- 
dragon, quarrelling ; and as for parting, docs any 
man in his senses wish to part with a good gooise 
because shoo clacks a bit?' 

* Good folks,' cried the steward, * you're quite 
mistaken. 

80 as yon came go. 

For you never, no, no. 
Shall gammon me out of the flitch of bacon.' 

To Dunmow next went Shadrach Lyon, 

And Rachael, his dear bride ; 
For thpy the bacon had an eye on. 
To them the steward cried, 

* You're come to take the flitch, I guess.' 
Says Shadrach, ' Sir, I can't take less.' 

Spoken.! ' And I hope, sir, dat is de best, for 
T warranted it to mv customer, when I sould it to 
him.' ' What! sold the bacon before you was 
sure of it?' ' Always take care of de main chance, 
ma tear.' ' But how do you manage to live without 
quarrelling?' ' By never falling out.' ' Canyon 
awear that you never had a cross word for a year 
and a day ? ' Yes, ma tear, for I have been in 
do countcv, and haven't seen Rachael for more as 
dat time. ' That evasion won't do, so I shall not 
give you the bacon.' ' Veil, ma tear, what do 
you ax tor it? I came here to do business, and 
shouldn't like to go away empty-handed.' ' 1 ask 
the term of the oath.' * Den, ma tear, your bacon 
will hang till it's rusty, and you'll be ^ilad to send 
for me to take it off vour hands at ma own price.' 
' Good folks,' cried the steward, &c. 

To Dunmow went another couple, 

Pat Byrne and Judv Flinn; 
And there they thought, so smooth and supple. 
To take the stewai^ in. 

Says Pat, * You see^ as pea-time's near, 
W«'re come» sir, tor the oacon here.' 



Sporen.1 ' Yiu most Uke your oath/ udd tht 
steward, ' tnat you have never wished yourselvc* 
unmarried, nor had a cross word for a year and a 
day.' ' Take an oath/ said Pat ; ' wonldn^ a 
gentleman's honour do for yoo ?' ' No, yon mu^ 
swear on the book.' ' Couldn't I swear on the 
bacon 1' says Pat; ' as to cross words, sure and its 
more than she dare give me, as she knows by the 
bating she got last week in remembrance of it ; and 
as for wishing ourselves unmarried, sore we've no 
call to it; for didn't I bcty her second-hand, and 
bv the same token give three shillings for her 
SIX months ago f I've had her six months, and 
she's had me six months, dat makes a year, and 
to-day's the day we've come for the bacon, and 
dat's a year and a day, and dat's enough for you ; 
so hand us over the half of the hog's wai«tcoa> 
that hangs dere, and don't keep gentletolks wait- 
ing.' 

' Good folks,' cried the steward, &c 



HEAVING THE LEAD. 
(Pearce.) 

For England, when, with fav'ring gale. 
Our gallant ship up channel steerM, 

And scudding under easy sail. 
The high blue western land appear'd* 

To heave the lead the seaman sprung. 

And to the pilot cheerly sunc, 
" Bjf the deep— VlHEl'^ 

And bearing up to gain the port. 
Some well-known object kept in vieW'— 

An abbey-tow'r, a harbour-fort. 
Or beacon, to the vessel true ; 

While oft the lead the seaman flung. 

And to the pilot cheerly sung, 
" Bjf the mark— HE\Efr." 

And as the much-lov'd shore we near. 
With transport we behold the roof 

Where dwelt a friend or partner dear. 
Of faith and love a matchless proof ! 

The lead once more the seaman flung. 

And to the watchful pilot sui^, 
'« Quarter leu— FiveV 

Now to her birth the ship draws nigh. 
With slacken'd sail she feels the tide ; 

" Stand clear the cable !" is the cry — 
The anchor's gone, we safely ride. 

The watch is set, and through the nighty 

We hear the seaman with delight, 
trodaim— "All's well.*^ 



FRIEND OF MY SOUL. 

(T. Moore.) 

Friend of my soul, this goblet sip« 

'Twill chase the pensive tear ; 
*Tis not so sweet as woman's lip. 
But, oh ! 'tis more sincere. 

Like her delusive beam 
'Twill steal away thy mind ; 
But, like affection's dream. 
It leaves no sting behind. 

Come, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade« 

These flowers were culled at noon ; 
Like woman's love, the rose will fade. 
But, ah! not half so soon! 

But, though the flower's decayeo* 
Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love's betrayed. 
The heart can bloom no mot«. 
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"■wi be n;)^d aal for ica once man. 
Bqi ibt puppic. «i diey pan, 
CotbngnpiheiriqnmtinK-el»M, 
'™ ran do-n ifni old rommodo™ i 

That*) the old commodoH— 
_ The rum old mrnmodore— 
^(o..,old™mmodo«!-H.!- 

Why the bullEU ud Ihe lout 
- H.ve u, knockfd hi, hull .boat. 
J^ U1\ Mv« mon be St for ««. 
"7 «" 1 in dinnu, like ■ ,hLp wuUc-)ogg'A, 
,"«»uiw-r,peiih»nd, op«nD«- 
t^ tj my ™-- "Id m.y 1 b* S,>gjrd 
"" llf donor ( ■ un of a w— *, 

While I'm •willo.Liu hit >lopi 
_ How nimble tn hli cIidm, 
■^ que-rini iht old commodo™. 
A bad cue, commodore— 

■^-llau". ^^™^, .j^ht; 
For the bnllru and the jonl 
Hai-e » knocked your hull aboot, 
JW Jimll never more be lit for wa. 
♦lu, BO niDR to be afloat T blood and fury ! th. j 
I a I 



At to death, ii'* all 
Sailor, li.e in fire . 

The Kim old com 
The Toii)!h old CO 



kely lo ht. 



THE GYPSEY'S HOME. 

(Gem.) 

WE irbo Ihe wide >orld make our bom; , 

The bairen heath our cheerful bi.l ; 

But merrily, O! merrily, O' 
Through the world of care «e go 
Love, ihat a palace left in tear*. 

Flew to our hooneleM feast of mitih ; 
For here, unfettered, lieauty cheera, 
The heaven aloae Lhit'i found on earth. 
Then merrily. O! 4c. 

A PLAGUE UPON PARSONS AND 
PREACHERS. 
A PLAGDE upaQ panoiK and preuhers. 

And all thu palavering thow. 
For what, in 'od'i name, can the* teach ua. 
But what ■■ ■ ' 



i* but little sLi 



In gla» 

Why we r 
Then di 



Let your eyes and vour a 

'e alfmay he buried to-m 

So let ui be happy to-o'[ 

Let hale loverl lire upon ki<vi 

And ligb (hat their fair one'i 

If they have a mind for inch bl 

Let ihem feait on the bliuei 

why 



And fold the iwei 
So I mind nothi 
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Can rimt siinne, which I bury my wws in. 
Me the font or the 'semblance of tin T 

T^Hiile I doat on the glances of Nancy, 
No ruWs or logic I prize ; 

It 'tis wisdom to reign in m^ fancy, 
I fancy I ne'er shall be wim. 

Then drink away* &c. 

It 'tis crime to communicr pleasure. 

Or shockint; to propa^r .« biiw, 
I hen we've all of us sinned without measure. 

For we all have been guilty of this. 
B*it while those we love warmly love ni. 

Sectarians may stay their debates. 
We feel there's a heaven above us. 

And trust to its mercy our fates. 

Then drink away^ 'ftc. 



r 



THE SOLDIER TIRED. 

(Ame.) 

The soldier tired of war's alarms. 
Forswears the clang of hostile arms. 

And scorns the spear and shield; 
But if the brazen trumpet sound. 
He bums with conquest to be crowned. 

And dares again the field. 



THE PARENT OAK. 

(Arnold.) 

The parent oak hi!^ stately head 

Mnjfstic in the forest rears ; 
Lord of the woods, his branches spread. 

Proud monarch of a thousand years. 

Secure boneath his sheltering fotm. 
The tender saplings ronud are fast ; 

For thfm he b-avcs the summer storm. 
For them defies the wintry blast. 

And now in ttirn the debt they pay. 

And guard him from the tempests rage ; 

And, as his hoary arms decay. 
Surround and prop his falhng age. 



WILL WATCH, THE BOLD SMUGGLER. 

(Cory.) 

TWAS one mom -vhen the wind from the north- 
ward \J^e^ keenly. 
While sullentv roared rh** big wares of the main, 
A fan.nd smuggler. Will Watch, kissed his Sue, 
I hen, serenely 
Took helm, snd to sea boldly steered out again. 

Will had proraiseci hi« Sue that this trip, if well 
ended, 
Should coil up his hopes, and he'd anchor on 
s!»ore ; 
When his pockets were lined, why his life should 
be mended. 
The laws he had broken, he'd never break more. 

His sea-boat was trim, made her port, took her 
lading, 
Then Willstood for home, reached her offing, and 
cried. 
This night, if I've luck, furis the sails of my 
trading. 
In dock I can lay, serve a friend, too, liesidc. 

Will lay-to till the night came on darksome and 
dreary. 

To crowd ev'ry tail then he piped up each hand ; 
But a signal soon spied, 'twas a prospect uncheery, 

A signal that warned him to bear from the land. 



The Philistines are out, cries Wil!, well, take 
heed on't. 
Attacked, who's the man that will flinch from 
his gun ; 
Should my head be blown off, I shall ne'er fee . 
the need on't. 
Well figh: while we can, when we can't, boys 
well run. 

Through the haze of the night, a br^t flash now 
appearing. 
Oh ! no! cries Will Watch, the Philistines bear 
down, 
Bear-a-han t, my tight lads, e'er we think aboat 
sheering. 
One broadside pour m, should we swim, boys, 
or drown. 

But should I be popp'd off, yon, my mates, left be- 
hind me. 
Regard my last words, see 'em kindly obeyed. 
Let no stone m^rk the spot, and, my hiends, do 
you mind me. 
Near the beach is the grave where Will Waecn 
would be laid. 

Poor Will's yam was spun out — for a ballet next 
minute 
Laid him low on the deck, and he never spoke 
more ; 
His bold crew fought the brig while a shot remained 
in it. 
Then sheered — and Will's hulk to hts Susan they 
bore. 

In the dead of the night his last wish was com- 
plied >vith. 
To few known hi« grave, and to few known his 
end, 
H^ was borne to the earth by the crew that he died 
with. 
He'd the tears of his Susan, the prayers of emck 
friend ; 

Near his grave dash the billows, the winds lomfly 
bellow. 
Yon ash struck with lightning points out the cold 
be.l 
Where Will Watch, the bold smuggler, that fiameu 
lawless fellow. 
Once feared, now forgot, sleeps in {>eace wiOi 
the dead. 



BUNDLE OF LATIN PROVERBS. 

Attend all, I pray, to the words I've to say. 

In tablet of mem'ry insert 'em ; 
Rich wines do us raise to the honour c^ bays^ 

Quem non fecere duertum, 

Tol de rol^ ^c 

Of all the brisk juice the gods can produce. 

Good claret preferred is before 'em, 
'Tin claret that straight happy mortals create, 

MarM, Bacchutp ApoUo, virorum. 

Tol de roU && 

We abandon all ale, and be«>r that is stale, 

Rom iolis, and damnable hum ; 
But sparkling bright red shall raise up it's head 

Above onme quod exit in urn. 

Tol de rol, &e 

This, this is the wine, which in former time 
Each wise one, of men they call magi. 

Was wont to carouse in a chaplet of boughs, 
Rer^ibaHi gub ieffnUnefagi. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Let the hop be their bane, let the rope be theii 
shame, 
I^et the goui and the eholic still pine Voa. 



I 



trNIVEUSAL SOTiQblEK, 4IR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



61 



Thai offer to shrink in takii«^ their dntkk, 
S§m Or tJKvm <wx La tii m m . 

Tolderol. &c. 

Let th« ^aM fiy about till the bottle is ontj 
Let each do tn each as he's done to, 

ATAont those that hiu; th' abominable jog 
Amonpt OS heterocnim ttmto* 

Tol de roly &c. 

Iliefe's BO such disease as he that doth please 
His palate with beer, for beer for to shame us \ 

Tis claret that brings Madam Fancy her wings. 
And sajs iitm wujora canamm, 

Tol de rol, &c. 

An thoa weak, ait thou lame, dost thou sigh 
after fame. 
Can for wine and thou quickly shall have it ; 
k win make the lame rise, it will make the fool wise. 
Cm mm nalura negamt, 

Tol de rol, &c. 

The more wine in my brain, the more merry my vein. 
And this to me wisdom and bliss is ; 

For him that's too wise I greatly despise, 
JTeeHR tnmfertm Ulj/tam I 

Tol de rol, &c. 



MARY, I BELIEVED THEE TRUE. 
Air—" GoBa Ifator.*'— <T. Moore.) 

Mart, I believed thee true. 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 
Rot now I mourn that e*er I knew 

A giri so fair and so deceiving. 
Few have ever loved like me ; 

Oh '. I have loved thee too sincerely ! 
And few have e'er deceived like thee, 

Alas ! deceived me too severely. 

Fare thee well ! vet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt diee ; 
Who now wotdd rather trust that smile. 

And die with thee than live without thee. 
Fare thee well! I'll think on thee. 

Thou leav'st me many a bitter token ; 
For see, distra^ing woman, see 

My peace is gone, my heart is broken. 



QUITE POLITELY. 

When int in Lonnun I arriv'd. 

On a viiit, on a visit. 
When foA in Lnnnun I arriv'd, 

'Midst heavv rain and thunder. 
There I espy'd a lass in green, 
Ihe hooniest lass that eyes e'er seen ; 
Fd often heard of beauts queen, 
TStnka I, by gum, I've found her. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

She sUMid stock stil, I did the same, 

Garing on her, garing on her. 
She stood stock still, I did the same. 

We both looked mighty simple \ 
Her cheeks were like the blushing rose, 
Wkirh on the hedge neglected blows. 
Her eves were black as any sloes. 
And nigh her mouth a dimple. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Xadam, says I, and made a bow. 

Scraping to her, scraping to her, 
Wsdaan, says I, aiui made a bow, 

I qoite forgot the weather ; 
ifyov win me permission give, 
I'D lee yoa home, where'er you live. 
With tint she took me by ti>e sleeve. 
And fltf we tmdg'd together. 

Tol de rol, &c. 



A pratty wild-goose-chase we had, 

Up and down, sirs, in and out, sin 
A jpntty wild-goose-chase we had. 
The cobbW stones so gall'd me , 
At length we came unto a door. 
Where twenty lasses, aye, or more. 
Came out :o have a bit galore. 
At bumpkin, as they call'd me. 

Tol de rol, Ac* 

Walk in, kind sir, says she to me. 

Quite politely, quite politely. 
Walk in, kind sir, says she to me. 

Poor lad, ihey cried, he's undone 
Walk in, kind sir, — not so, says I, 
For I've got other fish to fry ; 
I've seen you home, so now good bye, 
I'se Yorkshire, thougn in Lunnun. 

Tol de rol, &c 

My pockets soon I rummag'd o'er. 

Cautious ever, cauUotu ever. 
My Dockets soon I rummag'd o'er, 
Wiaw"^ I a diamonJ ring found ; 
For I had this precaution took. 
To stick in each a small fish-hook. 
In groping for my pocket-booa, 
'Hie hook it stript her finger. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Three weeks I've been in Lunnun town. 

Living idle, living idle. 
Three weeks I've been in Ltmnun town, 

'Tis time to strike to work, sur* ; 
I sold the ring, and got the brass, 
I did not play the silly ass. 
It will do to toast the Lunnun lass. 
When I get back to Yorkshir«>.. 

T(/l de fvi, 4c. 



THE COUNTRY CLUB. 

(Dibdin.) 

Kow we're all met here together. 
In spite of wind and weather. 

To moisten well our clay ; 
Before we think of jogging. 
Let's take a cheerful nogging ; 

Where's the waiter? — ring away! — 
Where's the glees and the catches, 
Tne tobacco-pipes and matches. 

And plenty of brown stout? 
Yet the glasses ere we start 'em. 
Let's proceed, secundem artem. 

Let the clerk all the names read out. 

Spoken.] Gentlemen of the Quizrical Society 
please to answer to your names. — Farmer Scrog- 
gins ? Why I be here. — Doctor Horselcach ? Here. 
—Parson Paunch? Here.—Taylor Tit? Here.— 
fSohe goes on for tiboui twenty.) At last — you're 
nere — are you all assembled ? All, sll, all, all. 

So, here's to you, Mr. Wiggins, 
Here's to you. Master Higgins, 
So put the beer about. 

Come, tell us what the news is, 
A^'ho wins and who loses. 

Of the times, what do people say ? 
Hard, hard the landlord racks us. 
Then we've such a load of taxes ; 

Indeed ! well, and how goes the hay T 
Why, now there's Mr. Wiseman, 
He tells the exciseman 

The cause of all this pother and ront- 
Order ! order and sobriety 
Are the rules of this society. 

Let the secretary read them out. 

Spoken.] Evexy member of this sociei> vS>«\ 
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ipiHt hii lii|uor in )i^ nslghboui'* {Hcket ahull far 
(i-ii ad.— Every mambft oi ihit •odpiy ih»t lingc 
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lotfui be » •hilline. 
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And I wainil il 



iiioo. — B'y* rhink m! 

Why. tl>rD. U>c*'it 

Anil DOW iKe p-iwni liquor 
Kill even «p»[» Uw viciif. 

Rut to nil ibFltnoddlw mwii 
While »inong ihi* HI Of quoef 
All mlkrii anil on hiotrrn. 

Each hi> fivnuril* wIf reon: 
The loldier Ulki of bailie, 
Tlje graiier kIU hii eatik, 

CoDrfnalJaa U pravokn ; 
Till die juice of the barrel 

WbUe ili« eonpuiy'' '■>" "^ 



unneighboiulT Ibing oI you; ti 
wire »nj liicli Rraat ihingt, bi 
•lich ad eipeme.— Why, yuu 
killeil liflaen with yout own hn 
UiikU! D'ye bear ihii', bmd 

'"an''MT "'■■"'*'' 



■ body 1 
,ei."by" 



■ve hi huudndi. Powder my whii 
. . ^ w bafiwr. Come, come, gentleineti 
«j» the bellows-makw. no htwiei. Lei me en 
horJ yon lo teinpemaee, lay* llie panon, AmeD 
niyt the cterll. Thal'i right, uyi the unJeFlnker, 

iavaThe^dlet, I like lo aee hinnony it. 
O'ye, lhoHjh!~\ou like lo we horaionv re«i 



LOVE AND WHISKY. 

Love and whiikj boih 

Rejoie* an honeei fellow ; 
[tnripe Joyt of life. 

Both llie head and be.n 

Sei in pklpitatioD -, 
Piom both rvt ortau rounil 

Love and «hi«liy'i jnvs 
Iffl III gaily "twin 'em 



We curH the cwhwlEil em 
Allit.e-iarmifar>«ear, 

TheB take aaoihtr lup. lir. 
Love a-id vhiiky can 

Tu any Ihing pennade na, 
ria Dlhrf pover ve fn^r, 

Thtt war un invade lu, 



They'll find our ladi u fr 
By none (an lie hMuM, 
Kicrptinf love and ilutk 




.. lary lot ia Ihioe! 
To pull the iham (hy bnm to braid, 
A nd prcc* the me for wine. 

A (eMhrrof the bine. 
A doublet of the Lincoln Kreen,- 
No mote of me yon 



Horn 



Mylo 



The roie ii bud^ng lain ; 
Bui ,he ihall hlDam in winter ntow. 

Ere wc i"" meet apiiii.*— 
Hf turn-d hit charier n ha «|Hlta, 

I'pnnih.- river »hnf»-, 
Hr c>ive hii hridlv-Kiiu ( (bake. 



VAKBTHIfe WKLL. 

(Byron,) 
Pari thee well, and iJ 




THB ADVANTAGE OF TOPIKO. 

(Dibdin.) 



loighbour* pdnioD of uxmblt. 

-. adoiitt of duMlion 

mteiidilf of Aequo 



»■:'■ twice 



Whenyu'j lake the picas 

Aiid if our live, by Ihii . 

Hu'a twice hii neighhoui'i portiua of pUaaur*, 
Thro all get drunk if yon vith M be happy, 
To ihun pleuun that CDuita yoa la Miip 

Drink away, you'll be Bobly repaid for yoarlali 
Wliy "'"ill n>»^' yn " li"??? •«•>" a. yf - - 

8up^™e while vour racking yo.ir pi. m.t 
Vou ve not cath enough to pay the waite 
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Then if to do good yon receive satisfaction. 
How channing to t^nk that for every kind action, 
9f ooaferring two jroall have the employment. 
And can any man show me a sweeter enjoyment ? 

Then all get oruuk, &c. 

Since friendship's so rare and so bright a jewel. 
To the fire of life that kindly adds ^lel ; 
With wine make your clay so moist and so supple. 
Instead of one friend, why youll meet with a couple. 
Then when yon come home with drink in your 

nappers/ 
How sweet of two wives to'hear the clappers ! 
B«t that woold be covetous, out of season. 
For one wife at a time is enough, in all reason. 

Then all get drunk, &c. 

ThoB were the world drunk 'twould double their 

pleaunre. 
The drunken miser would double his treasure, 
A dty feast would have double the covers. 
And ladies would double the list of their lovers ; 
With two sparks would Miss be to Scotland eloping, 
FavsoBS fiiul two tithe-pigs, could we catch them a 

toping; 
Use drunkard two bowls, as he's drinking and roar- 
ing; 
And if yon were all drunk you'd my song be en- 

coring* 

Then all get drunk, &c. 



THE TYROLESE SONG OF LIBERTY. 

(Moore.) 

Mekrily every bosom boundeth. 

Merrily, oh ! merrily, on ; 
Where the song of freedom soundeth. 
Merrily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 
There the warrior's arms shed more splendour. 
There the maiden's charms shine more tender. 
Every joy the land surroundeth. 

Merrily, oh! merrily, oh! 

Wearily every bosom pineth. 

Wearily, oh I wearily, oh ! 
Where the band of slavery twineth. 
Wearily, oh! wearily, oh ! 
There the warrior's dart hath no fleetness, 
rherr the maiden's heart hath no sweetness. 
Every flower of life declineth. 

Wearily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 

Cheerily then from hill to valley. 

Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh! 
Like your native fountain sally. 

Cheerily, oh ! cheerily oh ! 
ff a glorions death won by bravery 
Sweeter be than breath sighed in slavery, 
Ronnd the flag of freedom rally. 

Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 



^^^^^^^^ 



AMO, AMAS. 

(O'Keefc.) 

A MO, amas, 
I love a lass. 
At a cedar tall and slender ; 
tlfith cowslip's grace 
In her nominative case. 
And she's of the feminine gender. 
Ronm coram. 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum scaium, 
Ilivo! 
Tsf fag, merry derry, perriwig and hat-band. 
Hie Imc horum genitivo ! 

Can I decline 
A nymph divine? 



Her voice as a flute is dulds. 

Her oculus bright. 

Her manus white. 
And soft when I tacto her pulse is. 

Rorum coram, hit, 

O, howbella 

Is my puella ! 
Ill kiss secnla seculorum ; 

If I have luck, sir. 

She's my uxor, 
O dies benedictorum ! 

Roritm coram, &c. 

THE IRISH DUEL. 
Air—" Oup chow, ehetry c*ew."— (T. Dibdin.) 

Potatoes grow in Limerick, and beef at Bally- 
more, 

And butter-milk is beautiful, but that you knew 
before. 

And Irishmen lov«>i pretty girls, but none could 
love more true 

Than litUe Paddy Whackmacrack lov'd Kate 
O'Donaghoo. 

Now Katty was as neat a lass as ever tripped the 

sod. 
And Paddy bore with equal grace the musket or 

the hod ; 
With trowel and with bayonet by turns the hero 

chose 
To build up houses for his Ariends, ^nd then to 

charge his foes. 

When eenUe people fall in love, love's never at a 

lOiS 

To find some ugly customers their happiness to 
cross; 

And Padd^ found no litUe trouble from a rival 
swam. 

Who kept the Cat and Cucumber in Cauliflower- 
lane. 

This youth was named Mackirkencroft, a very 

dapper elf. 
Whose clothes they fitted neatly, for he made them 

all himself ; 
A tailor blade he was by trade, of natty boys the 

broth. 
Because he always cut his coat according to bis 

cloth. 

But Paddy knew the feelings of a gentleman it 

hurts 
To find another ungentcely sticking in his skirts. 
So sent a challenge without fear, for though he 

wasn't rich. 
He call'd himself a gentleman, and still behaved 

as tick, 

Makirty, too, good manners had, for he, as it 

appears. 
To Paddy wrote for leave that he might cut off 

both his ears ; 
Says Pat to that, in style polite, as you may well 

suppose, 
" My ears you're very welcome to, but first I'D 

pull your nose.' 

Then when and where were settled fair, when Pat, 

as bold as brass. 
Cried, " You know whpt we fight about ?"-t 

Makirty cried, " Alas ." 
And then in haste, and not to waste such vrif 

precious time. 
One primed without a loading, t'other loade 

without prime. 

Then back to back they stood, good lack, to me» 

sure yards a score, 
Mackirkencroft such hon 

before ; 




They arc ill oi Ihcm «ul>ing to jouf ncy in Fnad 
I've uitcd IhoM plcunrca ud oov I Uion dieM 



.ow Ihat oM a»j »( 

a mv head thai Td go and li 
!» fonign swhli u tie pcod 

were ■Iwiiji ulkiug sbaui. la I bniheml njdjf 

Inri lUDIllFr out ol 1 Ijjtle Teldy rhiaa. ^ 

-n.i-n rlg«'J nwHcIf qui •'\^it > new >uii of dotM 

Ttiinki 1, ifll luou kuow ■ bit bow the ««l 
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Wben at Dcrtt arrived. Lord how I did stare. 

To see rhe white cli& so high. 
They looked jon as if they supported the air. 

Or would fall on the town by and by ; 
So down throoEb the streets to the harbour I trips. 

Where soch lots of people stood round » 
All faring at passengers, coaches, and ships. 

And they cnockled at me. 111 be bound. 

Spoken.] For I was rather scared and frightful 
like, first gettii^ into the ship you see, but when 
abe began to move out upon the sea, she kicked, 
and rolled, and toosed, and tumbled about just 
lika mad. 

I fdt in mj gisard such growling and grumbling. 
Like one tipsy, I kept on reeling and tumbling : 
TUa tiavelling by water I found was no jest, 
Yec d — n it, winks I, I'm as safe as the rest. 

Iliia ahip had great wings which they spread up, 
by gotea. 
Like table-cloths hung up to dry. 
With a rare right of cords they were tied to some 
^es, ^ 

So she bundled us through wet and diy. 
Hunks I, should I make ducks and drakes of my 
pelf. 
While in France, how unlucky for me. 
Yet sorely Tm ht to take care of myself. 
While these outlandish sights I just see. 

Spoken.] Well, thinks I, as my time is short, 
mad I want to have a look at Paris, 1 had better 
•eek ontthe best and most speedy method of gettinc 
, so I bundled into a waiggon along with 
more gemmen that were going the same way, 
among them was a fiddler, a ballad-singer, a 
in, and a conjuror — I kept them alive too with 
gin and brandy, and they kept all on with their 



J, tricks, muric, and tales by the score, 
I ne'er passed my time half so merry before, 
TUl at length this grand town they said was in 

view. 
And fight glad was I when I found it was true. 

WhcB arrived at this place, there was such noise 
and clatter, 
I wxff flurried and worried quite ; 
Says tbe footman. 111 take care nought shall be 

the matter — 
Saw I thought him vastly polite ; 
So then he advised how to escape danger. 

To a cook-shop we toddled together. 
Where the best 'commodation was made for a 
stranger. 
To keep him from thieves and the weather. 

Spoken.] Well, this seemed all right enough, 
ve had a good tuck out of eating and drinking, and 
when they showed us up to bed, indeed I thoueht 
they were ^ing to show us up into another 
wond, for It was as far up stairs as it is up 
imo oar church-steeple — I slept pretty sound all 
night, except once or twice I were disturbed by 
the marching and bustle of a rpgiment of fleas and 
bi^, but in the morning, when 1 waked, I found the 
footman had mizzled with my watch, money, and 
Sunday-clothes. Oh, Lord' oh, dear! I did not 
kwnr whether I was dead or alive. 

I very soon then for assistance did call. 
Bat they minded me no more than notliing at all ; 
And when they found out Twas not worth a sous. 
The FrenchificNi dogs kicked me out of the house. 

Misfortunes I found began to stare in ray face. 
Thus niiked. Lord, what could I do f 

To be povertv struck in thin French foreign place. 
It no joke 1 can assure yuu. 



As I ran through the streets how the people did 
stare. 
They ftx>m every corner did start ; 
They'd have miKcfer'd me quite, the d — n'd thieves 
I declare. 
But an Englishman he took my part. 

Spoken.] Yes, the ugly devils came all rouna 
me like a pack of hungry dogs at a fox-chase, ana 
looked as if they would eat me up at one meal, 
without salt. Oh, what a pickle I was in ! Well, 
thinks I, I've rambled abroad for something this 
time, for I do believe it's all up with me now ; 1 
am a dead man, as sure as fishermen catch macka- 
rel ; and, just as I began a saying my prayers, up 
come an English sailor, and begun a blustering and 
bullying them all into shame, and they all sneaked 
away as sheepish as a man with two drives ; and 
the sailor made I go along with him ; and alter I 
told him my sad story, he said he nvould riz me 
out and tow me safe home, and so he did — Ijord, 
1 didn't know how to thank him. I swore I'd ne- 
ver leave roast beef and plufn-pudding for stewed 
frogs and fricasees aga^-«-so, when I got safe home 
once more, I said I were served just right for being 
such a fool as to go abroad and spend what I ought 
to have done some good with at home, — to be sure 
I came home as fasliionable as many other visitors, 
with ^n empty stomach and pockets, other folk»* 
clothes on, and lantern face. 

Thank my stars I'm safe back, I for irificc doi.^c 

mind, 
I hope my misfortunes are all left behind ; 
Thci.'e's one thing now left that will set me at ease, 
Tnat's in my humble station if I can but please. 



THE BLOSSOMS OF FREEDOM. 

Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambrosial feast. 

Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffing ; 
Merry Momus among them was sat as a guest, 

(m>mer says the celestials loved laughmg.) 
On each in the synod the humourist droU'd, 

So none could his jokes disapprove ; 
He sung, reparteed, and some smart storieb told. 

At last thu^ began upon Jove. 

' Sire ! Atlas, who long had tlie universe oore. 

Grown grievously tired of late ; 
He says that mankind are much worse than before. 

So he begs to be eased of their weight.' 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas wan hurled. 

From his shoulders commanded the ball. 
Gave his daughter Attraction the charge of the 
world. 

And she hung it up high in her hall. 

Miss, pleased with the present, reviewed the globe 
round. 
To see what each climate was worth. 
Like a di'mond the whole with an atmosphere 
bound. 
And she variously planted the earth ; 
With silver, gold, jewels, she India endowed, 

France and Spain she taught vineyards to roar; 
Which suited each clime on each clime she he- 
stowed. 
And Freedom she found flourished here. 

Four cardinal virtues she left in this isle. 

As euardians to cherish the root ; 
The blossoms of Liberty 'gan then to smile. 

And Englishmen fed on the fruit ; 
Tlius fed and thus bred, from a bounty so rare, 

O preserve it as free as 'twas given ; 
We will, while we've breath, nay, we'll grasp it m 
death. 

Then return it untainted to heaven. 



«^«. *^*^ 



I 



L 



t'NIVEHSAL SONr.STBRi 
DAMON ANl> CEI.I*. 
A ntWM of hope my *aiil terivrt, 

ir v"! mv dcunl Damo'o livu, 

Hakn him, ye godo, your c«re. 
Dupd tboK efooDiy iliikd« o( nighl, 

O HDil tniDc chvcTing uy of light. 
And gmd« me to my lave. 



Each riling fi 

B» etuet upring' 

Hhe linki inli 



THE STORM. 



Sine the itaan of llw hk ; 
Pram nounitini billowi fim in nnwini 






inuiii) with ikle*. 



Hwli; lh«bomU™nh<»n. 


1y bBwling. 




yntd. .wnil- 






DowD your >uy-9Uiilii. 1 








Now d» Up-Hil •h«U 1 




Luff. bon. luff! don-imn 









Now all yOD at hinn> In »f>l:y, 

Sheltitr'd ftom ibr hdwlln; •!< 

Tudng joyi by beiv'n vmichHl 



lilink what [i»r rich mind eUhlil* ', 
Hirdft yrl, il y«i Uowi harder, 
Ke* (eniD die bMUwaiu «IU I 



ail-yard gel. 



Rrvl the miun—»t 

Uandt up — tach piwi 

Man lliG fon-yaiil- 



Nov Ihr dnadful ihundei marinE. 

I>«J on peal, cnnundinic. club-, 
On <mr heads fierce rain faLla pouriii| 

In nur eyes blue li^iningi Huh ; 
One wide iraiei all around u. 

All abovn ua unr hUck Hy , 



The fareinan'i cone ' crwn ev'iy loniiHe oi 
OVr Ihe le<. twelve feel ^eve dfck ; 

A leak heneath the dieit-iree'e ■pnine out 
Call all band( lo clear the wreck. 

U>ii(k the Unyardi em w iKHei — 
C^ime. my liearti, be (tout and hold ; 




O'er die lee-beajn it rhe laud, Iniya — 

Lrt Ihe gniu o'er board be thrown— 

To ihe pump come ev'rj hand, boy»— 



She righU '. the righU '. boyi, wear 

Since kind heav'n hai lav'd unr lin 

™rZ'rcn.i«VaBd^'^vee"°" 
Grsleful hearu now beat in wondar 

Tu bim who Ibu* protoan 
KriihM to real the DiiEhly ihu 
! bunu fonk hit 



Bv'ty V. 



S| 



THE CHAPTER OF KtNOI 

(Collin..) 

TilE Rnmnnt in England (hey once did i 
And thp Saioni IbrV afler tben led the 
And ihey tun'd willi the Danea, till an 
They both ot them lot l» tbe Normin i 
Vet . harriiu all pother, the one 
W^re all of them kiogi in tbmr I 
Little Willy, Ihe Conquerot, Innc dir 
Hut Billy, hii too, by an arrow wa* 
Aud Harry the First wat a ichalat btifl 
JIul Slephy wtii fon'd for hit eniwn In ' 
V«, bv 
Second Hany Plantacenei'* nunc 

Hut Mania Charta we gB.in'd frotQ Joht 
Which Harry iho Third put hi 

Yet.bw 
There wai Teddv the lint like a lipv li 
Bui Ihr Second by rrbtli wat boucht I 
And Teddy the ThiM wat hii iuiJmI*' 
Though hi» grandaon Dicky waaponp'c 

There wu Ham the Poorth a warlike 
And Sam the f ifUi lilie a cock woald 
Tl.o»gh Henry hia ton like a cliiek did 
Wheti Teddy hii t 



Poor Te. 

rLn^H. _ 

Aud Hairy the Eighth 



the Fifth he wi 
IE Dick, whovBiknoek'de 
the Seventh in fame grew 



With Teddy the Si.t 



re had tnmquit 
made lire and fi^xot bla 
Bui Hood Queen Brni wu a glotiou* di 
And bonnie King Jamie from Scullani 
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QcMD Aime wms victorious by land and sea. 
Aid Oeoriy *!»« First did with glory sway. 
And, u Qwru the Second and Third are dead, 
LoBgiifK to the Georgy we have in their stead ; 
And nay his son's sons, to the end of the chapter, 
AD cone to be kix^ in their turn. 

PHRENOLOGY. 

(MaUinson.) 

^'^^l. folks, come to my phrenologic lecturing, 

F.vfry mental faculty I can descry *, 
Briog all your heads with ye — ^I'U silence all con- 
.iecturing, 
Mj in^Mlisceming talents sure none deny. 
For this, good folks, is not a hoax. 

My system orthodox is, O '. 
Jost only now my hand allow 
To leel your knowledge-boxes, O ! 
<)f this bamp or that, which from mental causes 
•veil up so, 
l*n make it clear each bumpkin here its organ 
fthall develope so ! 
^p^, bumps, pates, fates, scullery, medullary, 
Fh^Qotnena, developed are by Doctor Gall. 

Spokes.] " Ladies and shentlemans, I be 
t'onte all de vay from Jarmany for to impart to dc 
^iUh nation de benefit of phrenolo^. Allow 
■>«. w, to feel your head." — '* Well, what do you 
fed?"-" HereS the organ of disinterestedness as 
pifuatompling." — "What, that there bump?" 
-" Yes."—" Well, then, you know a great deal 
*^t it, for I got that by nmning mv head 
^wim. the pole of a hackney-coach in the Mi> 
Mries." 

Come, folks, come, Ste, 

W's ogling now no emotion of the soul implies ; 

Uvater and system, if you'd live, renounce : 
^uboncle, or grog blossom, no devotion to the 
bowl implies, 
Propensity we only see upon the sconce ! 
^* ivelling heart can ne'er impart its feelings by 

the throb alone, 
■^ head that swells much better tells by counting 

^ of the nobs alone ! 
We've aa ultra intellectually organixed nohility. 

Lumps, bumps, &c. 

8K)KI!«.] " Plesh my soul, plesh my soul, 
*« a bornp 1 It is the organ of transportation tor 

»«meen wears."— •• You be d d.* — " As my 

"**« tttti^fthatis a very hitttr remark."—'* Mas- 
^> yon be ulking so much about these here or- 
^. be they any thing lik • the organ which is 
[J*yH at Vauxhall ?"— ♦' No, my good fellow, 
*^ <l>ff»!iencc is this : the organ at Vauxhall is 
I*'*jredby ki»ySr which are flat* and sharps, but 
'^•oi^pns of 'Gall zrejingered bv fiats alone." 

Come, H>lk9. come, &c. 

'^'orial candidates, for suffrages solicitous, 
•Mtut go in shoals, with shaven poles, to poll 
tor votes, 
^^^ matrimonial suitors, to terminate felicitous, 
''o voo sincere, must now appear as bald as 
coots. 
Don't, if you wed, expose your head. 

Think what the jade Delilah did, 
Wlm. m his sleep, to get a peep 
At Sampson's bumps, she slyly did. 
'■^ find, no doubt, the organ out his weakness 

did consist in, 
'^ shaved his head, and then betrayed him to 
the tiicked Philistine. 

Lumps, bumps, &c. 

8^aKE!^.1 «* My near sir, permit my hand one 
'^ — I's pro&imjty to your pericranium. Bless 



me, very strange; I beg to inqiire if yoc vere 
ever uepanned, sir?"—" Never, since my mar- 
riage ; that's the onlv time they ever trepanned 
me, and they won't catch me at that fun again I" 
— " Ah ! I declare, here is the organ of adhesive- 
ness."—" True, doctor, wery true and wery ad- 
hesive ; it's a bit of bees-wax I put there to kt»ep 
my vig on, as the vind is high on Wauxhall- 

bridge.^' 

Come, folks, come, &c. 



THE LOVELY EE?^ OF BONNIE BLUE. 

(Bums.) 

I GA'ed a woeful gate yestreen, 
A gate, I fear. 111 dearly rue : 

I eat my death fra twa sweet een, 
Twas lovely een of bonnie blue. 

Twas not the golden ringlets bright. 
Her lips like roses wet with dew. 

Her heaving bosom lily white. 
It was her een of bonnie blue. 

She talked, she smiled, my heart she wyVd,, 
She charmed my soul, I wist na how ; 

And ay the stound, the deadly wound. 
Cam fra her een i>f bonnie blue. 

But spare to speak, and spare to speed. 
Shell ablens listen to my vow ; 

Should she refas9, 1*11 lay my deead 
To her twa een sae bonnie blue. 



*^^^^*^^ 



POLACCA. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

No more by sorrow chased, my heart 

Shall yield to fell despair ; 
Now joy repels the envenomed dart. 

And conquers every care. 

So in our woods the hunted boar 

On nature's strcnsrth relies \ 
The forest echoes with his roar. 

In turn the hunter flics. 

No more by sorrow, &c. 



BARON DONDER-DRONK-DICKDORF AND 
MISS QUOLTZ. 

Baron Donder-dronk-dickdorf said, one summer's 
day, 
' Though wedlock's a name that revolts. 
Whatever our folks in Westphalia may say, 

I've a great mind to marry Miss Quoltz : 
For of all the dear angels that live near the Weser, 

Miss Quoltz is the stoutest and tallest. 
Though of all German barons, ambitious to pU asc 
her, 
I know I'm the shortest and smallest.' 
Ich mochte gern danxen IValtx, 
Mit der langen iohoewtten Quoitx. 

Soon Donder-dronk-dirkdorf, with amorous phiz, 

On tiptoe imparted his fliitic; 
' Ah, Baron!' Hhe sigh'd. * what a pity it is. 

You are not half so Ion,; as your name.' 
* If names,' said the haron, * were smaller or 
bigger. 
To suit ev'ry size at a pinch. 
Your name, dear Miss Quultz, to keep up to youi 
ligure. 
Would measure six foot and an inch.' 

Jch mochte, &c. 

The wedding-day fix'd, both the parties atrreed 
That the peasants should dance German waltzes , 

4nd drink to the future mix'd long and short breed 
Of the Donder-dronk-dickdorfs and Quoluen. 




I'HIVIillSAL SOM 
rJi, then, on fu 
WliU'i Uiii «ro*d tot!' cri» one of tin 



Awl over llw thimney-nicce 

\ 

: 

Bui ■ bliiclihFELd ihauld br, cuulJ I 

liirad. 
Moliu* »«roro I gnuJ-biunoui ilrew In lilli my 

Aiid wu ucvir cro»-;niir'd, bul when cu 



Nol k word when the guiKi 
■ t hnv* onlj b«pn giving my " 
■ I >hR giving mc ■ Ml ly. 



LIFE'S .A BUMPER. 




Ndi. \&r lilly moruli, put 

L«i diis fmu oith joy be craned. 
Let Thr glee mid catch go round j 
All Ihe iwBcU a( life combiM. • 
Mi.a. .ndmi..ic. love «d »ine. 



Kf-lani. cadrrec. Uinden 
olki till 1 lawVci. and uoie ruLkt a di 
oik* cut ■ njurr, lod tame loUi cut i 

I Sui thiU I'll dtwline, 'ui > out nhave me. 

lUdFrv-i raw, 

I Kume cat oB the B<>»'. in rcvinfe la Iho face 
Look (prctule-Uk , ycl ihould blindneucoui 
Would find no nuM left tu kuni ipecUiclei on 

About playing iheii cud*, *ametiui« kingdom) I 

o tort branch loo far, *e muit lop 'e 



Gallopme dceiiy duo. 
And hell gel a oif.. u l.« u l>e can, 
Wiihaliaily, gaily, 
GiinlM rally. 

Galloping galloiray. draEglr-tal! dnnr) du 
^ nildled hU iiced w fine and »Eay. 

Giillofilnifdintyduni 



T hailv, fct 
a fightii^, anil HI takr a pwp, 
Oiilloplug dirwy iluu ; 



THE OESTINATE DAUGUTEH. ^ 
|,H. C. Sheriilan.) 
dau~hleiyou have ihe'i the pl^eue of youi 



wb«l >i nlanie ii an obaiinue diiighler. 

Wmnglmg and dangling! 

Pluuiiog and pouting - 
what u plague U iin Dbmnule daiighlet. 

HE'3 AYE A K'SSlNG MB. 
NN* mairy onyjnunbut Kanrty o'edhalw; 
' ' ^V domintie, for guid he canna be ; 



For he'l 
r will n. 
Nor yll 



I ha' my Sandy lad, i 



e Ihe ploughman I 

ler; 

>e my Sandy lad, i 



iryei-aU 
I on* peony 



Forh. 



rill nol have the lOlUiic lad, (or he gangi la the 

•ill nut have the lord or laird, fur ■« Uicii 
I I will have my Sandy lad. my Saiuly o'a 
Fot be'i ayo a kissiog, (M. 

MY QAUSTLUT'S DOWN, 

(Kenney.) 
MT ini"»'le''> down, my Dag onfarM 

Whalr'Mmy feitunebe, 
For Ihea, my love, I'd Iwe the i 

O'er youth't be^ldcnng tide^ 



UNIVERSAL SOKGSTKH, 
^W, TBOD RBQAL PURPLE STREAM. 
(O'Kcefa.) 
FLi^vf^ (hen rqal purple ilrcUDr 
I^iuh] b]r the ioUt beam. 
Id mj jemIci BpaitliDg rise, 
Ch«r mj hcut, uid glid mine ejea ; 
Xt brmia Ksceiuii od imncy^i ring, 

While Ilin, 111 lave m; clay; 

Ln mjr thinij lubjecu lajr, 

A iDDuUi hs nigncd, and that irai Hij. 

CAPTAIN WATTLE AND MISS ROB. 
(DibdiD.) 
Did ton e*ei heu of Capuin WaOleT— 
B* >H aU fbr loTF, and ■ Utile br Ihc bottle. 
We kiuw DM, though paiu ve have laken In 

mrnud, n Ihe Thamea act on 



;t'H OP MIRTIl. 



^faa loocitiide, or the philnopbn^i ilone ; 
Or <rbc<hct be nndied froni Bacon or Bojle, 
Coy en iicaa, Locke^'Katerfelto/ or Hovle; 
* BM thbwvbsre lelht/irithgnuUbourandpaiD, 
^alhe loved HlBa Roe, a dihe Invrd hun attain. 

8be bad bol ue eye, and thai waa a piercer. 
WekaMnM, forcenainty, bet educalioa : 
U ahc wrote, mended ilockingi, gi aectled the 

Alacdi, if ahe liked Hbiat, and awabben oc Tola ) 
Or at dinner IotM |bc, or a ttcsk on the coali ^ 
Whether moK of the Sap|iba ihe wat, oi Tha- 

Olif dancin; waataofhl heibyHopkiuorVetCriii 
Bat. Ice your aatiifaction, thisEood tievrflirG obtain, 
rkal *be lored Captain Waide, and be loved her 

Wboi wedded be became lord and maaler, depend 

He b^ bat oac leg, but he'd a fon^at (be end on't, 
WhiiJi of eoveiiuneat when ihe would fain hold 
Ihcbiiille, 

So, like laoat married folki, 'twaa ■ i 
mj diicken" 




THE LIFE OP A JEW. 

(Bryan.,) 

WHtn t wai a Uttle boy. I often was w< II bang'd 

And the people all did tay, I was bom for to bi 

hangd: 
Bat wboevrr did *•> to. youll own be vat a fool. 
Pec dey only aaid thai tiling becaiue I Bed fron 

Spokem.] No, I never liked my Khool. ibe< 
nnled me to learn iirreki and Hebrewi; bui uJ 
I dida't like it. I nerer vent fanhc-r than vul^a 

•ell crery new pook I gat to treat KJichael Aaron'i 



iij^.'i 



She 



1 behi 
■< PlaF. 



veni, hot didnl lice my tnAc. 
I la*'d a little cbatming maid, 
' the bar, all down thei* in 

my heart, when the did ihov 



And, lord, >1 
her face. 

Spdkex.I Y«i oh, abe wai peantiful, una 
aumehow I had >uch a coaiins ray oilh her, Ibut 
•omeliiiu'i I vould dive her a Eiw in the par^ihen 
in the kitchen, and theu^-I knowa where— [ill von 
day ihe wa> takeo very ill, and in three weeks a 
peadle came -ith the great itick, and lold n^e I 
vaaTBQLed-WhD vanla meT tayil. The pretty 

heart, if the didn't vanl to five me a great fat cbild. 
but I vat loo deep, — I had been at the bar-before, 

Tol lol la ral, lie. 
DcD I grew up a man, took Rachael aa my wifp. 
And now we've pretiy babes, the comfort ot my life j 



do your eangoodto ear uf a^^.no.e^ aod .mg. 

Bat now I'm srowti quite rich, I've chink enough 

10 spare. 
And I've a heart Ihat'i good— though Chriitian 

To dry affliction'! tear I alwavi mean to try, 
111 give the hungry food, and drink uolo the dry. 
Spoken.] Ay, to be lure I will ; for when *« 
have plenty, we ihould let the world know it by 

Chri<t>«» ii the eame to me U an bnneit Jew ; I,., 
ii they are both hungry, von can eat at veil ai ihr 
other ; thmfort I ulwayn mean to do unto otheia 
u 1 would be done by: then I thai) be able u. 



THE CORINTHIAN'S D1AR\ 

(Greenwood.) 
Sunday got Boored io groegy plifbi. 
Pciter'd b^ naufea, n'ervei not right, 

A dish of Mocha, 'cho'vy loatt, 

Remov'd the >pa<m<, increai'd attrition j 
So ttarted, when I'd ikinm'd the Pott, 

To Tailerull'i, in high condition. 
Tueiday got clean'd at Rouge et Noil, 

And done quite brown, was forc'd to loddia. 
So then I vow'd to play no more, 

Le>t like a lame duck I ihould waddle. 
Wednesday icacrtrd, coned each iiar. 

Swore never more a card 10 handle ; 

And palroniz'd Cribh. Neat, and Randall 
Thursday bowi'd down to Ascot Heath, 










)rt. Mt'SEl'M OP MIRTH. 

Hi not mine eve ihj buDi; loTMj 
Mine c>r itiy tiinefal \b'— • 



Thy (and couSding hrvaii. 



" WI.I 



FRANKV DEAR. 

(T. Dibdm.) 

n Pfalh I lAuU mlm riM 



Oh, lake [hit bottle, my Fnnky dr 
T-ill chMr your ■oul with red port w 

TMie il, lov., whilr yon " 
But if tliy lepi, fiiUt-b«in 

Out .t m, door thDll glurtly .ld[, ; 
Oh then thy Dolly iroiind >hsll huv" 

Aod potHQii eiLch drop that bHthri 
will the fo 



WheolhyU 
Tkke thii CDRt 

Up"Ll d' « 



.f thy ». 



battle I 



thin toboccD-jnpe. 

id ndiea, my Ffiwky« 



LOVELV WINNBY, 
(Upton.) 
p MoBQAN WW K CwnbrisB boy. 
And drove hii eosu o'er hilll tnd 
' . he uag the lonj of ' 



enedw 






nh! froi 



cy »us;hl his eya, 
m the limple niniwy 



I loftl hur heut to lovely Wtnney* 



hepberd hea 






inTnl Winnfy blmhed, toA h 
Nor knew for why ihe Cumr 

(ChrMi Lhuti the love-Uncht peuanl i 
Anil will hnr be Ap Mnr)(iin'i hrid 

rhr C«inl)iUo girl nude bo renly, 



tan, hur h>». of Winney — 



Ap Morgan'* got the tea 



OS BY THE SPFR OF VALOUB GOADED. 

On by the ^purof valour foiidcd, 
Piiloti primed, ■nd curbinei landed. 

roiiran itriket im hcirU of ilrel. 
\' hjle each ipark through the dark gloom 0/ 

ninhl, 
l.^-nd% ■ tiear «nd ■ cheering liRht, 






Jifeel. 




UlfrVERSAL SO>iGST£R, OR, MUSEUM OP MIRTH. 



Like terpenU nom through thickets creeping, 

liken on our pxey like lions leaping ; 

CaWette, to tne onset lead us. 

Let the weary traveller dread ui. 

Struck with terror and amaze. 

While our swords with lightning blaze ; 

ITiunder to our carbines roaring. 

Bursting clouds, in torrents pouring. 

Wash the sanguine dagger's blade. 

Ours a free and roving trade. 

To the onset let's away. 

Valour calls and we obey. 
To the onset, &c. 



NOW PHCEBUS SINKETH. 

(MUton.) 

Kow Phabus sinketh in the west. 

Welcome song and welcome jest, 

Midn^ht shout and revelry. 

Tipsy dance and jollity. 

Braid your locks with rosy twine, 

Dropptng odours, dropping wine. 

Rigour now is gone to bed. 

And Advice with scruplous head. 

Strict Age and sour Severity, 

With their grave saws, in sfumbei lie. 



Never mind, I will not sligit thee ; 
Come to-morrow, I invite thee ; 
Grant to others something pray. 
Look at this, sir, ay, ay, ay ? 

How these stars and flowers adorn me. 
Now what huntsman dares to scorn me ? 
So, you lost the prize to-day, 
80, you miss'd it, ay, ay, ay? 



TUB OUSEL COCK. 
(Shakspeare.) 

The ousel cock, so black of hue^ 

With orange-tawney bill. 
The throstle with his note so true. 

The wren with litUe quill : 
The finch, the sparrow, and the lark. 

The plain song-cuckoo gray. 
Whose note full many a man doth mark. 

And dare not answer nay. 



PLATO'S ADVICE. 

(Pilkington.) 

Says Plato, why should man be vain? 

Since bounteous heaven has made him great. 
Why looketh he with insolent disdain 

0^ those undecked with wealth or state ? 
Can q>lendid robes or beds of down. 

Or costly gems that deck the fair. 
Can all the glories of a crown 

Give healdi, or ease the brow of care ? 



The scrpcied king, the burthened slave. 

The humble, and the haughty, die ; 
The rich, the poor, the base, the brave. 

In dust without distinction lie ! 
Go, search the tombs where monarchs rest. 

Who once the greatest titles bore. 
The wealth and glory they possessed. 

And all the<r honours are no more ! 

So glides the meteor through the sky. 

And spreads along a gilded train ; 
But, when its short-lived beauties die. 

Dissolves to common air again : 
So 'tis with us, my jovial souls! 

Let friendship reign while here we stay ; 
l>t'«» crown our joys with flowing bowls, 

Wlien Jove us calls we must away. 



I WILL NOT HAVE YOU, HARRY. 

No, Harry, no, 1 will not wed. 
Nor am I won by all you've said. 

And, therefore, will not marry ; 
You men are false, yes, all of you. 
And with fine words poor maids subdue. 

But I'll not have you, Harry, 
No, no, no, no, so prithee go, 

r will not have you, Harry. 

You men will tell us this and that. 
And when we listen to your chat. 

Are oft seduced to marry ; 
But yet, you flatter to deceive. 
Then leave poor girls to sigh and grieve, 

So 111 not have you, Harry, 
No, no, no, no, &c. 

Yet should I, should I feel inclined. 
Some future day, to change my mind. 

And, like some others, marry. 
It must be when I've tried your heart. 
Ere I with mine and freedom part, 

80 yet won't have you, Harry, 
No, no, no, no, &c. 



WHY, GOOD PEOPLE, ARE YOU GAZING. 

(Translated, by W. McGregor Logan, from Weber.) 

Why, good poople, are you gazing? 
Whom, eood people, are you praising? 
D.»tf your hati, I'm king lo-day. 
Do you Lear me, ay, ay, ay? 



PAT MURPHY. 

(Coleman.) 

When I was a boy in my father's mud edifice. 

Tender and bare as a pig in a stye. 
Out at the door, as I looked with a steady phiz. 

Who but Pat Murphy, the piper, came by : 
Says Paddy, but few play tnis musician yoti 
play? 
Says I, I can't tell, for I never did try ; 
Then he told me that he had a charm. 

To make the pipe prettily speak. 
Then he squeezed a bag under his arm. 

And sweetly set up a squeak. 
With a far rar lal lai ral lal In, 

Och hone ! how he handled the drone. 
And then such sweet music he blew, 
'Twould have melted the heart of a stone. 

Your pipe, says I, Paddy, so neatly comes over 
me. 
Naked I'll wander wherever it blows. 
And if my father should try to recover me. 
Sure it can't be by describing my clothes. 
The music I hear now gets hold of my ear now. 
And leads me all over the world by the nose. 
So I fnllow'd his bag-pipe so sweet. 
And sung, as I leaped like a frog. 
Adieu to uiy family seat. 

And was presently placed in a bog. 
With a far rul lal lar ral lal lu, &c. 

Full five years I followed him, nothing could sun- 
der us. 
Till he one morning had taken a sup. 
And slid from a bridge in a river juit under us. 

Souse to the bottom, just like a blind pup ; 
I roared out, and bawled out, and ItuUly called 
out. 
Oh' Paddy, my friend, don't you mean tr cuaic 
up? V 

He was dead as Uie nail ix^the door. 
Poor Paddy was laid on the shelf. 
So I rook up ni<» pipes on the shore, 
Aud no-« I've set up lor myseU, 




UNIVERSAL SONGSTBK, 



[AM AND JONATHAN. 
[ W'll.l.uiil ■dJ Jonalhui came In lown IDgethec 

I Haid WiUiun'loJonalhBn, vliit d'ye mfan Id do! 
I Said JoDaUuu u Winism. 1 ciio wU ■ •hoc, 
' Wilh myleMLer, lip-iume, himtncr, nippen, 
•rSEing.»»l, and britllia. 

lo WilUuD, pray, whu la jour 

if Ihiogi far above hii compre- 

Kcmcimi to wcile poeDj, psmpblcu, iDngi, and 

piifft, tte wind to raiH. 
,p gTammar, aynlax. pro- 
lody, and lopc. 
Il chanced lliat ibey loilged In the lame htmie 

logcilier. 

Will itua cId« id h, 

WhilD Jghnoy in th< 

l-norWHlklhegw 

Vilh Iheir leathp 

peggiog-aw' 

I" Whan they hul Ui 

— cnty; 

.ery poor. 



E])ilaphi, epigranu. and putTi 
With hi> L»]n. Gtrel, graj 



otlBthaDlolA 



. in lown fof yeart nearly 
II Jonalhaa bid plenty ; 



fc AbiI clwrly prov'd that leaniio 
good a* leather. 
Sing ICBlher, iaptone. hamiD' 
ging-awl. Bad briallea. 



TWILL BE ALL ONE A HUNDl 
HE>fCE. 
(T. Mowen.) 
Come, bind my liu 



nynipbi fair, 
my b™«i ; 



^ 



X ihall Mill be nna 

Oh, let me kugh out all my apan. 
Va «qund> of love e'er let me feel. 

Bat anch as spring from eyoi and iliapea-, 
A cum on ihoie thni come by tieel. 

I bate all blood but blood of grapn. 
Then fill np high tlie bowl. 

Thai I may drink and laugb al foola of aenae ; 
Vhal nerd we feat to wont netl yeac. 

■Twill be III one i hundred bencE. 

LIPB 18 DARKENED O'ER WITH WOB. 

Tranilated, by W. M-Gregor Logan, fram Weber.) 



Makea a morial balf diVine : 
Pill, oh It! the cap befon thee, 
Racehut. Baechtu, 1 adora thaa. 




I wish l-d ai g< 

If I'd ptsnty of money aud nnthiog In do ; 
Zuppoae in the paper I caku a luok, 
Why, "tij like all the wot d writitn down in ■ book. 
[Lrvti at a paper.] Heiv'a wanting, and awnled. 

And miitb la be given, and mote to be told. 

Rf.ids.] Hire be pmoni and pnip»n^ pn>- 
lecied— in the flying mercury mail coach, which b* 
overturned twice a week at the corwr Cf Ractle- 
bone-lane^-and every toul on board, except (h« 
puraer — coaurxLttod lo Imrd ]aboui--al a pablie 
dinner, where [he chairman drank— fifteen hoga- 
headi of Landna psrticular Madeira— when he m*a 
fully cnniinitled Jar picking pocketi in onnpany 

Chdoa. 

le property o^ a lady who hw 

agmt prilB, 



Hrre'a law vciiua Ionic, aud billt of Uie p'ay. 
With fa-biouft. and dret, and Martin and [4y; 
Hpre'i dye for the hair, and the wig dub ao ran. 
Selling ofl' at prime coll, and a bint lo Cbe fidf. 

The teamed pig Toby, aod nUiei grwil bona. 

Reads.] To bo aold by anction, a young woaaak 
who lived three veati inner UH place, aiul iawmii- 
ranted lo— go KWO milea in 100 houn— at lanj- 
one ihillingi per chaldron, pool ineuon — fnon 
■he Swan with two Nccka. Lad-lane, whtn~ 
placea for ihe boiea may be taken — uiual way al 

fifteen per cent and no igueniona aiked— N.B. a 

lamp in the parage — and a &nc loued aquara 

wind and j'imb— by Highfly". wit of— MiM Scott; 
baa performed elaewhere — and agtuoea 

,.•.,. II i,e drawn in one -- 

Flying Feather- 



1 in two qua.! 
i-atlheHaia 



U» laahea— the aamc waa aha 
three eighth*, and two siiteco 
bouse before the Lord Mtynr- 

Charloiu-.Hom. 



Beaidaa a fen more unwamauble lies. 

WHEN FIRST LOVE CAME TO DWRM. OX 
EARTH. 
(Monerieff.) 

Wlten llni love came lo dwell on eank. 

A wicked ro^ue wa> he ; 
"Till heaven b»yo sweet marriaee binh. 

That dipped hit winra might be ; 
Wilhmarriagejoin'd, love proved, they mU, 

A aad and conatant ihinc ; 
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When fint lore nufie^ rov*d the eart)i» 

He frkhten'd beauty's doret ; 
But join d with marriage— toon had birth, 

A train of little lores. 
Lore, wild and free, is fahie as well, 

*ns marriage truth must bring ; 
Tlien if youM chime in, sir, with Bell, 

At church give her a ring ! 



^»*»^0^^ 



THEtSRAY-EYED AURORA. 
(Dibdin.) 

^RC gray«eycd Aurora , in saffron array, 

*r«ixt my curtains in vain took a peep ; 
And tlumgh broader and broader still brightened 
the day. 

Nought could wake me, so sound did I sleep. 
4St length, rosy Phcebiu look'd lull in my face. 

Poll and fervent, and nothing would do, 
mi the dogs yelp'd impatient, and longed for a 
chaae. 

And shouting appeared the whole crew. 

Come on, yoics, honejr« ! hark forward, my bojrs. 

There ne'er was so charming a mom ; 
FoUow, fc^ow ! wake. Echo ! to share in our joys. 
Nov the mosic, now Echo, — mark ! mark ! 
Hark! hark! 
Thm silver-mouthed hounds, and the mellow- 
toned horn. 

Fresh as that smiling morning from which they 
drew breath. 
My companions an ranged on the plain ; 
B.e<t with rosy contentment, that's nature's best 
wealth. 
Which monarchs aspire to in vain : 
Now nnrits, like fire, every bosom invade ; 

And now we in order set out ; 
While each neighbouring valley, rock, woodland, 

and glade. 
Re-voileys the air-rending shout. 

Come on, yoics, &c. 

Now Renard's unearthed, and runx fairly in view ; 

Now we've lost him, so subtil v he turns. 
But the scent lies so strong, still we tearless pur- 
sue j 
While each object impatiently bums : 
Hark! Babblfir gives tongue, and Fleet, Driver, 
and Sly : 
The ox now the covert forsakes *, 
Afsin he's in view, let us alter him Ty ; 
Now, now to the livcr he takes. 

Come on, yoics, &c. 

From the river poor Renard can make but one 
posh ; 

No loiijfer so proudly he flies ; 
ITred. jaded, worn out, we are close to his brush. 

And, conquered, like Cxxar, he dies ; 
And now in high gloe to the board we repair. 

Where sat a;* we jovially quaff; 
HU p'»rtion ot merit let every man share, 

Axid promote the couvivial laugh. 

Come on, yoics, &c. 



FRJiF^ MA SON'S SONG. 

Air—" ByJrt, I'U be frer.'*—{B, CliiTke.) 

T<i the science that virtue and art do maintain, 
ly t the ran<e pay her tribute in soft gliding straic ; 
Th*Ki^ myotic p<Tfeciions so fond to display, 
4* lar as allowed to poetical lay ; 
E^rh profession and class of mankind must agree 
rka: m»90iu alone art* rhr mr-n who are free. 

The men who are tree, ^. 



Their origin they with great honour can trar'^ 
From the sons of religion and singular grace , 
Great Hiram and Solomon, virtue to prove. 
Made this 4ie grand secret of Iriendship and love ; 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree 
That masons, of all men, are certainly free. 

Are certainly tree, ike. 

The smart and the beau, tlie coquet and the prude. 
The dull and the comic, the heavy and rude. 
In vain may inquire, then fret, and despise 
An art that s still secret 'gainst all the^ deviso ; 
Each profession and class of mankind must a^reo 
That masons, though secret, are loyal and iree. 

Are loyal and tree, &c. 

Commit it to thousands of different mind, 
And this golden precept you'll certainly dnd. 
Nor interest or terror can make them reveal. 
Without just admittance, what they should conceal ; 
Each profession and class of mankind must agree 
That masons alone are both secret and tree. 

Both secret and iree, &c. 
Fair virtue and friendship, religion and love. 
The motive of this noble science still prove ; 
"fis the lock and the key of the most godly niles. 
And not to be trusted to knaves or to lools. 
Each profession and class ot mankind must agree 
That ancient free-masons are steady and free. 

Are steady and free, &c. 

The Isrlites distinguish'd their friends from their 

foes 
By signs and by characters ; then say why s ould 

those. 
Of vice and unbelief, be permitted to pry 
Into secrets that masons alone should doscrv ? 
Each pro.ession and class oi mankind must agree 
That masons of all men are secret and free. 

Are secret and firee, ice. 
The dunce he imagines that science and art 
Depend on some compact or magical part ! 
Thus men are so stupid to think that the cause 
Of our constitution's against divine laws: 
Each profession and class of mankind must agiee» 
That masons arc jovial, religious, and free. 

Religious and free, Ike, 
Push about the brisk bowl, let it circling pass ; 
Let each chosen brother lay hold ot his glass. 
And drink to the heart that will always conceal. 
And the tongue that our secrets will never reveal i 
Each prole sion and class of mankind must agree 
That die sons ot old Hiram are certain! v free. 

Are certainly tree, &c« 

BANKS OF BONNY DOON. 

( Burns.) 
Ye hanks and braes oi bonny Doon, 

How can ye bloom so fresh and laic? 
HoM' can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae waery fu' o* care? 
Ye'll break my heart, ye little birds, 

That wanton tlirough the flow 'ring thorn, 
Ye mind me of departed joys. 

Departed, never to return. 

Oit have I roam'd by bonny Doon, 

To see the rose and wotxlhine twine. 
Whore ilka bird simg u' its love. 

And fondly sac did 1 o* iniuc, 
Wi* lightsome heart, I pu'd a n)se, 

Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree; 
But my fause love a' stole my rose. 

But, ah! he left the thorn'to me. 

ADDITIONA!.. NOT BY Bt'RKS. 
Ye roses, blaw your hounv blooms. 

And draw the wild birds b\ th»» hum; 
For Luman prninis'd lue a ring, 

Ann ye niann aid me shmvVd \ mownu 



down of dky ]>} Douo yf'te lieu, 
luid-dBV, by the willoH encu, 
■ hi.., I'll .!.»).. ilMituai. 



(Huds™.-) 
Air—- Tlien'i na ImcIi aitiil II-' I 
Thr other oighl I went lo bnd, 

Bui icucely hod laid dswo my hcu 

WhEO luKCd W 1ke«p iwakc. 
Thii dEvil, called Ihs tODtb-uhe, co 



OTt. MrSlviW OF MIRTH. 

MV COTTA&E IX TO OKOl 
Vow winton pil» ocrfuiM Ihe gUa* 
DtQP.ib Ihr winxliiUc'i (ngunl ill 
Each tlii^hctd lelU hi* lom ^ 

uh (wvn u d<Kk viUi n 
iiciip iu the pe«. 



■id 


Dl ught bold of my umnp aod g 
d .w '« ht'il keep Si. «..U. 
Of all llx pKiiu «'» ..ibjwt 
I'r™n..fl..fhtillv.c'™mm 
1 ibink you nil will dwu it Irw 
The liwUi uchf ia iLo worrt. 


■• Old (rioud. : 

*y«l( I lifwd lip 


DU (Ml I'V 

.!> b«d, 

amiokm 

Uf k ;.gl> 
-hdi i.».k 

" Of 


«.d, 

dumb. 


tur 






iivp worn luy rv 
Aul 1 ull'd hi 


Uthepai 


f/e 


wneiime* ihoir light lo 


gld Nick. 



And uke youcwIT awaj. 
You've iiuck tiehl to me through my life, 

Id your pjim I »m no diuitc ; 
Bcaioet, yon kno«t, I ve jol » wife, 

And one plague'i ettuorii at oner." 

6f all Uie psitu. S 
Sa¥« Toolb-Bohc, " 1 knew yoo wheu a boj 

And if yoairanl a gouil employ, 

0*1 nd of me hair you eiio. 
Aiid UiDught mbeii free of mu, t know, 

Voo laugh and joke ai my pain*, 
BuicaayoulauKhnawr »yi I, "Ob, d 

I oevDr will do it again. ' 

Ot all the paina, I 
1 look toy wife't Ba uol pctticoal 

And wrapp'd it round mv hnad. 
PlDo'd il nndernealli my Uitoal. 

t Uien quite under Uie elnthcn did rniep. 

But S1ht> ne'et came in «iew. 
For Mr. Tooth-ache *wa>« Oiai Sleep 



every niK' 

lioui ho'il ; 



To drive away the tooth-adie'a ■ 

The pnllieoal is clever. 
And in in praix I loudly ilogi 




■n fieo from nriU, 
le had glided cb 
■- -' allihoa 

lo cheek' by jowl they joggod alnog. 

Now, on the raad, uy> Dick lo Hell, 

U ihiuga are iitanagi^d fairly. 
In fumr'* well do passing well. 

OdiboUl wellguttlennly i 
We ne'er have quanelled day or uighli 

So, faith, I'm moch iDiaukro, 
If o'er a pair have half ihe right 

To claim the llilch of bacon. 
My dear, «iyi Nell, lo «11 the Sitcb, 

Bo let me now peniude ye ; 
"Twill help to make vou mainly riOi. 



W. ■ 

\, but let the pnn 

■aigbi he taken , 



Tu hU the OiKb of bacon. 
Now eBrh peniiiing, til for tat. 

On their reipeelitFe ca«t. 
Thry fought at tait like dog and ci 

Tbm ihoiE who •Uive (0 gui their 
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Moilala from ihe gloomy (rave. 
Give me freely, ifliile f Uyc, 
tirneroiia wine in plenty gi«. 
Soothing joya my file to cheer, 
Beaaly Lnd, and fiiendi ainnn 
Happy, happy, when I find 




To > Udf fair uul me. 

[ Cum uul f^'i pont R.tty ■ftyXat, 
Aod bnniriih tetn blm to >«. 
a«aa tm tnr Im fnlJcni'd a'lrr. 

[>adn tlw oamr 0. Richmrd Csrr, 
4mJ ho IU]i vhitr limoil> •)>« digira all 
Wall itw DsMy tnuli uul ikr. 



>s.l«ll di 






Sajn W, ■ Vu vluil tin. I.lowi 

•hi Ik*. • I (o»> lot l- ,^rt K 

Wbfli ym frtm^if kiid I ttrvi 

rXonu n* fall n>iDe. 7 fin 
Wkom fvn pmt'd ■»■! xmi u 
■ If kt> Ma> K Bill; Taylor, 



I WbkKidi 



- — - BlllyT.yZ"'"" ' 

Vdh bu Uu oiiB ID bii Wad. 



WILLIAM AND 3U9AN. 

(M. O. Iinru.) 
Wirm (iKfA ID aiiii hii nnivr land, 

Voung William b.dc f.tewdl, ' 
Aa SuHih fimdly Tniru hit hand, 

UecunninlarrMitafdl; 



Now aone Lhne < 

To S..«u.'. («.: 

NoMhink, ho«i 

Diaioiuyour(» 

Siate «e oaa 
Abt en the boai 
A vrry hu«band 



ilfd on WiUiani'a 



Ml aat grown, 

.'i1, Dcit vcek mil pait. 1 



THB WOODLAND HALLO! 

(BIoomlSBld.) 
In our conagv (hat prep* ftmu thig uliru of tli> vMd. 

Yei blvthc ■!« tnv d'vt. fOi nv fuhct 1* ti>vd. 
ADXkindi.D.rl«ntI..nlt^i , 
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They both work together beneath the green shade, 
Poth woodmen, my father and Joe ; 

IVe listened whole hours to the echo tht made 
So much of a laugh or hallo ! 

From my basket at noon they expect their supply. 

And with joy from my threshold I spring ; 
For the woodlands I love, and the oaks waving 
high. 

And echo that sings as I sing. 
Though deep shades delight me, yet love is my 
food. 

As I call the dear name of my Joe ; 
Bis musical shout is the pride of the wood. 

And my heart leaps to hear the hallo ! 

Simple flowers of the grove, little birds live at ease, 

I wish not to wander from you ; 
111 still dwell beneath the deep roar of your trees. 

For I know that my Joe will be true : 
The trill of the robin, tlie coo of the dove, 

4re charms that I'll never forego ; 
But, resting through life on the bosom of love. 

Will remember the woodland hallo ! 



LET THE SPIRIT MOVE THEE. 
(Dibdin.) 

Thou man of fimmcss, turn this way. 
Nor time by absence measure. 

The sportive dance and sprightly lay 
Shall wake thee into pleasure. 

Soite of thy formal outward man, 
Thou'rt gay a<i we shall prove thee ! 

The I cheer thee, laugh away the span. 
And let the spirit move thee. 

Kono hro. m(>ri> just, more true, more fair. 
More upright in their dealings, 

Thun men ut thy pro.ession are. 
But are they without feelings ? 

KVn now I know thy honest heart 
Full sorely doth reprove thee ; 

Be gay, theu, in our joy take part, 
A nd let the spirit move thee. 



THE CARD PARTli*. 

(Dibdin.) 

The board is dressed, come deal away ; 
The trump's a club— come, who's to play T 
Your eldest hand. Miss Griskin, stay ; 

I'll play, sir, in a minute : 
The three of hearts, and four, and five. 
And that's a stop, as I'm alive. 
And now the nine, and then the ten ; 
And that I vow's a stop again ; 

I certainly shall win it : 
The king of trumns, — let's see, what's there ? 

I take up four ; 
And now the knave, — well, I declare. 

That's just ten more ; 
III win the church or lose the steeple. 

Spoken.] Well now, did you ever see any thing 
(ike thi^? Ten upon the knave. Lord, Miss! did 
irou ever know a knave that was not rich? Oh, 
well, if that's the case, 

I'll play the deuce, and that's a stop, 
The tour, and five, and six, that's pop ; 
I'm out. and so pay the people. 

Now let nie try if 1 can win ; 

The trump's a heart, — you're to begin ; 

The four and five, — I can't come in ^ 

Tis really now provoking : 
1 not a sinjile thing can play ; 
I shall have for all my hand to pay : 



Never was any thing so hard, 
I have not even a leading card ; 

Nay, 'tis no time for joking : 
Well, I should like to change my place ; 

I've not played one ; 
Eight cards, and every card an ace. 

Of ill-luck what a rrn, 
I soon shall be a bankrupt I know. 

Spoken.] Well, then, I have not a single cai 
m my hand. Lord, madam ! you have as max 
cards as any body else. How can you joke %i 
Did you ever see such luck in your life? Well, n: 
love, bad luck at cards, good luck in a h>isban4 
Oh ! now you talk of a husband, who did you sa; 
madam, was the happiest couple in the nation ?— 

The king and queen, and that's a stop. 
The ace and deuce, and tray, and pop ; 
I'm out, so hand the rhino. 

Come don't despair, hut try again ; 
The trump's a spade, — the nine and ten ; 
Youll come in soon, — the Lord knows when * 
"Tis now my turn, — the two and three ; 
Well, that's a charming thing for me : 
The four, five, six, and seven, and eight ; 
You 11 be out Quickly at this rate. 

Oh, she deals, sir, with the old one : 
The game's, in spite of all I try. 

So turned about. 
That I can see, with half an eye. 

That to be out 
I never shall be able. 

Spoken.] Well, I had matrimony last time ; 
snail have intrigue next, I suppose. The natun 
consequence, ma'am ; I beg your pardon, but whi 
unfortunate old gentleman was you talking about 

The pope, ma'am, and that's a stop ; 
And now the two, and three, and pop, 
I'm out, and clear the table. 



FORGET ME NOT. 



Air- 



tt 



Ne m'owMiVs jMM."— (Miss Bryant.) 

Long have I loved. 

And loved thee, too, sincere ; 
Time has but proved 

That thou art doubly dear. 
Then, where'er you rove. 

Think on that spot 
Where I dwell with love. 

And forget me not. 

When in thy breast 

Soft pleasure snreads her pc 
By friends caress d. 

In mirth's gay fleeting hour. 
When one more fair 

Superior arts hath got. 
Let mem'ry be dear. 

And forget me not. 

And when Death's cold dart 

Shall fell me to the grave. 
To leave thee, my heart 

Its latest throb must grieve 
But if above 

Spirits power have got. 
Still will I love. 

So, forget me not. 



THE JOLLY, JOLLY OWL 
A glee. 

Or all the birds on bush or tree> 
Commend me to the owl^ 

Since he may best ensample be 
To those tha cap that tiowl ^^ 
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For whfta Lie sun hath left the west. 

He chooses the tree that he loves the bMt, 

And he whoops oat his song, and he laughs at his 



Then, thoogh hours be late, and weather foul. 
Well drink to the health of the jolly, jolly owl. 

The lazk it bat a bumpkin fowl. 

He sleeps in his nest till mom ; 
Bat my blessing upon the jolly owl. 
That all nigm blows his horn : 
Then op with your cup, till you stagger in speech : 
Ard match me this catch, though you swagger and 



A*; 



tin yoa wink, my merry men each. 
For though hours be late, &c. 



I'VE COURTED THE WENCHES. 

Air— '« N4ftkipg m Lifeotm aadden «*."— (Bryant.) 

I've coaited the wenches so witty and pretty. 

Both Agatha, Abigail, Agnes, and all. 
For each I'd a posey, for each I'd a ditty, 
I'm dashed, but I've kissed both the little and 
■mall. 
There was Amy, and Annis, and Anna, and 
Betty, 
And Kitty so plump, but she had but one eye. 
With Barbara, Bertha, and Bridget, and Letty, 
Bat Letty, the hussey, was devilish sly. 

Oh, they are sweet little creatures to tease 
a man. 
Still I would wed the whole sex if I could. 
And if they'll let me, I'll kiss them when- 
e'er I can, 
I'm blowed if I won't, yes, I'm dashed 
but I would. 

There was Caroline, Clara, and Constance, a 
prade she was. 
She blosh'd when I kissed her, and look'd very 
shy; 
She'd cry. Don't you tease me, and tell me how 
rode I was. 
But this her mock-modesty proved all my eye. 
Then Damaris, Deborah, Dinah, would chat away ; 
Dido would smile, and she'd say, with surprise. 
Oh, Lord! I could look on yon, Ra'ab, both 
night and day. 
For, in truth, I must own, you've such beauti- 
ful eyes. 

Oh, they are sweet little creatures, &c. 

Poor Emma was passionate. Faith had the vapours, 

Gillian was vulgar, and Hasar was sad ; 
iodith was bandy, and Love uie cut capers. 

And Lucy I bothered until she was mad. 
There was Mary, and Martha, and Margery, 
jealous; 
Nanny was tame, and poor Patience was wild ; 
There was Rachel and Stella to wed me were 
aealoas. 

Bat before they got married, they each got 

a 

Oh, they are sweet little creatures, &c. 



HE LOVES, AND RIDES AWAY. 

At the Baron of Mowbray's gate was seen 

A page with a courser black ; 
There came out a knight of noble mien. 

And he leap'd on the courser's back ; 
Hi* arms -vere bri^^ht, his heart was light. 

And he snng this merry lay — 
•* How jollily lives a fair young knight ! 

He loves, and rides away." 

A ladv look'd over the castle wall. 
Am she heard the knight thus sing ; 



This lady's tears began then to fall. 
And her hands she beean to ring. 

" And didst thou then thy true love plight^ 
And was it but to betray ? 

Ah ! tarry awhile, my own dear knight ; 
In pity don't ride away." 

The knight of her tears took no heed. 

While 'scornful laugh'd his eye ; 
He gave the spur to his prancing steed — 

" Grood bye, sweetheart, good bye." 
And soon he vanish'd from her sight. 

While she was heard to say, 
" Ah ! ladies, beware of a fair young knight. 

Hell love, and hell ride away." 

MAIDEN, WRAP THY MANTLE ROUND 

THEE. 

(H. K. White.) 

Maiden, wrap thy mantle round thee. 

Cold the rain beats on thy breast ; 
Why should horror's voice astound thee f 
Death can bid the wretched rest. 
All under the tree 
Thy bed may be. 
And thou may'st slumber peacefully. 

Maiden, once gay pleasure knew thee. 
Now thy cheeks are pale and deep ; 
Love has been a felon to thee. 
Yet, poor maiden, do not weep. 
There's rest for thee 
All under the tree. 
Where thou wilt sleep most peacefully. 



GO, FETCH ME A PINT OF WINR 

(Bums.) 

Go» fetch me a pint of wine. 

And fill it in a silver tassie. 
That I may drink, before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie. 
The boat rocks at the pier of Leith, 

Fu' loud the wind blows fra the ferry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I maun leave my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 

The glittering spears are ranked ready 
The shouts of war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 
But its not the roar o' seas or shore 

Wad make me longer wish to tarry ; 
Nor shouts of war that's heard afar. 

It's leaving thee, my bonnie Mary. 



THERE'S NOTHING GOES WRONG WHEN 
THE GROG'S MIXED RIGHT. 

There's L.othing goes wrong when the grog's mixea 

right. 
And I never looks dull when the liquor looks bright, 
Though my head it grows heavy, my heels tney 
go light ; 

And ( likes my humour, 
I likes my humour, 
I likes my humour well, boys. 
Tol ^e rol liddle, 
Tol de rol liddh-, 
Tol de rol liddle le ri do. 

My messmates they like a much soberer plan. 
And thev bids me stand steady, if 1 am a man; 
But I tells 'em they bids me do more than 1 can ; 
And they likes my humour, &c. 

Down in the cellar I makes my bed. 
And on the barrel I lays my head, 
I'he world turns round, and old Davy is lead ^ 
And 1 likes my homoux, ^, 



IBTKR; 
CONCBRT OF 




incen. 111 pnoc it 
For when my prcltv iniiiil I uw, 1 
And coatinued (tilt I hn<l > tecond 
Then I tried, by ev'rj ineiiu. 
And tLouih coon 1 found thi 

few lick. 
She ind her love vera Uke ■ 



Lively u the fiddle, 
Tickling u ihr lule. 

Db ! if> like ill these imtniinr 



Ah! well-i-dsy, 

Such Dulody, 

VduI ind initcum 

Before I wu of the marr 

I <hought love like a coni 

Oh. Lord! oh. Lord! hox cl 



Nat ha 



ipy. ■ 



The devU take me, I tx 



concert. 111 prove it lik< 

^ the houeyiDDOii eipir^d 
id (while mj wife wu e 



Then I Hiej, hy ev-n meaiu, to make her, too. 

And foond wtdlcKk like ■ conceK of music -, 
Vr«, lEutrifnony's like a concert of music. 
IJPOKEN. and acampomtd bg diffcreal ti 



Tis like all thru inauun 
Shocking creatu 
Ev'iy feaian 
Is so stupid ; 

Ah! we?l-a-dly. 
Such melHly. 



rfwful 

>>0» that I'm 

'ffiuny'a Uke i 



D0LCE DOMUM. 

(Heyaolds.) 
pRKr in a vale a collan stond. 

Oft sought by iravdlfen weafv, 
Ind nil il prnrrd the hieal abode 



OR. MUSEUM OF MIRTff. 

For her he'd ehau the niiian:iiio.^MI. 

For her ihe chamois he wi>iilil shoof, 

But evening come, he sotight hia home. 

She hailed Ihr sight, and every nigbl 
The cattagie ruog 



fiat soon, alas* this scene of hlioa 
Was changed to prospects dreary, 
Por irar and hoDour rous'd each 8«>h 
■ ■ Ed-iardleli his Maty. 

leightbe Tuh« 



To hold St. Goihi 
'Gainst Gallia'i 



I, his la 



defeo. 



And hrars the knell 
That bids famw*ll 
To dulce, dulce domum. 

WITH AN HONEST OLD FRIEND. 

(H. Carey.) 

With an honest old ftiend and a merry old —ttf. 



That they must awig jioiler whilst I i 
I envy no tnortal thouffh ever so frei 
Nor scorn I a wretch (at hi> lowly « 



l<p« 


meai 


of .pin 


, no 


poom 


« of pur-. 


'Ihen 


dan 


nbeg^ 




, datin 


tie... 




















db, 












For a 




re wear 


eenv 


ed, th 


h-gh 





ADIEU, MY NATIVE LAND. ADIBUt 



Your fertile 


fields, you. 


BowefTdala*-. 


Delusive hoiH 


canchannnomofB, 


Far from ^ 


e faithlesa m 






ek some foi^ 


u1 home''. 


Unpilied le 


ve my peace 




Adieo. 


my native laM 


Farewell, dear viUaf;., oh 


farewell. 


Soft on the 


gale Ihy m»r 


mor die*. 


1 heat thy so 


mo evening 




Thy spires 


el (lad my a 


chingeyes; 


Tho.igh fteqn 


-nl falb the d 


7c^""' 




rink at fate' 




And think no 


cruel maid 


IhltTe't 


I'll hieaihe 


another sigh 


(orUwe. 



'elaad.tr 
In vain, Ihroogh shades of frowning alglu. 

Mine eyes thy rocky coast eiplan. 
Deep sinks the fiery orh of light, 

I view thy beacons now no mire. 
Rise, Ullowi, tiu! blow, bnUawwind' 

(Nor night, nor aionns. nnr death, I faar). 
Be friendly, bear me heni'e lo find 



Thalp- 



■r whieh fa 



live Ian I, ( 
Till! GOOD OLD DAYS OF AUAM AND V 



tM AND Bra 



LTJIVRRSAI aONGSTKRi OK, JUSEIM OP MIB 



ut» tliE cotuge mill lioga ihnugh tl 

BOLTING THE MOON. 
Air — '■ Thr Bald Dragmm." 
H u aocienl fui. slie golup vffj woi 



F..( ihe 

li 
With bi 



With bit goudi and challeta, nUtFi uid keltlel. 
' - >, (1.9 broom., .od l«<LdHD t jioont, O I 

ao^. ud «bovp1» 



ai tbit ahe cb 



Wlian *he |pit Kithin Lbe prisun-duoi, abo bung'ii 

Ihe jtiler'i sye, 
Fn which he tip'd lici luch ■ whipe, hi knixk't 

Shp luni hi! ihin uid pidl'd hi> w! lii ; 

Sa hr BpUt her head in iwo, 

With bii bud fist, ihnnin bu, bruiw hir. 

8a bU 5<hi famoui mooo-balun, I'd have yoi 

Ihe nioming 
With your goodi and chiUfli, plll<» and kettlci, 
Mn(« and hnwni, and JsiidcD Ipuaai. •», 
JIuL hop thf lwjj£ by Di^bl, 
Wilh youi loos bnioiu. lonn, and ihowl. 

WhMk. fo» d« dow, fte. 



LirrLE BBSS, THE BALLAD SINGER. 

(Arnold.) 
When Gnl a babe npon lh<t knee. 
My iL^Lnf] DKd to gin^ (o me ; 
I Mugbl the accTOU fiom hrr lougu*. 

Cn little Beu, ihe balUd niager. 

Ibey called nui by my infant name. 
And pnuive ai I rove alonj. 
Thu Hill'i ilu bunhen of my niig, 

I'm liOl* Bh*. the ballad liuger. 
TTOUtfh woodi and rillaR scrqca I itrny 
With plaintive «uit and >nleu lay) 
And evcnr pauenger I meal 
With lowly cuiUey thna I Kttt, 

Va little BiM, the bJlad amgei. 



THK TAILOR'S VPIIIICAHON. 
Ail—" ModMi Fif'i Gala." 
TllAT Va hal ihr nialh pan 



For tuiutier, <tt, general, of Iwbb. 

WilliBul me. you kooir very well, au. 
Would look nthei quiiby or «i, 

Tl. mj an malt. Vm c«i a prai (urell. 



Befo 


tS^n 


JwU, on my 
.an kill off hii 

Siilrheldu 


word'. 

m. neediedun. 


Mth 
We' 


wonti., tho-igbbu 
e charged full » mil 
ted. we pay the full 
alBrentlorJ.loo. pu 


y lbe whole UU. 



"■?.?' 



in love 



For if wounded, it oiuBt be <:qufeaied« 
That we leel but Ihe ninih put of pain, u 

To ofTend noor tbal'i here i> mj plan, u. 
But if foea in out wheeli put a tpoke 

Yonll find Ihat i lailor^o man, air. 
Spoken.] Aye. ayr. if ever I'm called < 



To a jonquil did »y. 
(The lun beaming bright in <pVii^ weathar) : 

And*hee<iili' hull an bout, 

lb iiiK jonquil. 






That to her hi> tuch language shoi.ld lue, « 

OwKo'i^'iJ'W.'SM'"'* 
Cried. ' I cannol your offer refiue, air.' 
Of her fatal conKot. 
She toon bad In repent. 

For tn leu ihao a year, 
Thejomiuil, iliielear. 

Lay in of a baehelor'i buiwn '. 

Jonquil had a bT1■t^er, 
Who mudi; a aad pother. 

Crying. -Oht I 



■core ihni 



11 fan 



:•*• . 



or lbe harebell,— a Turk 'mon^t the ladie*. 
Then away did be indfe. 

To n cauliflower judge. 
■ ■ talerelau " 



Thai Uie whole jooquil 
Vere involved in hianiter'B hafd 



fate. 
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Here the grave magistrate^ 
Shook his wig on his pate. 

And TOwed that the fuss he'd soon settle. 
So he ha.'d and hem'd. 
And the hare-bell condemned 

To many a prudish old nettle * 

Now In Blackfriars-road, 

There is seen an abode 
For giris who at t mes have been frisky. 

And 'twas there that he sent 

The jonquil to repent, 
WIm ^ she reveki, ulks slai^;, and drinks whisky. 

MORAL. 

Ye fond maidens, so fair. 

Of that man, ah ! beware. 
Who too warmly on viitue descants. 

For, believe me, 'tis true, 

A good lesson for you. 
May b« learnt from the loves of the plants. 



A POOR LITTLE (QIFSY. 

(G. Colman.) 

A FOOK little pipty I wander forlorn. 

My fortune was told long before I was bom. 



So fnvtones I tell, as forsaken I stray. 
And in search of my lover, I'm lost on my way. 
Spare a halfpenny ? 
Spare a poor little gipsy a halfpenny? 

1 fear from this line you have been a sad man. 
And to harm us poor giris have form'd many a 

plan; 
B«t beware, lest repentance too late cause yon 

pain, 
Aad attend to the leseon I give in my strain. 

Spare a haujpenny, &c. 



^^^^^■^^■^ 



ALL WHEN MY FARM IS TAKEN. 
(G. Colman.) 

Oh ! when mv farm is taken. 
How delightful 'twill be o'er m^ acres to stump ! 
Then III marry a dairy maid, jolly and plump^ 

But she shan't be as fat as my bkcon. 

Ill hire a lout to wield the flail. 

Small beer shall serve the bumpkin ! 
While I, with guxzling home-brew'd ale. 
Grow rounder than a pumpkin. 

1*11 have hogs, dogs, cows, sows, 
Turkejrs, ducks, and barley-mows. 
Harrows, ganders, bullocks, ploughs! — 
And 111 dazzle the country gabies. 
Ill get a bull — 111 get a cart- 
Ill get the Farmer's Guide by heart 
And III get a dozen babies 
Then 111 get my dogs. 111 fat my hogs, 
111 milk my eows. III salt my sows, 
111 run my rigs. 111 stick my pigs, 
111 roast my lambs, I'll mend my dams, 
III whet my knife, 

III kill my sheep, 
111 kiss my wife, 
III go to sleep — 
All when my farm is taken. 

in drink just double each Saturday night, 
Sitting up with my spouse by candle-light. 

For I need not rise early on Sunday : 
Then 111 prate to my lovee, of clover and bams. 
While the dear little childrens' stockings she dams. 

That must go to the wash on Monday. 
On Sunday to church — Beef and puddmg at one — 
Then, the eveniiis to spend, 
111 c«9t drunk wiu a friend, 
Bcel to bed, asd on Monday be up with the sao. 



But on Monday, my bed forsaking. 
Oh ! how my nob will be aching * 
With my eyes stiff and red. 
Sunk deep in my head, 

I shall look as old as Methusalem ! 
While the curst noises round me. 
Will so confound me, 

I shall wish the farm-yard at Jerusalem * 
For there the pigs will be squeaking. 
The waggon-wheels creaking. 
Ducks quacking, cart-whips cracking. 
Turkeys gobbling, carters squabbling. 
Rooks cawing, plough-boys jawing. 
Horses ne^hmg, donkeys braying. 
Cocks crowinff, oxen lowing. 
Dews bark, Noah's ark ! 

Gobble wobble — weeke— baw caw. 

Grunt — bow wow — quack — moo— ee-aw 
All when my farm is taken. 



^***^^** 



THE RIVER QUEEN. 

The water rush'd, the water swell'd, 

A fisherman sat nigh ; 
With tranquil look hb line beheld. 

And gaz d with vacant eye : 
As thus he sits with careless look. 

In twain the river flows. 
And crown'd with reeds, from out the brook, 

A lovely woman rose. 

To him she sung, to him she said, 

' Why temp'st thou from the flood. 
By arts of cruel man betray'd. 

Fair youth, my scaly brood ? 
Ah ! knew'st thou, how we find it sweet. 

Beneath the waves to go, 
Thvself would leave the hook's deceit. 

And live with us below ! ' 

* Love not their splendour in the main 

The sun and moon to lave t 
Look not their beams as bright again, 

Reflected Irom the wave ? 
Tempts not this river's glassy blue. 

So tranquil, clear, and bright? 
Tempts not thy shade, which bathes in dew. 

And shares our cool delight ?' 

The water rush'd, the water swell'd. 

The fisherman sat nigh. 
With wishful glance the brook beheld. 

And long'd the wave to try : 
To him she said, to him she sung. 

The river's guilefiil queen : 
Half in he fell, half in he sprung. 

And never more was seen. 



THE BIRTH OF LIBERTY. 

When first infant Liberty dropt upon earth. 
The mountains and forests then cradled her birth ; 
Nurs'd by Nature, she dwelt among savages wild, 
Whilst numerous nations adopted the ch Id. 
Her mind was for ages as dark 9a the night. 
Her form unadorned, wandered naked to sight ; 
She in huts and in cottages only was found. 
Reposing at ease on the grass-clothed ground. 

But banish'd from earth by a profligate race. 
Long time she concealed both her grief and dis* 

grace. 
Till heroes demanding a charter of laws, 
Recali'd her from heav'n to enlist in their cause* 
In Britain she landed, delighted to see 
Men firm to their king, yet resolv'd to be free. 
Then in England for ever may Liberty reign. 
The Queen of the Isles and the Queen of th 

Msio. 




UKIVBRSAL SONGSTER-, 
rHAPTEK OF GOOD THINGS. 

(0-K«f..) 
BB is good, ud ■ li» ii good, 

itia i> giXKl, ud Ihr people ^c goud, 
.'« all good itllom together. 
uitlF ii ii m very pxtd tlung, 
^ith t good deal i>( very good wine in il ; 
nnc in K0«1, ohcD ■ b«ly can (ing, 
.nd ID finiili, we muM bran it- 
ible i" rood, when ipread wiih good cheer. 



Andib 



k gnod way oil, « 
- iBthedE 



' Agi^ 






A friend ii good, whm you' 

For Ihal'an good time lo try him ■ 
For • jiutice good, ibe hauneh ol a buck, 

WiAk luch a good pteaenl you buy him, 
A &ne old woman ia good whvn >bc i deai 

A rogue't very good, for good hanging 
A fool M good by the no.e to be led. 

Add my good noog dciervM a Bo.id hac 



PETER, PETER, VERY BAD BOY 
Fclrr.^\i>K burty me, yoo worry mc, 

Voa hurrv nu! ^ut like an eel in ihe 



MlUlfT. 



Booh hah! 



in Ibe mod, I 



Mutier.—l hunj you. I wim you liU an ■ 
the ntud, hoo bah I 
Peter, Peter, very bad boy — 
lotae, pull oS your jacket. 
Prter.— Oh, " — *" 
MatUr.- Comi 






J*ai<fr,— Comt, pull off yoot jarket. 

PeWr.— Oh, ina»B. forgive mo di. tune. 
Wilder.— No. Peter, me •bippe*. 

Peltr.— Oh. maMB, forgive me dii Ume. 
JfMIif.— No, me Boggce you. 

/•eWr— Me come to «o you five mile long. 
Maurr.—Vr, locb Ibing, Peler. 

Ptlrr.—Ue come to aee you, me peep at de | 
W«W.-U-. a dom lie, hl«. ^^^^^ 

PrIA.— MLlaec, miuee wll pray tor lue. 
i4..^.^ Vn nrt-' You *a down in de c< 



AfMWT-— Well, Pelar, whalyooaayt 

SpuKEN.] PeWr— In own eountry you lloggee. 



:h.] UaUer.—VtM. Peter, it I mui t 

-yoLi no go down in de cellar — driolt-ai 




i, MDSBUM OF MinTIL. 
There be got*. "''1' * ''™ '"" K"*" i , 



heaugaab. 



FRESH. 



FLOWERS A 

(Lord Stomgford.) ^ 

Flowers are frc.h and buthei ineeo, 

Chtenty the tinnett aiog, 
W'idi are nrfl. »nd »kie» aercne ; 
Time, however, soon ihall throw 

O'er the bniom breait of Sprinj. . 

Hopei that buda in tovcra' bean., J 

tivei not Ibroogb the Kom oi reaad 
Time make* love iuelf depan, 9 



re the winter a 
luft and tkiet 
log ibeir warn. 
But again 



Ptur.- -No 
J/wfn.— No 

Pfrtt.— No 

Nuw J.I ■ ■ 



et and kio-a 
.t foryou, ini 



a. de iwin'em twine'em jinkum iK^augaib. 

(««<-■ A««-st. «.*ii. i-wer-W™.; _ 
'Itett be mm, with a t.iileui iwiob .^m, Iwut e 



MV POLL AND MY PARTN'BB, 

(Kbdis.) 



Hy cot wpa ^Du^. wll liiled my i 
ilygruntBr.n.he«tjei 

And bowmlight, 
I cheerfully did row ; 
And to complete ihia princely life. 
Sure DOvei man bad mend and wil . 
Like my Poll and my pinner. lot, 
I rolled injoyaliie these awhile. 
Folks fnr and near caroaed ma. 

The prpBwang came and pi»>ed mt 
Haw coidd I all thoK pleaaurei iearat 
Ho* with my wheny pant 



To foreipi paiu to go, 

I ciined ibe uiomeoi 1 was boio. 

rbat evei I should tbus lie lorn ^^^^ 

From my Pull ani my ponnwa^^^l 

I did my duly manfully. ^^^^| 

While on tba killowa ralliBC, ^^H 

Anduigbtorda, ^^ 
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At last It pleased hb majesty 

To giYt peace to the nation^ 

And Ikonest hearu. 

From foreign parts. 

Came lunaae ror consolation. 

liike lightning, for I felt new life. 

Now safe foam all alarms, 
1 roshedy and found my friend and wife 
Locked in each others arms. 
Yet fancy not 
I bore my lot 
Tame, like a lubber, — ^no ; 
For seeing I was fineij tricked. 
Plump to the devil I fairly kicked 
My Poll and my partner, Joe. 



HE WINNA TACK THE HINT. 

(Mrs. Jordan.) 

YoVNO Roger is a bonny lad. 

None biyther I can see ; 
Sa trim he wears his tartan plaid, 

Sa kind he blinks at me. 
As kind I blink at him again. 

My smiles I dinna stint. 
Yet still he gies nrv bosom pain. 

He winna tack the hint. 

He tither day a posie bought> 

The rose and lily too— 
An emblem, I must own, I thought 

Would teU him what to do ; 
I oonxtsey'd low, and smil'd again. 

My smiles I never stint. 
Yet still he gies m v bosom pain. 

He canna tack the hint. 

Ye sonsy laaaea of the town, 

Adrise me, if you can. 
That I may a' my wishes crown^ 

Upon a modest plan ; 
111 do my best to gain his love. 

My dress shall be in print. 
And I will ever constant prove. 

If he will tack the hint. 



^^■^^■^^^^ 



THE FRIAR OP ORDERS GREY. 

%M a friar of orders grey^ 

ud down the vallies I take my way ; 

pall not blackberry, haw, or hip, 

>od store of venison fills my scrip ; 

y \ao% bead-roll I merrily chant, 

here^r I walk no money I want ; 

sd why I'm so plump, tne reason 111 tell— 

ho leaids a good life is sure to live well. 

What baron, or 'squire. 

Or knight of the shire. 

Lives half so well as a holy friar? 

ter supper, of heaven I dream. 

It thai i> fat pullet and clotted cream ; 

jrself, by denial, I mortify — 

ith a dainty bit of a warden |nre : 

u eioth'd in sackcloth for my sm, 

ith old sack wine I'm lin'd within : 

chirping cup is my matin song, 

id the vesper's bell is my bowl, ding dong. 

What baron, or 'squire, &c. 



WHO SUFFERS BUT THE TAILOR. 

Air—" Dmbg KeU^r—{BTyajA.) 

When first in town 
They let roe down, 
1 gaaad abooi with wonder, O 



I frightened 
And, faith ! 'tis pos, 
I thought each noise was thunder, O ! 
I marched about — first in, then out ; 

Saw ladies' legs in season, O ! 
The men, in trom — hid their's with cloth ; 
Now tell me what's the reason, O ? 
For with hair face and coat with lace. 

They strut about you don't know how. 
With collar big and curly wi^. 
And whiskers near a painted brow. 
Sing horo whack. 
They have the knack 
To dress — but I'm no railer though 
But mind the rig. 
For dressing big. 
Who suffers, but die tailor, O ! 

The ladies gay 
All sleep by day. 
Then dance it merry nightly, O ! 
•To RoUen-Row 
They weekly flow. 
To quiz the gemmen sprightly, O ! 
The younkers here — won't drink good beer. 

But call for port or claret, 1 
Thpn pennyless — they gayly press 
To kitchen or to garret, ! 
Then off they hop, with clothes to pop. 

Till time destroys the stitches all ; 
Away they trip, when Mr. Snip 
Is doom'd for all his debts to call. 

SJnir horo whack, &c. 

The butche too. 
Is made to rue , 
The hatter crowns the noddle, O ! 
And Mrs. Dudds 
Is in the suds. 
When all her gemmen toddle, O ! 
I'he bakers know their heads are dough. 

And soon find what is doii^, O ! 
'ilie public-house must feel the chouse. 
And then find what is brewing, O ! 
Among the rest who are oppress'd. 

You II find the mantua-makers' din ; 
And when they die, their friends will tiy 
To take the undertakers in. 
Sing horo whack. 
They have the knack 
To cheat — ^but I'm no railer though j 
But mind the rig 
For dressing big. 
All suffer with the tailor, O! 



Ail 



LOVELY JESS. 

-"A'theairtttheufindoanbl9m,"—{C.QTAy,) 
Of a' the lasses e'er I saw. 

In silk or satin drest, 
Nane o' them can compare ava' 

Wi' her that I lo'c best; 
Her air an' mein bespeaks a queen. 

She's comley in her dress. 
An' what is mair, she's guid as fair. 

Which makes me lo'e my Jess. 

Aft times at e'en we meet unseen 

Beneath the hawthorn bush. 
An* when my lo'c for her I speak. 

She answers wi' a blush : 
Yon sur by night, wi* :.rinded light, 

I'm sure its lustre' < less 
I' the blue sky, than is the eye 

O' my dear lovely Jess. 

An' when she wauks the grove alane. 

Amang the leafy tre«»s. 
Fond echo aft bears aff my name 

Upo' the wistlin bx«ese \ 




IVERftAI, SONGSTER i OB, Ml'SKCM OF 



Ye lillln binli Lhit hiunl the ipuvo, 
An- ■ing on evftj inr, 



My channiiJ^, lovrly Jena, 

All' ■til] (id my dnign, 
Gnnl me but tbu-I uk Daem> 

JuM mike hwohally mine! 
Tht joyi of love I hope to imi*". 



Whun I » 
Wi'my 



7 «.nldy U». 



vely I«i 



Biu il ihu ibe pi 

An' ilight my umple vow, 

rhnufh Hire I tliiDli U ciuidi be. 



(ThDUch 
Whs'. 
My bofODi'i gripf i 



•f will ink relief 



THF. SEA30S COMRS 


WHEX 




ME' 






tMt.. Hi. 


Mer,) 


Thi;« 




len fini ■ 


BkI' 






"te- 


imot I Che d 


](«foi)!el 


Oh! dm 


y. too f.ir. 


4» bright. 


Aieyo 




ver piit 


The flHling ihuiow 


of delig 








lofiuu^ 






And 
But. . 


■i'.tr;. 


"^■■!j i«; « 




.n Ihe f.di<> 





WHITISG AND READrHG. 
Bayi Sammy, the uilor, u me, 

■■ Thii I kivet my head with emu baiie : 
'■ So," iayi I, " /or »«»iiiple I beg*;" 

SoDW rroH-xirilu be wrote aa hii let;*. 
And a piMlrrt. adi lo hli goiHO, lir. 



'a Dick, who toid isat io Ibe I 



Thai the Phk wu or ei out of bin bead, lir. 
Oh. thii wriung, Ik. 
The pocer. Will Fig, who u fail 

Throuali ]ii> cfphvn uiil htfiirex could raa ye. 
By pim ' he h« iioihiog at Ian 



The barber, a fchaktd mil 

At ihe liim o( thr wig hai 

Make* e>rry head liki' hi> " 



The lau lliat would k> 



By the lue Dt that [ 
When iliB gliti'ring co 




bill. 



Id crowdi raand h« 



It ih«-di^H 



fo be her anlwet 

'D Mr. DHppcnrit ofien hit hand, 

attner in wrdlock lo go, 

, and a coarb. and a joinlnre ut I IM. 

an idiol if Ihrn the uyi No. 

Duth full o( cliuina. 






by a youth full of cl»: 



Tbeu lot her »ay No if ihe e 



HE POLLOWH THE LOUD TATTOO' 

(Dibdio.) 



He tairiea bit ihare of dangcr'a icar 
Still lie feeli bold, and Ibinki hia *ti 
He-> no wone fue to rue. 
At UbetieB, free fiom toil and paiti. 
He "-ieldi hii cniich , poiuUauithe 

THE MAID OF ERIN -, 
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SIk niif of past teenfet, to her sonl still endearing. 
And playM on the harp, which the tear-drop 
bedew'd. 

She sang how the yimth was the fondest of lovers. 
How noble ! how manly ! and void of all art ! 

How his loss, hi» sad loss, ev'ry moment discovers 
How dearly and worthy he was of her heart. 

She sang wirh what joy he would fij to behold her. 
How gentle, yet fervent, he proifer'd his vows ; 

How his heart breath'd the numbers histongae 
sweetly told her, 
When Mary her Carolan swore to esponse. 

She sang, too, how jealousy doom'd them to sever. 
How he Ukhk on her bosom, stabb'd, stabb'd to 
the heart! 

How he fell by a rival — torn from her for ever. 
Yet ne'er from that bosom, O ! never to part. 

For there," sang the mourner, " shall Carolan 

tarry, 
** And ther^will I hold him while Mary has 
breath; 
" And hear it, proud murd'rer, yet we will marry. 
And Mary with Carolan live after death.'" 



«« 



« 



** 



JEREMY GAWKEY ; 

OR, THE DEVONSHIRE BOY. 

Ab— " Madam Fig's Gala."— (Upton.) 

Now Ise be a Devonshire boy. 

And father be Devcmshire too. 
And he, for an honest employ. 

Sends I up to London to you ! 
To be sure, in a hurry I came. 

And the reason youll presently see^ sir. 
For the parish began to complain 

About our Dolly and me, sir. 

Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 

But chance, which d'ye see, was my friend. 

Soon got I a sarvice in town, sir. 
And fooonan I strutted, depend. 

To a Parliament man of renown, sir ; 
But Fortune so fickle, you know, 

Tum'd booty on mteatter and I, sir. 
Who made a mistake, and said No, 

When he should have bawl'd out to 'em. Aye, 
sir. 

Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 

Now wteatter and / out of place, 

I had a new zarvice to find, sir. 
But, to save kicking out with disgrace. 

We made the folk think we rettgnd, sir ; 
thetk hir'd I was, and my lot 

To a travelling captain and squire, sir. 
But soon, to my cost, found I'd got 

FtooB tht fyfimg-ptm into the fire, S'r. 

Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 

Then, when I was lucky again. 

My mtetuier I found was no ninny, sir. 
Whose money woe leni to come m 

Fat mrjf miUina a guinea, sir. 
•' Now, dang it,''^ says I, " sir," one day, 

" Do prav have a uttle of conscience ; 
For which, gad^ he turns I away. 

And swcre he'd hear none of my nonsense. 

Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 

Now, tum'd quite adrift on the world. 

And Idt to reject on my foUy, sir. 
My thoughts, which at random were whirl 'd, 

■ctaa'd to poor Devonshire Dolly, sir ; 
B«, «MK it, ID lead a new life, 

Thoui^ marriage is oftentimes mowAy, 
A Jiaooks ! why, I made her the wife 

Of I, Mister Jeremy Gawkey. 

Rumpsy iddledy, &c. 



STILL FAITHFUL IS HER SAILOK. 

(Dibdin.) 

That giri who fain would choose a mate 
Should ne'er in fondness fail her. 

May thank her lucky stars if fate 
Should splice her to a sailor. 

He braves the storm, the battle'i heat. 

The yellow-boys U aail her ; 
Diamonds, if diamonds she could eat. 

Would seek her honest sailor. 

If she'd be constant, still his heart 

She's sure will never fail her ; 
For, though a thousand leagues apart. 

Still faithful is her sailor. 

If she be falite still he is kind. 

And, absent, does bewail her, 
Her trusting, as he trusts the wind. 

Still faithless to her sailor. 

A butcher can provide her prog. 
Three threads to drink, a tailor ; 

What's that to biscuit and to orog 
Procured her by her sailor ? 

She who would such a mate refuse. 

The devil sure must ail her ; 
Search round, and, if your wise, youll chooel 

To wed an honest sailor. 



HOMER SANG BALLADS, AND SO DO I. 

(Dibdin.) 

Be it known to all those, whomsoe'er it regards. 
That we singers of ballads were always called 

bards ; 
And from Ida to Grub-street the muses who follow 
Are, each mother's son, the true spawn of Apollo. 
Thus recording great men, or a flea, or a star. 
Or the spheres, or a Jew's harp, we're all on a par : 
Nor in this do I tell you a word of a lie. 
For Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 

Don't you know what the ancients werr 7 — great 

things they talked. 
How they rode upon Pegasus — that's to say walked ; 
That near kindred gods they drove Phabus's 

chariot. 
The English of which is they liv'd in a garret. 
And thus they went forward, — Diogenes qua£fed, 
Heraclitus cned, and Democritus laughed, 
Menander made multitudes both laugh and cry. 
But Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 

Thus did they strange whimsical notions pursue. 
Some argued on one leg, and some upon two, 
To which last my pretentions are not Hypothetic, 
For it's certainly clear I'm not peripatetic. 
Lycurgus and Solon ^bout laws made a pother. 
Which went in at one ear and then out of another 
Old songs such as mine are will nobody buy "* 
Come, Homer sang ballads, and so do I. 

Historic was Pliny, and Plato divine, 
Ovid wrote about love, and Anacreon wine, 
Great Cicero argued to every man's palate. 
And when he was oul 'twas a hole in the ballad 
Thus to great men of old who have made sucl 

rout. 
My claim to call cousm I've fairly made out. 
And if any hereafter my right should deny. 
Tell 'em — Homer sang ballads, and so do 1. 



THE YORKSHIREMAN'S DESCRIPTION OF 
A LONDON GALA. 

Ali^" Madam Fig** Gala." 

Of Madam Fig's gala and rout 
John Lump has discours'd Uk« 11 i^a.n<]^» 
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till I'll lell yon of one vbicb I (aw, 

Wh«a ■ HrvBDl tu ptn Sir John Plum, <in. 
Rumpli iddity, lie. 
Il wM OD Mill Plnm'i comini of >gc 

That ihe roiit I now ling dI <ru given, sin, 
Il h«»t »11 I e'pt »«• an the itn^e, 

lod indeed 1 thoughl I wu in bcsven, lin : 
Ob ihe llODn irete chull'd fipiMi bo Uily, 

On the Ubls* wore jsUiei and puty, 

Jut like hon«, and cullfn. and tov'n, tin. 
Rumpli iddity, &>i. 
TJiree tvaa they nre tliiown iota «dc, 

A ttsVuh wa» now of prDCEediog, 
And in Yorkthln 'twould bo but quoor fun 

U'tiai in London they call the hvtl breeding ; 
Kot, to Hve e«n'ry Iwing unruly. 

At the doora Ba«-$treet manera ittcm, sirs, 
Wliich you'd think but a nimmiah way, Imly, 

Of [VCBiving your iatiaiate friindi, lin. 

Rumpd Iddily, &c. 
Such puihinc, audi aboviOE, *uoh ihruiting, 

Ann ranning, good plaiM li jpl, ai i 
Said old Harrow, " My belly U bunting!" 
^^nji, onyouveK own 

Which Hiu Dolly Plnm said wu EloriDui, 
And wh'D I jiut »ld, " Mi», pray how?" 
■• Why," aan ihe, ■' fool, 'twill make u no 



Lord Sauiotum'H jrlav eye U got broke, 
MiH Snoul loil her aruiline noie, lir. 

While Lady Blotnn'i cheeki, i good Joke, 

Tum'd to wbitey-brown 'stead of (he rote, itr : 

Hn. Eatall and aid Lady G.iIIle 
'Bout ume pudding had come to drawn diggcn 

And I tumhled oxer Ih' icutllp. 

Whiib threw tome younB ladiei in naggers, ilr 
Rumpli iddity, fcc 
Mr. Congfe's bona, I ihan'l forgi-t 'em. 

For, in toning hii head rock-a-h 




.,1.: 






up, 1 



liikfl a lack-asi in pannien did prance, sirs 
We tuppMwhen the day was a dawning 



And then 
WliFD, al seven u' 






THE SMILE FROM THE GIRL OF ST 
HEART. 

(Dudley.) 
In the world's crooked path when I've been, 

Tliche lo iharr of [ife'a glqam my poor nan, 
Th,._hrigbl .an.h;ne thai sofieued Oid^irene 

Wu a imile from (he rirl of my heaii. 



THE CHARMS OF LIFE 

•e Ihe 6owlDg howl 

With raby lustre croWa'd: 
I lovB to lee ths <o« of aoul. 

And care in goblet dinwn'd. 
Oh. loll Die not of beaoiy'i power, 

Of wom»n'>soticonwol, 
Bui give me, gods, the aoual hour. 

The iraniparts of the bowl. 
ThcsODg. the jest, tbe laugh, (hr glee, 
Compose the chanoa of life for n.#. 



s care relief, 
flowi 
banish griefp 



If wine c 

Then I 
If sparkling cup can banish gciel 

Then ba^k we in their gl.rtr. 

Be gay . and push Ihe howl about, 

licMBg, tbejcM, h 



HARK' THE LARK. 

(Shakspcmre.) 
Hark, the laA at heaven's gate 
And Phccbus 'gins to rite. 

On (^aliced Sowen that liol ; 
And wiiikioi; Muy-budi begin 

Wiih every thing ihat pretty Ma, 



SWEET POLL OF PLYMOI 

(O'Koete.) 
Sweet Poll of Plytm-uth waa i 

Adown her cheeki rained many 
My heart was franght wilb i 



I 



>, and BOW between 



My?' 



ihe wqrld areund, 
love's sake : 

ard bound. 



ak. 



I thought my heart 
The preai.'gang bold I anked in vai 

To let me once on sbon; 
I l.mged to see oiy Poll sgain. 

But .aw my Poll no more. 
■' And have they lom my love aw 

MyPolly'.'iwerlest'eoweraf May 



id died 

J 
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THE IRISH ROUT. 
Air—" The Yorkghire GWo."— (C- ^- Barrett.) 

3CII, I sing of a rout at Killamey, 

Twas giTen by Teddy O'Neal, sir, 
4 gentleman bom, without blarney. 

Whose calling was vastly genteel, sir ; 
Of a jaandng-car he was the driver. 

With the ladies sue Ted bore the sway, sir. 
And in business, joy, proving a thriver. 

He kept his dear Kate's wedding-day, sir. 

Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 

Pint came Larry, the tinker, and Judy, 

Who took mate for the butchers so handy. 
With Terence OToole and Pat Moody, 

Whose legs look'd as though they were bandy ; 
Then with Murphy came Sally Macgee, 

With Dermot, the piper, so frisky. 
Who swore he wa'n't drunk, d'ye see. 

Though he'd swallowed nine naegins of whiskey. 

Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 

Dinner ended, to mirth they gave way. 

And the tinker sung Margery Grinder, 
WTiile Teddy's sweet rib swigg'd away 

At the enUme, till none could be blinder : 
OTool- roar'd out Teddy O'Riley, 

Pat Moody sung sweet Ally Croaker; 
And 'cause Teddy kiss*d Judy so slily, 

Kate fetch'd him a rap with the proker. 

Whack, fal lal de ral. &c. 

Stools, tables, and jugs flew about, 

All miith now was at a conclusion. 
Poor Judy was put to the root« 

And the place was one scene of confusion ! 
The fthellelag \ twigs, joy, 'gan to play. 

Till e«ch man had his nose or pate broke, sir. 
Then shook hands, sung, ^mi }i§g'd it away. 

And, at parting, all laugh'd at the joke, sir. 

Whack, fal lal de ral, &c. 



What may be the lass's life, 
Who a soldier marries ; 
Now with weary marching spent. 
Dancing now before the tent ; 

Lira lira la, lira lira la. 
With her jolly soldier. 

In the camp at night she lies. 
Wind and weather scorning. 
Only niev'd her love must rise. 
And leave her in the morning : 

But the doubtful skirmish done. 
Blithe she sings at set of sun. 

Lira lira la, 5tc. 

Should the captain of her dear 

Use his vain endeavour ; 
Whispering nonsense in her ear. 
Two fond hearts to sever ; 
At his passion she will scoff. 
Laughing thus she puts him off. 

Lira lira la, lira lira la, 
Poi' her jolly soldier. 



THE 



BRITISH PLAG PLIES AT THE 
MAIN. 



Yt>OR slack-jaw belay, if you ask Jack's opinion. 

Our flag 'tis to hoist to tne breeze. 
Or die at our guns, ere we yield the dominion 

We proudly possess of the seas. 
Oar birthri^it recorded in maritime story. 

Which 'gainst the whole worid we'll mamtain ; 
And ever obey'd, shalt the symbol of glory. 

The British fla^» fly at the main. 

Our role to dispute, urg'd by envy and rancour. 

Oft navy to navy Ladi join'd. 
Bat promptitude ever hath prov'd our sheet anchor. 

And bafll'd their efforts combin'd. 
Indignant, defiance our guns hurl'd in thunder. 

Their threats we return with diitdain ; 
The envy at once of the world, and its wonder. 

The British flag flies at the main. 

la vain ships and commerce Gaul's tyrant may try 
for. 

Par nautical aid all Implore : 
Our maritime right to invade long may sigh for, 

And pant to invade Britain's shore : 
Bat true lo ourselves 'mid the world's wide com- 
motion. 

We bravely those rights will maintain ; 
And for ever the glory and pride of the ocean. 

The British flag flies at the main. 



WHAT IS GOLD COMPARED WITH LOVR. 

(Mrs. Brooke.) 

When bidden to the wake or fair. 

The joy of each free-hearted swain. 
Till Phcebe uromised to be there, 

I loiter'd last of all the train ; 
If chance some fairing caught her eye. 

The ribbon gay, or silken glove. 
With e^er haste I ran to buy, 

Por what is gold compared with love. 

My posey on her bosom placed. 

Could Harry's sweeter scents exhale ! 
Her auburn locks my ribbon graced. 

And flutter'd in the wanton gale : 
With scorn she hears me now complain. 

Nor can my rustic presents move. 
Her heart prefers a richer swain. 

And gold, alas ! has banish'd love. 



HAIL! MASONRY DIVINE. 

Air—" God mve the King" 

Hail! Masonry divine. 
Glory of ages shine. 

Long may'st thou hold ; 
Where'er thy lodges stand. 
May they have great command. 
And always grace the land : 

Thou Art divine. 

Great fabrics still arise. 
And touch the azure skies. 

Great are thy schemes ; 
Thy noble orders are 
Matchless beyond compare. 
No art with thee can share. 

Thou Art divine. 

Hiram, the architect. 
Did all the craft direct 

How they should build ; 
Solomon, great Israel's king. 
Did mighty blessings bring. 
And lett us room to sing. 

Hail ! royal An. 



LITTLE THINKS THE TOWNSMAN'S WIF E. 

(Colman.) 

Little thiius the townsman's wife, 
WUe at hooM aha tarriM, 



PADDY O'BLARNEY. 
(Dibdin.) 
ls*T my coimtry you'd know! I'm an Iriihraan 
born. 
And they chrisien'd me Paddy O Blarney ^ 
III the hay-making time I stepp'd over one mom. 
All the way from the lakes of KillameY : 



I Vhtu fini they 
AK'. (hewDcIc 



» Piddy O'BluiFy. 
do, Ihe next calliag I d'vl.i, 
for (he lak« of Kinnmey. 



Wiih jiul half B doiBD il top fii lo 
Spoken.] Ah 1 Madam, jou i 
tbrni, tileu yout two good ]i>okin 
fiilJ ID Ihe boti»in, yiper Bud bIL.- 
you— I dire uy yoa won't cheu i 
So I c<)»M her up, lud herself it 



I hRrran^ed 

Ah ' let ale 

Thru Id «» h 



« chnirinHfi, nai anl n ^nod job, 
1 for the liliH of Killarney, 
a fawoui election the mob, 
}'»ddy O'Blamey. 



uTEBnar lo pli 



d fiddle, I thought 



"S,, 



Paddy O'BLamey. 

ttrakont, »od lurn'd Greek— 
fiPOKEH-l Ah', tabe lun we did not make a 
>relly dov^ThouM of onr faro hank ; let me if, 
■e pi^aned, aye fait and plucked them completely 

Will you let alone Paddy O'Blnrut'y. 
A hiE mia in ail circlei H ray and polite, 
Ah I, a» norid for the Uku af KillunFy. 
■ » wholanil p 



le in Kood earaeal, far 



Jnrt to finish eny Paddjf O'W, 

I lint l«anit mv ninK (jl M fond o{ it grovrn, 
I doDt ny I'd better bavn let K alimr : 

SBmEW.l But by mv »id and prnwcii-n™. 
had like lo have finiihi 
yoa K>i. I jnal wrote 
Annther jnltnnn'* (itjnntnre inrtciH) of re; own, 

Wliat ■ devJ of a Paddy O'Blaniej. 
But nnw Gite did not choae Ibr lo nonae mc 



Ah! Ihe 
With • Vea _ 

Whnl ■ fine duh 



<r Ihe lakra of KiUorney, 
loeljIneitrauBwaji 
— Paddy O'BlartirT. 



SPMitw.J So Ikal if any jolroui hiu wi <k- 
CMJiin Air a friend, or a ledy for ■ hiver. or, in 
•hort, if any body should with to be di^nrnn.brred 
of the nnewinm of a wife, or ■ dangliter, or a 

I pnrst, nr uy inch kind amt civil (rrrioe that KB 

I »r per^WTDed 
Bj . (Ttillem. 



And by 






boni for Iportii of the 
3 eome through, a Mai 



•^::X" 



■A up, and 
anJwindg 



t they loUtr their ti 



« goad. 



E hedge-i 



o p\i>, a 



How'd do^n by degrees, he bends on io his fate , 
Or draws sand, til! the sand of hi* hoor-glMi 



(M.P.Andrew..) 

And the gallant IHle'aen ahroad ; 
We've each of as hail a tdrniping cup. 

And of game wcH bring home a low) 
Uncouple the spaniels, and let the dogs uy, 

Quick, quick, jolTy falconer, lot the hawk flj . 



s talanlee show, 
id 'feathers so fine ; 
gilt HI the sports bilow. 



av' I 
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RAN8 DES V ACHES; 
OR, THE herdsman's CHART. 

Sweet regretted native shore, 
Shail I e'er behold tnee more. 
And all the objects of my love : 

Thy streams to clear. 

Thy hills so dear. 

The nurantain's brow 

And cots below. 
Where once my feet were wont to rove. 

Tliere with Isabella fair. 

Light of foot, and free from care, 

Shan I to the tabor bound ; 
Or at eve, beneath the dale. 
Whisper soft my artless tale. 

And blissfol tread on fairy groimd. 

Oh ! when shall I behold again 
Thy lowly cot, and native plain. 

And eVry object dear ; 
My father and my mother. 
My sister and m^ brother. 

And calm their anxious fca 



^»*^^^»^ 



I DIE ON A BED OF ROSES. 

My father's flocks adom'd the plain. 

Retirement's joys possessing ; 
He flmuish'd in the sun's mild reign. 

His home and children blessing : 

When ronnd us rag'd destructive war. 

And fire and slaughter spread afar. 

Defeated, shamed, 

Our sire exclaimed, 

' My sons, high heaven disposes ; — 

On thorns we tread. 

Yet those we dread 
Ne'er sleep on a bed of roses.' 

We wander'd long on mountains wild. 

As hardy hunters living ; 
In humble cot, at grandeur smiled. 

Our father's hopes reviving ; 
mien battle once more rag'd below, 
He fought till captur'd by the foe !i 

Chain'd by harsh law. 

On bed q( straw. 
Still heaven, he cried, disposes ; 

' My sons, beliold. 

In honour bold, 
1 die on a bed of roses.' 



WHEN LEILA TOUCHED THE LUTE. 
(T. Moore.) 

When Leila touch'd the lute. 
Not then alone 'twas felt ; 
But when the sounds were mute. 
In mem'ry still they dwelt : 
Sweet lute, in nightly slumbers. 
Still we heard thy morning numbers. 

Ah ! how could she, who stole 

Such breath from simple wire. 
Be led in pride of soul. 

To string with gold her lyre ? 
Sweet lute I thy chord she breaketh ; 
Golden now, the strii^ she waketh. 

But where are all the tales 
Her lute so sweetly told 9 
In loity themes she fails. 
And soft ones suit not gold. 
Rich lute ! we see thee elisten. 
But, alas ! do more we listen. 



THE SKITTLE CLUB. 



AIR—" Maa Coach, 



n 



Now for minh and recreation 
Each quits his occupation. 

And leaves the shop at home. 
Gets a hasty snap of victuals. 
Then to join the club at skittles 

From ev'ry part they come ; 
Butcher, barber, andoaker. 
All to the Jamaica, 

For pleasure 6010/ along ; 
Free thinkers, and free drinkers. 
Captains, cobblers, clerks, and tinkers, 

AH join the merry throng. 

Spoken, in differetU fNncev.] '< Ay, here thev 
are, pair'd off like the wild beasts in the ark. 
" Yes, and their voices are almost as various." 
" Choose in, choose in, gentlemen." " Clear 
away the dead wood." " Three gone ?" " Well, 
here's more a coming, for here^ brother TwiH 
will give us a Bermondteu-tcrew.** " Why, yes, 
sir, I feel a Mm that way.'' " Flimsy of the Bank, 
'tis your turn to go." " What's the state of the 
game ?" "Why, two ties, but three loses." " That's 
what I call 3 per Cents reduced." " Sink the 
shop." " With all my heart, and then we should 
wipe off the National Debt." " That may be wit. 
but we must not meddle with politics, eh, Mr. Se- 
cretary ?" " No, but we allow chaffina, for one 
of our articles expressly says, we meet iiere to 

Hear a little bother. 
And laugh at one another. 
And to pass the time away." 

Thus begins the noise and fun, sir* 
The joke and the pun, sir. 

And the wit it flies about ; 
But then to mend the matter. 
In the midst of all the chatter. 

The porter's all drank out : 
Then their bets upon the boozers. 
The winners and the losers. 

And quizzing's all the go ; 
So they banish care and trouble. 
And they Xxy Xo tip the double 

Ev'ry time they throw. 

Spoken.] " Clear a passai^e for the mud filet 9 
and he'll carry the middle pin tike a spare topmast.*' 
" Did you hear any thing knock ?" " Yes, that 
was a heavy /oU of timber.** " Why so hard gem- 
men? he's got among the ffrotte." " Och ! dirty 
water upon you seamen, how fond you are of rig^ 
ging.** " wow let's give the tinker a turn, for I 
think he carries too much metal for us." " Score 
'em, score 'em, Mr. Secretary, and let's have no 
more chafing.** " Why sir, that's always allowed 
in this Here society, for one of our articles ex- 
pressly says, that we meet here to 

Hear a little bother, &c 

But when 'tis getting late, sir, 
lliey crowd round the slate, sir. 

Each pushing up to pay : 
Take three pints here and a Human, 
Because I want to go man, 

I can no longer stay ; — 

Well, d me, now that's pretty, 

I'm one ot the Committee, 

So take my money first : — 
Then pray let me he second. 
For a gallon man I'm reckon'd, 

And my belly sure will burst. 

Spoken.] " Aye, you've slupp'd a rare carijo of 
heavy toet, and without any drawback.*' ** That's 
because he belongs to PulUng*» gang,** " There's 
three-pence for that 'are gemmem to pay as .. noi»- 
tubtcrilfer,** " Why, tha\. mui\. \je iLXUiXak.^, V«^> 



tlNIFBRSAL SONCSTF.Ri OH, MLSKLM OF M1B1 

iireM Kiitv. jroo're fo pi*tti I*' 
.. O'Muflii- 



1*01 no ■uhtonbvT ■! iM." " Lord, how luned, he 
daw Ooi liiuiw nnthing of the iiejiiiivc." '■ Call 
btck iJk linki-T, for ho'i uuih'd otf a bid ■[ipen«." 
'• Thil Idnki u if he ttu not out at bnu.^' " My 
nig, how ihf Ronuini h»ve pul ihr; T«(t]i out i,f 
leoiMr. I'm afnid hf'll uMgivBtu i Wclihair." 
" y/tW. never mitxi. prrhapi hem gi>c •■• > 
Wjirt raWil." •■ Go it, my bdt, go it. Ion u( 
chajfiy^ ; bul one of out Mtuact eit|)reuljf »yi, wf 



When onUi child, 
And IfcBr'diuchanoihcr, 

"^nol'ioh"' found: 



1 nai (uch inother, Kutth all ihe wor 

I'd rtiirhpil my Ircnl f»ir]y 

Ai biyihe u ■ b«<i. 
Uuurt, lau ond early. 

Being i>Ub>p]«»e Die -. 

Wu too good foe his ItoK. 

dreurd out m gaily. Ixird, people wou 

«By ii »g«in. ihough be"» pervuh, Gi 

if not audi another, aearch all ihe vor 

Bm Love, who, Ihey wll ua, 
Dou many aunnjie thiiiifa, 
Hakca all Uie voild J>>aloiu 
And mad, — even iiofi. 
They My, he can woond. 
Thit loip ii the •ore :— 
8>u« Colin .ime here 

lokind in ■ father Mvcn 



CAPTAIN MULLIGAN. 
Air — '* ^orgiana im /re/ond." 
I.OVE'1 ■ plafUF by nighl and by day. 
When tixi post you run your akull again, 

iMur it •!•. a, Kilru (I'Dh,,! 



Briik and DHrrily, light and gay. 
Swul and <l.:a<lilr, anian and readily. 
Baft and fiuinily,1>lythe and bonnily. 

Qvile an Adonit waa Captain Mulligan ; 
H* *H •rillini. alie wa. killiDi, 

Soft ihe cried to bnve O'MnlligBn t 

ilruel. jewel, willing, killioi. Captain MuUisin. 



ine funnily, 
a Mntligaib 



Soft iht CI . 

■■ O iw«i Kitij ' 
Prelly, witty, Kilty, pily Captain Mulligan. 
HaTTieil, how ihey &lm'd llwir tune ; 

Love, once Gercn, faith! aoon jpew cool agail 
When tliey'd paat'd the aw«l hun*)niaon 
She blacten'd the eye at brave Captain Mulligal 
Whiiky d[^ling, night and day, 
Stoldiiig, hghling hiiD, honu alfrighlinj hil 
" Oehlbe aiiy now, iRMh, you'ni ciuy aM 
The devil go with you, than, lit. Mulligan, 

Sad he cried, poor Caiilain Mulligan, 

I'niel. Jewel, killing, nulling .Vialna* Mulligan. 



N THl 



TIME OP THB YKAR. 

(Planehe.l 
do I remember that lone bul Invelj- bm 



When till- I 

And ihf drwj had w«t 
Each geniN-iIuiioi Uowcr. 

Wheu the moon-lit tree* 

Wiv'd ill the br«H 
Abijve Ihe alceping dee[. 

Through the green- wood ihade 
In the aprmg-ljme of the year. 
When all «» .till beneath the bcinht moo. 



Of Ihe (Ircam below 
And the night-wiad'i fragnal tith. 
Which l>niu((hl the tong 

So fHintly to the ear. 

At we Jondly alray'd 

Through the gieen-wood ihade 
In the ipring-timi ' -"- 



>f Ihe vear. 






rfjny . 



A. pure a. briehl. 

As iwift in flight. 

From earc, from tear a* 



11 fade 



lire the thousbt tl 
0< tlial grcrn-wood ihada 
In ibe tpnng-iime of the year! 



WHEN AIlTML'BFinST AT COL'BT BBGA' 

(Colmim.) 
When AnhuT flnt at court began 
He cntenaincililuTe aerving men, 
The Ant he wai an Irishman. 

And all were knavei, good wot. 
The Irishman loved nsquebaagh. 

The Bcoi lovFd ale (tiled bliie.iap. 
The Welshman he loved toaiied (horse. 

And made his mouth like a mvuaa-trap. 
Ut4ueliBugh bumi the IrisbmaB • ihrial. 



J 
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Clio Sosoeaini anrUd MolU Brown, 

Fol dc riddle lol. fol de nddli li do '. 
Tbe lfeii**t weifech in lU the town, 

Fol de riddle Id, &c. 
Be boo^t her m riiw wiiii poflcy true, 
" If yoo loret I u I iovei yoa, 
Ms knife can cot our Idth m two." 



Tke iaj tbey mn to 



Folds riddle lol.&e. 



M bTiior-ri-ed. 



And ctitd bcnelf qniie fut ■ 





Fol de riddle lol 


Ac. 


nimuudinc 


111 by the heJ.Do.t, 




A bun tall h- 
And it tried, • 


phoi 




Fol de riddle lo 


tK. 


n. ^uxt it w 


a liU to-omalj. 






Fol de riddle l» 


Ac. 


" Molly? JO 








Fol de riddle lo 


Ik. 


•• Ail to [he en 






She ttje. " 1 ■in not d»d. vou fno) ! 




8><r.l£eglio>t 


uvthe. '-Vy.that-iDo 
Fol de riddle Id 








Tht ibm be Mi«d her >ll » pim. 






Fol de riddle lo 


,tK 


An for to go * 


oBg with him. 





:, fend nhe Kremmed fe ITfUr 
Fol de riddle lol, be. 



THE BEAUTIFUL BOY. 



With 
Well mfek 


him 


a beauti 


ul'W 


U! 




To ni>ke h 
Well bet 


ouble 


r"^.-' 


riedo 
utlhe 


child 


Sne 
hu 


IXS 


eof 


<hi. leer 
«1 patty 


Mr.. 


Clui 


nm 



My dour moulh they >plil pretty nigh, lit. 
11 to toixe me t besiitiful boy. 
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Re nn look any nj w> hudy, 

Such 4 moiitb hr h&s {ful to luck cmruljr. 

And hii leifB h/i: m ptcflaii&ly bBaily, 

ABd they call him ■ beaudtul boj.' 

T'ollier day I wu ii^'d id lh< city to diae, 

The luli«*ln nptnra 

And >ll, wbea obHrvi 

N(^«tM] their diniun » g 
Thsycticd, I iholWiuii 
No Eaa-ligbo can equal 



Yet. believe i 

My (tDdeavcnin wiU tie to pluue ill. 
Although auch h henuliful boj. 

THIS LIFE'S A DAVS JOURNEY. 

(Dihrtin.) 
This lifi/xdsy'tjoiitnfj. wo rite in Iho moiB, 
VhB tun. tnei, und Onwen out pruipecLi idoin ; 
When iMThip. «nVB bMn norcely nel out an hour. 



We a! 



ip hUl, now dr 



wilb d 



ThiuwejogoDiiU dinner. 

U'ilb [he Rie. Lhe good la 

Ihe cheer. 
Now mlirah'd. Be hi forwi 

And jolted, snd jostled, lo 



hopetw 



THE WANTON WfBOW; 
•■ JTiu BaUl^." 



I never rightly warm her 1 
_ _ - MiitretB Wigginn, 
DcHpfeiring Hiitreia Wigguu! 
She took to diinking peppenniat. 
And maum'd her [ailMea lover. 
She liih'd, the puUed, rolled her eyei , 

And lurd ihne eflurU oJten; 
The youth but view'd hnr with anrpiire, 



him, though he came lo rude. 
ived (he'dlavts for ever. 

Oh ! Miureu Wiggin*. Ac 
>»!'• naioe *m Sally Prim. 

U /wTll^ek-nain-d Billy Slim, 

US hy trade ■ glMi«r ; 

iid> they join'd in weiUncll'l tie. 




In vain, dear ftiendt, each art yon n 
To neilhcr lover** suil Inclin'd. \ 

"-"" ' ■ I of Ihe mini 

Ibe emiKy caitcomb which yon 

Jiul Ulu Ihe flower at day. 
Shook by each wind that UAh hi 

To give him pgin I oft have giieir'd ^^ 



TUB FBMALE VOLCTTrKl 

iw" r*e WAi*. Ok*iAi."— (C. Dibi&.> ^ 
In danger*! hour, Hbea dot baugbij laet 
Our Briliah standard dare oppoie. 
When OUT gallant lads are ohli^ M lOam. 
Why (hould ttomen idly itay at home I 
I'm volunteer tun'd, ood, indeed, what'amare, 
A voart drill icrjeant of the mrpi ; 
And wbcncTei out Old England « claim* requlK. 
Can Boon '* mubertadg, preteiUt aadj&vf" 

Like a meny little firitiih volonleei. 
With Britain'! foe* what caa't ire do I 
When, iin. you muit own we can conquer yM. 
See u> manhatl'd out, and the fighi beiiin. 
The word* — '" nAar^e baynull" away Uiey nn, 
While we pink the coward* u Ibcy fly. 
Till lomily »1! for quarter cry ; 
And ai mercy** the pride of the Briliih IhiMf. 
Theword'i •• grmaiJarmtf" aodlheday't.mrowB. 
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Vith a bnckel oi waih a* the tiipl it •iouf, 
JuBt going to feed the pig!j tig. tig« lig, 

rhen to hear tbe old aow uk the Ui^e pv. 
My love, have you gM enough t 
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Wkv, abendi of jodget mi^t have diook their wigs. 
To bear the liket of the fan and the ri^ 
While lorely Grnzle was fieeding the pigs. 



The next time I taw her was at the barn-door, 

Drna'd in petticoat, aleeres, and a boddice ; 
What art thou, said T, for I'm not very sue. 

An a hMjf, a witch, or a goddess ? 
Tike muses m rain would describe her in song; 

'Stead of nine had they seventy pens. 
As rracefal the barley she scattered along. 

All feeding the cooes and the hens. 
Coop biddy, coop biddy, cup! 
Then to see all tne chickens come tumbling up. 
While chanticleer cried to his hens, dook, dook, 

dook, dook, dook, clook. 
Took, took, tooky took, took, took, took, took, took. 
Not the ham and the cocks, not the cocks and the 



IWo^ their tails and their wings were all made 

into pens, 
Coold e'er describe Grizsle while feeding the hens. 

To Grisdie I'm married, so blest ne'er was maa. 

We haive children the best part of twenty ; 
80 we try to maintain 'em as well as we can. 

While content turns oar pittance to plenty. 
If the great their dependents and parasites own, 

80 do we, for the dogs and the cats 
Cease tattering round for a serap or a bone. 

While we're feeding our sweet little brats. 
Dsidle, lichUe, diddle, come then in lap, 

I awkwacdly bum the child's mootn with the 

to near the sweet muncy yah, yah, yah, 

yah, yah, 

Bmah, nndi, hash, hush, hush, come to mamma. 

r, bow, wow, eh, he has let has sister fall — 

yoa yoong dog. 111 knock your brains out. 

with dttldren and wife, and my dogs and my 



Throw settlements, titles, and deeds, to the rats, 
DO my swvet little Grisde while feeding her 
brats. 



TELL ME WHERE IS FANCY BRKD. 
(Shaks^^sare.) 

Tell me where is fancy bred. 
Or in the heart or in the head ; 
How b^;ot, how nourished ? 

Reply, reply. 

It is engendered in the eyes ; 

With gazinK fed ; and Fancy dies 

In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring Fancy's knell 
111 begin it, ding dong bell. 



ON THIS COLD FLINTY ROCK. 

OV tUs eold flinty rock I will lay down my head. 
And happy win sing through the night ; 

loon shall smile sweetly upon my cold bed. 
And the stars crowd to give me a light. 

Then, come to me, my gentle dear. 

Oh, turn those sweet eyes unto me ; 

To my bosom now creep, I will Sing thee 

to sleep. 
And kiss from thy lid the sad tear. 

fnnoeent flower, which those rude cliffii unfold. 
Is thon, love, the joy of this earth. 
Bat the rock that it spnngs from, so flinty and cold. 
Is thy fsther that gave thee thy birth. 

Then, come to me, &c. 

The dews that now hang en the cheek of the eve, 
ilod the winds that do mournfully C17, 



An jthe sigfas and the tears of the youth thon must 
leave. 
To lie down in these deserts to die. 

Then, come to me, &c. 



WHO'S Ta BLAME BUT OUR MASTERS. 

The life of a vslet for me. 
So airy, so gay, and so free. 
No dnukpery e'er to employ us. 
No care m the world to annoy us. 

But the frowns of my lord. 
Or my lady's fine airs. 

But no pain they afford. 
For our motto's — Who cares? 

We can dress fine, — Drink wine. 

In plots league, — Oame, intrigue. 

Swear, strut, — Quiz, put. 

Talk bigh,— Palm a lie. 

Fire away, — D — ^n a play. 
Losing places our only disasters. 

So we dress, — Biless, 

Drink,— Think, 

Game, — Flame, 

League, — Intrigue, 

Plot,— Sot, 

Stare, — Swear, 

Strut,— Cut, 

Fly,— Lie, 

And, by the by. 

If such is our plan. 

Like master like man. 
Who's to blame but our masters? 

Spoken.] My first master was the tippy of the ton, 
he eave concertos and desertos ; Frippero, says he, 
invite signors and signoras Squallo, Naturallo, 
Flatto, Sharpo, and Jew's Harp O ! Crotcheteni, 
Quaverini, riddledini, Flautini, Rosinini, Cla- 
rinetti, Castagnetti, Bassooni, Tromboni, Double 
Drummi, and Jtat hummi. 

For the thing for me 

Is a life of glee, 

O ! fashion's all fiddle de dee. 

Some servants I own are quite nice. 
And talk about virtue and vice^ 
Who flatly refuses to play booty. 
And tell you of honour and duty. 

Talk of conscience, a rule 
That might do heretofore. 

But now from our school 
Is expelled as a bore : 

They ne'er dress fine, — Drink wine^ 

In plots league, — Game, intrigue. 

Swear, strut, — Quiz, put. 

Talk high,— Palm a lie. 

Fire away, — D — n a play. 
To them faults are only disasters. 

They won't dress, — Mess, 

Drink,— Think, 

Game, — Flame, 

League , — Intrigue, 

Plot,— Sot, 

Stare, — Swear, 

Strut,- Cut, 

Fly,— Lie, 

And, by the by. 

If such is their plan. 

Like master like man. 
Who's to blame but their masters? 

Spoken.] All decency and decorum, not habii 
like fashion, that's all delightful hurry» scurry; 
flurry, worry, tattle, prattle, rattle, bustle, rustle. 
merry muscle, gaming, flaming, dashing, splash- 
ing, crashing, gallanting, chanting, spattering, 
flattering, chattering, prancing, dandng, riddle- 
ing, andfiddleing. 

For the thin^ for me« 4k,, 
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When I fvonthatl still would continae the smme, 
Aod gave you the liacco box marked with your 



When I pa»'<l a whole fortnight between dedtt 

wiui joa, 
JNd I e'er gire a kin. 



gire a tan, Tom, to one of the crew ! 
To be naefbl and kind, with my Thomas I staid. 
For his trousers I wash'd, and ms grog, too, I made. 

Though Tou promised, last Sunday, to walk in the 

With Susan, from Deptford, and likewise with Sal, 
In silence I stood your unkindness to hear. 
And only upbraided my Tom with a tear : 
¥rhy should Sal, or should Susan, than me be more 

prised? 
For the heart that is true, Tom, should ne'er be 

despis'd; 
Then be constant and kind, nor your Molly forsake. 
Still your trousers 111 wadi, and your grog, too, 

111 make. 

SINCE KATHLEEN HAS PROVED SO 
UNTRUE. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Since Kathleen has prored so untrue. 
Poor Darby, ah, what can you do ! 
No kmger 111 stay here a clown. 
Bat weiu off, and gallop to town : 
I'D dress and 111 strut with an air. 
The barber shall friazle my hair. 

In town I shall cut a great dash, 

Btt how for to compass the cash ; 

At gaming, peihaps, I may win, 

Wiu cards I can take the flats in ; 

Or tmndle false dice and they^re nick'd^— 

If foond oat, I shall only be kick'd. 

Bat, ftrst, to get a great name, 

A dad e^abush my fame ; 

To my man then a challenge 111 write. 

But first 111 be sure he won't fieht ; 

Well swear not to part till we (all. 

Then shoot without powder and bidl. 



DRINK TO THEE, SON OF GREAT JOVE 

Hebe, Bacchus, here's to thee ! 

With plearare I view thee. 
With mnth and bright jollity crown'd ; 

Thy doxies, so tempting, 

Wtne sparkUog, fermenting, 
ByjoJeasare on all sides surrounded, 

'TIS a glorious thing. 

Sirs, to tutor a king. 
And have a great pupil divine. 

Then here, 'till I'm tipsy. 

To thee and each gipsy, 
Silenos will toss off has wme. 

His wine — ^his wine ; 
Silenus will toss off his wine* 

My cup it is empty ! 

Come, let us have plenty ; 
Thy Thjrrsis will set the rocks flowing ; 

Our spirits beat quicker. 

When warm'd by the liquor. 
With transports our bosoms are glowing ; 

Then let us delight in. 

The dear bliss inviting, 
A sest it will give to our love. 

While Silenus can stand. 

Or reach mouth with his hyid. 
Hell drink to thee, son of great Jove ! 

Son of great Jove !— son of great Jove \ 
Hell driak to thee, son of great Jove. 



OH! LADY, NE'ER THINK. 
Oh ! lady, ne'er think 111 prove false to thee. 
Or sigh for another, though lair she may be i 
Or afaoent, or near, the true heart's the samn. 
And the rapture of love is the meeting again. 
Should dangers surround me, I'll dangers fnr*^^ 
True lovers are fearless oi death or disgrace ; 
Unmoved, as a rock to the tempest, I'll be. 
And hope to return to love and to thee. 



THE BARREL OF OLD HUMMING ALK. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

Old Owen lived on the brow of a hill. 

And he had more patience than pelf ; 
A small plot of ground 'twas his labour to till. 

And he toil'd through the day by himself : 
But at night crowds of visitors called at his cot. 

For he told a right marvellous tale j 
Yet a stronger attraction by chance he had gel, 

A barrel of old humming ale. 

Old Owen by all was an oracle thought. 

While they drank, not a joke fail'd to hit ; 
But Owen, at last, by experience was taught 

That wisdom is better than wit. 
One night his cot scarcely could hold tne gay rout. 

The next, not a soul heard his tale ; 
The moral is, simDly, they fairly drank out 

His barrel of old nuiooiing ale. 



»^*.* .^^^ 



NONE CAN LOVE LIKE AN IRISHMAN. 

(Collins.) 

The turban'd Turk, who scorns the world. 
May strut about with his whiskers curif d. 
Keep a hundred wives under lock and kej. 
For nobody else but himself to sec ; 
Yet long may he pray with his Alcoran 
Before he can love like an Irishman. 

The gay Monsieur, a slave no more. 
The solemn Don, the soft Signor, 
The Dutch Mjmheer, so full of pride. 
The Russian, Prussian, Swede beside, — 
They all may do whate'er they can. 
But theyll never love like an Irishman. 

The London folks themselves beguile. 
And think they please in a capital stile ; 
Yet let them ask, as they cioss the street. 
Of any young virein they hap ;en to meet. 
And I know she'll say, from oehind her fan. 
That there's none can love like an Irishman. 



WHISTLE AND I'LL COME TO YOU, MY 

LAD. 

(Bums.) 

Oh ! whistle and III come to you, my lad. 
Oh ! whistle and 111 come to you, my lad. 
Though father, and mother, and a' should go mad ; 
Oh ! whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent when ye come to court me, 
Ar* come na unless the back get be a-gce. 
Syne up the back style, and let nae body see, 
A come as ye war na comin to me. 

Oh! whistle, &c. 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as thongh that ye car'd na a flea. 
But steal me a blink o' your bonny black ee. 
Yet look as ye were na a looking at me. 

Oh! whisUe, &c. 

Ay, vow and protest that ye care na <ir me. 
And whiles ye may lightly my beau*/ a- wee ; 
But court nae anither, though joking ye be. 
For fear that she wiles vour fancy frae me. 

Oh I whistle, fcc« - 




Who 0^1 

V/hogUaoiIoC bcii 
And.ulMt, KiUi hct 

WhilipliiguerlDyoi 
She, bemuie hn ii rii 
Who wtdi with a bu 
She M Aevpnty-teven 
Fi.(ti!lcandnink..l 
Thnii0 who 



I 



Thnii0 who morn f6r molivn Uke [liese» orasbni 
Whm • pligue du yw cull mU wamEn but mid! 



Wiitr. liid OQ a mother', fond hn 
That buiam, Ihc fnmil of my li 

Thv MDg of ■Dectinn if rite \ 



And I nnil'd M Ihi ndiaul iky. 
My knee* >he deiouUy canpm'el, 

And my lildc handi liCudnD high: 
D«»r haby, a falher livet lto», 

Who from iDfancv'a hpan diaaes n 
Whu hduing a mglbcr'i fond prayer, 

Mity gmnt ihee a jayfn] lu-mDfrDWp 



SIGH NO MORE LADIES. 

{ShakfipeUT') 

Then ub noi to. bul let IhFm go. 
And be yen blylhe and bonny ; 

Convrniag all yaot loundi of moo 
To hey, nonny, Dormy! 

Of dumpi M dollandheavy -, 

The ftaud. of men wnr evur no. 

Sines iDmnier Gnl wi> leafy. 

Tben righ no more, ladi< 

LOVB AND TKE SUN DIAL. 

(T.Moore.) 
YatiNQ Lore found a Dial oddo in ■ duk 
"'k«n man «.'« bad v<mdcr.'d, or > 
played; 
Wby ihiu in darkneu lie I wliitprn 

'■ Thou. wboM gay honn abould in 



Oa, MUSKUH OF UIRTIl. 

miinedbuBealt Lom'.i. _ _ . 
aU marked with •unihioe her honn Lev In ■ 
how. (uid the Dial,) ean sov fair mtii, 

OD, and Ihe win1>eam'> o'er. 
I Lo HUE on the Dial DO man-, 
neglectfd, while bleak nin ai 



Ts a poor coaDtry lad, thongh hnnible'a my lo4, 
I'm eome up Lo London (o tee >rha1 is whal- 

Vvb a pretty good pack of re^atioot ia to*ii 

Gee bo, Dolili.u. be 
Gome folk), ia Ibe >tree[, by the Lord, mak« me 

8» comical droll ii the dreu thai th>>y weu i 
Por the fentkmon'n wain ia a un or th>?ir bark. 

Gee ho. Dabhin, hi. 
n rqsally qneer. 



It putt me in mind, don'i think I'm a joker. 
Of a eoal.KulUe ituck ou the head of a poker. 

Gee ho, Dobbin, Ac 



It pnia me in mind of ■ 
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8« oar bods look like nonkiet, IH prove oa the 

naily 
For a monkcj io known by die length of hk taiL 

Gee ho, Dobbin^ &c 

However the faehimw axe given to ranse. 

In jrow imiles and joor favoort 1 ho^ for no 



Yonr kind appn^tion I*U Mndy to keep. 
And le pleiie yoe FU ting till yoo're all laet asleep. 

Gee ho. Dobbin, &c 



^«^^^«^« 



NORAH, DEAR NORAH. 

Thocgs Lpxlip ia pnmd of its close thady bowen, 
lu dear falluig waten, its murmuring caacadet. 

Its grores of fine myrtle, its beds of sweet flowers. 
Its lads so wen dressM, and its neat piet^ maids ; 

As each has own Tfllage will still make the most of , 
In praise of dear Carton I hope I'm not wrong. 

Dear Carton, <iontainii^ what kingdoms may boast 

off 
Tis Notmh, dear Vorah, the theme of my song. 

Be gcBilcaiiu fine, with their spurs and nice boots 



to start on the Cnrragh of Kildare ; 

Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new suits on. 

Lk'4 waisteoats, white gknres, and their nice 

powder'd hsir ; 

PoerPa^ while so blest in his mean humble station. 

For gold or lor acres he never shall long. 
One awceC smile can give him the wealth of a 



Froai Noiah, dearNorah, the theme of my song. 



VILLAGE SEEMS ASLEEP WHILE 
LUBIN IS AWAY. 

(Mrs. Hunter.) 

My flsother bids me bind my hair 

With bands of rosy hue. 
Tie up my sleeves with rilA)ons rare. 

And lace my boddice blue ; 
For lidiy, she cries, sit still and weep 

Whiw others dance and play ; 
Alas ! I scarce can go or creep 

While Lubin is away. 

*Tis sad to think the days are gone 

When those we love are near ! 
I sit upon this mossy stone. 

And sich when none can hear ; 
And while I spin my flaxen thread. 

And sing my simple lay. 
Hie village seems asleep or dead 

MThile Lubin is away. 



THE TOM CATS' DUEL. 

Tncbe were two tom cats on a wall. 
iust over a eobbler's stall. — 

Tommy White and Tommy Gray ; 
And those two tom cats on a wall. 
iust enter a cobbler's stall. 

Had both fell in love, they say. 

Twas Miss Tabby that made them to sigh. 
And she liv'd in a garret hard by. 

Which brought the two looeifen that wav. 
To sing her a sweet serenade, (mew, mew,) 
And a pr^^tv mollrowing they made, 

Tom Wliite and Tommy Gray. 

Said Tom White. *' Who the devil aie you ? 
" That here, with impertinent mew. 

" Would bid dear Miss Tabbv my clack shun ?" 
Said Tommv Gray, " Don't make such a splutter. 
^ You shall meet me to-night in s gutter. 

1. d — me t 111 have satisfaction." 



With daws shaip as daggers they met 
And to it. like tigers, they set ; 

Teas doubtful which of them were stronger : 
They spit. fjpMl. phit, ) and they scratched, and 

they swore, (mil row,} 
And their poor haiiy jackets tney tore 

Till they could not hold out any longer. 

Miss Tabby awoke at the clatter. 

Popp'd her head out. and cried, (mew, www}— 

" what's the matter?" 
And seem'd rather angry and coolish ; 
Said Tom White, '* Our sad plight otdv view— 
'• We've both been a hfchting for you ;" 

Then, said she, •« That was devilkh fooUsh." 

Said Tom Gray. " I've lost half my Uil ;' 
Said Miss Tabbv. " That will not avail. 

For I vow tnat my back quite up is. 
To think that two cats on a wall. 
Just over a cobbler's stall. 

Should go for to act like two puppies.' 



, " 
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THE IRON AGE; 

OR. THE DANDY MORALIST. 
Aii^" Ba$tg ^ in the CUjf." 

When first I enter'd life's gay path, 

I laugh'd at fashion's faces : 
The beaux appear'd like dress d up belles. 

The belles-^anv ^ina but graces ; 
But when I found, to please the world, 

I must with its whims comply. 
I changed my notes, and soon the town 

Had no grealer beau than I. 
With paint, and stays, and padded coat. 

Quite altered were my features ; 
And soon my living <B4a^mode 

Was opposite to nature's. 

Spoken.] I completely metamorphosed myself 
and dress. My bUok tUk gloves were changed tor 
white kid ; my pliant flannel waistcoat for a stiff 
pair of stays ; my toilet was soon covered with 
curls, collars, and wrist-bands — ^with paint, patch- 
es, and perfumes — snofi'-boxes. brooches, pins, and 
quizzing-glasses. — 'TIS true, when equippnid. I have 
often been insulted by the canaille : oiten have my 
now susceptible and delicate ears been annoyed 
with — [in a mdaar toii«l — " My eye ! Bill, do vou 
see that man r—** What man ? I see no man. — 
" Why. that giil, with his sides twisted like an 
hour-glass." — ** What ! do you call that a man f 'tis 
not a man. it's a doiMi^." — " A dandy ! how moi 
it smells !" — ** Rum. ohoo ! it's not fwm. 'tis la- 
vender.** — But though I was laogh'd at by the 6(U- 
numde, I was admired by the bettu~monde. — [ Fop- 
pishljf.'] — ** Excessively elegant, 'pon my soul ." 
said Sir Jessamy, the other day, in the Park.- - 
" O, the delightful creature ! the very acme of 
perfection. I declare." said Lady Jubelinda-Joa- 
bella-Sophonisba- Augusta Rosebud. 

Then in my stays and padded coat. 
Through Lon«lon streets 111 dash on ; 

For, let the churls say what they will, 
Tis wisdom forms the fashion. 

Aye. London is the place for me. 

There every thing u movine ; 
There things are changing ev ry day. 

And ev'ry thing's improving ; 
When iron horses were the go, 

I purchas'd one to ride. 
And up the Mall and Rotten-row, 

I daily took a stride. 
Now in boots with new reeoUnng Iteele^ 

And mounted on my filly. 
Some quiz, and some admirs 

I prance up Piccadilly. 



8m. ex.] All Ihini^ have Oirit 
pmrdnrd hcids, rockfil K*U, round hi 
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f ^aIuod'a heni qdHrtcn.^'Bv thr by, i( ib ■□ tb- 
I tolvnhle bore to inilli oi riile nrai lie Emi-end ; 
f ill* chimnpy-*iio»ia »Ild duiUncn »pe BoveT vnl- 
I K)>[. — Riding aloM Ihg ottict day, with my uppri 
np ornamcnua oiUi ■ huidiome pnit of miuU- 

tbiUliiiUgi tirig 
ij if tbtjf vai toti 
, aiiua."-^' Wliy, ihry da louk thu main pan oF hi> 

' ■■ I miild a* lievc bf kiord b; a he-hear a. by 

, him."— "Wbj'i he-b»nhaT«Ju>l>uch vhitkena* 

*« tcm." — " Perh«pt he luet itenr'tptatt in make 

-e, ud that atka bini look m 

b my reifDlvin^heel booti can- 
■• My Tig! ihereV « piii of 

.!'■—'■ Aye, they are ««ol- 

wing heoli."— '• Wiiy, what are Ihay fori"— 
" Vhy, their cetgil, d'ye ue, keepi Ihese light 
ehutaert fnnn lalling off their h<n«ei." — " Light 
chan^tera! aye, f dare tav he hu more brau at 
hi> ibdi Ihln in hiifwctcC. '— " Ya, and I lup- 
poae he poyi hit debu with hii A«li."— TIiiu it ii, 
*)iil» any thing wininniUfi i» pHIraniiFd by the 

VBlgiU' ; but vhile I rid luppaiud by the 
' ■ a Gg for the -'— 




roaUllgl"— '■ Pooh, duo't be a matang a Judy of 

CBunelf: don't you know they are goio; tn make 
ay with the ateam-en^ne, yon bog-trotter?" 
Bnglind iilike Vulcan'ivork-Bhon.niib, perhapi, 
(M many iron* in the lire, and filled wiib imoEe, 
«>, ■leim, and Uw ieviU: and irheie nre minu- 
lactored iroo bridpi, iron bonei. iroD geuc, iron 
hedaleada, ironiulian, iron b&iu, iron roflini, and 
iron ^vinc- meiy thing it trsny. — " The very 

their Awta are iron, their ■*» arc iron, thtir hearta 



inn bnl their facei, and they 

they an mim of mtnl*."—" M»itle I not 
•ay Ihay are brought up in iroo, ted i 
-"■— --'-i "ith iron, often die in .'om. 



(anbtedly 




EITW OP MIRTH. I 

■■langupapeitoei, veuill I 

ie/bhU in ttile will didi no ; I 

let the thurb tay what ihsy will, I 

a wjidoD fonni the faahion. ■ 

I BULL IN X CRHlA-aHOP.^^^^H 

leard of a bng in in op«ta-h*I, ^^^^^| 
y old tale of a moiue and ■ rat, ^^^M 
ngyouattoiher, a. |.l^««w ™yh^^^^ 

nn a far nohlnr luhjoet aball drop, 
I into 1 china^ahop. 
leg left iej, upper le^, under leg. 



ty aoon found that the bair *•• a 
o drive him out tried with much 



Tbe flour being covered with erDckery-vaee ; 
And among it, ivienting the ihopmao't lannt. 
The bull began daof inr the cov'i cafrvil. 

With hit right leg, left leg, (cc 
While'er with his feet he eouldn'l aaaail 
Ue made dndu and drakci with hia horaa and bb 



mil. 
So friiky he < 



rviee prov. 

He play'd mag a diver 

He apl.nler'd the riiib. 

With 



u and hia bpa. 



nd diib'd all the plalea, 
ight leg, left leg. 4t. 

Popp'd in, and the bull at him ftuiously rmo, 
Caught him by the waiftband without mnre ado* 
And tons'd him completely the ihop windo* 

The poor litSe fat man flew np like * dart. 

With hi. right teg, leftle|, h^ 
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trut that Being, kind abore \ 
With mind terene and steady : 
Hell nerer bnuae, believe me. We, 
The heajt that breaks already. 

He thitwffh thy inmost soul can peer. 
And all its 8|mngs discover ; 

He*U teach thy weakness how to bear. 
Or give thee back thy lover. 

Is He, the mighty Lord of all. 

Unable to protect thee T 
Will he, who marks the sparrow's fall. 

O'eilook thee, or neglect thee ? 

Serene yon dreadful field I see. 

Whatever fate betides me. 
Thy Jnnocence shall shelter thee. 

And I've no wish beside thee ! 



WHEN HOPE WAS QUITE SUNK IN DE- 
SPAIR. 

(Allan Ramsey.) 

Wheh hope was quite sunk in despair. 

My heart it was going to break ; 
My heart appeared worthless my care. 

Bat mm I will sav't for thy sake : 
Where'er my love travels by day. 

Wherever he lodges by night, 
* Wi' me his dear image shall stay. 

And my soul keep him ever in sight. 

Wi' patience III wait the lang year. 

And study the gentlest charms ; 
Hepc time away till thou appear. 

To lock thee, for av in these arms. 
Whilst thoo wast a shepherd, I prized 

No higher degree in this life ; 
But now 111 endftavonr to rise 

To a he%ht that's becoming thy wife. 

For bean^, that's only skin deep. 

Must mde like the gowans in May ; 
But, inwardly rooted, will keep 

For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life. 

Can quench the fair fire of love ; 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife. 

And the husband ha'e sense to approve. 



WELCOME SILENCE, WELCOME PEACE. 
(R. Blo<mifield.) 

Welcome silence, welcome peace, 

O most welcome peaceful shade ; 
Thus I prove, as years increase. 

My heart and soul for quiet made. 
Thus I fix my firm belief. 

While rapture's gushing tears descend. 
That everv flower uid every leaf. 

Is moral truth's unerring friend. 

I would not, for a world of gold. 

That nature's lovely face should tire. 
Fountain of blessings yet untold; 

Pure source of inteUectnal fire. 
Fancy's fair buds, the germ of song, 

Unquicken'd by the world's rude strife. 
Shall sweet retirement render strong. 

And morning silence bring to life. 

Then tell me not that I shall grow 

Forlorn, — that fields and wood « will cloy , 
From nature and her changes flow 

An everlasting tide of joy. 
I grant that summer heats will bum. 

That keen will come the frosty night ; 
But both shall please : and each in turn 

Yield reason s most supreme delight. 



BILLY WOOD; 

OR, THE FASCINATING GROCER. 

Ai^-." TJte Barking Barker," 

Come, listen to a whinuny chsnt. 

And if there's nothing m it. 
Will you a little patience grant. 

If quickly I begin it ; 
A love-sick grocer, Billy Wood, 

A victim Vm to Cupid. 
So if my son^ is long and good. 

Don't call it short and stupid. 

Tol lol de rol. 

One day as trudging through the Park, 

With plumbs and currants laden ; 
Says I, ril have a little lark. 

With yonder pretty maiden ; 
She's drest so spruce and looks so sly. 

To lose her will not do, sir ; 
And though a cast she's in one eye. 

Why I've a cast in two, sir. 

Tol lol de rol. 

Before Miss Patty Blear I stood. 

Who dark was as a crow, sir ; 
Sa^ I, " my name is Billy Wood, 

The fascinating grocer." 
She curtsied low, and in reply. 

Said, " all your love's in vain, sir. 
Engaged I am to Mr. Flam, 

Who lives in Mincing-lane, sir." 

Tol lol de rol. 

To Mincing-lane I went with speed. 

Where cutting beef and ham, sir. 
Behind the counter stood, indeed. 

My rival, Mr. Flam, sir ; 
Says I, " Grand carver you appear. 

But sure as I've a snout, sir. 
You may cut here, but with Miss Blear, 

You snail not cut me out, sir." 

Tol lol de rol. 

When I had finished, Mr. Flam, 

Whose passion quickly rose, sir. 
Straight put aside his beef and ham. 

And took me by the nose, sir ; 
The pinch he gave it made me roar. 

To struggle was in vain, sir ; 
And whenhc kicked me from the door, 

I ran from Mincing-lane, sir. 

Tol lol de rol. 

From Mincing-lane I ran so fast. 

And beg you'll be so kind, sir. 
As round the house your eyes to cast. 

And see if you can find, sir, 
A ladv fair, who in this place. 

In love with me can grow, sir. 
Perhaps she'll show her smiling face 

To Billy Wood, the grocer. 

Tol lol de ml. 



GRUNTING AND BARKING. 

(Dibdin.) 

He ran to the farm-yard, and there bit a hog. 
That, in less than ten minutes, bark'd just like a 

dog ; 
The hog bit a horse that just come from bunting. 
And, presently after, the horse fell a grunting. 
Such grunting and barking, and barking and 

grunting. 
And grunting and barking, and barking and 

gnmtins. 
The villaee will never have done with the talk on't. 
Though tbe wisest man there cannot make hog or 

dog on't. 
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lowing sad neighing, ind bukmg « 

Tuniing Bnd borloB(, ud nfigbioK m 
lowing, 
Tlie TilUgf will Devei barx doM, &c. 






>o IsEB, undulh'd ju 



Thejxk-u 

And iL*ft noi LD DC mpnuQn q nnw iDun [ie ni 
Sucfa bmying Had talking, and LalliAE and hr 
And b&rking ud grunliug, ajM lowii 

Tbe rJllkge will DFvci hive done, 
Tlu ibHji hit D wolf, which wuaoon heard I 
The wolf more dumb iiiiii|n than I've tinu 

poit; 
Bat the wont thic wu bit, wu, du, i 

Heavrn koep ns, I ny, ttoiB mid don i 
FniDch. 



eitiog. 



village will HI 



LOyg IN A KETTLE. 
Air—" Oh! hadlbembg Fait rfcer™!," 
Oh '. hud it hora mj fue. dpir Mui, 
Where thoo ut cook, to bo 

And in thy BivourT kilcheo plaeed. 

Or on, or tort the (ire J 
Thy melling charou I theta might luto. 

My Krratcji rival then would b* 

Tl,'.-X"n^''ih" .Tl'oul/" >ve ?o ■« 

A|,,,f„„ch ihy grcuy lip ; 
tn. nh ' il ib.o Mme Boviom dropi, 

Should on Iby bunom rcu. 
Should I nol CD-u Ihy failhleu chopi. 

That made my rival* blesl 1 
Bal caoliDg hope would aooo iBCued, 

To footh my boiling rage, 
That tlioo wouldV won my botom feed 

Again with spice and lagc ; 
Wuh umpt and aaore, my ioyt reaett^d, 

Tbna every day at Icut, 



On thy fi 



■• 111 Sa: 



FAITHLESS BMMA. 

(SirGetirge AUcy.) 
i wtNDECED once at bwak of day. 
While yet upon the lunleit >ea, 

I aighi the breeie delayod, 
thewa< ' 

. ihefi 
a lov'd the ui 




How I plead my caoH. 

Al uncertain u the wealber ; 

Speaka for mere applanaa. 

8FOKEN.] Inbroaehinclhe preaent qoHtionlK- 

re the honourable Uombert of Eh!« houve, I afr< 

:ipate ihatliheralily whidi marki both the nalioul 

laneter andberackaowledgrdmagniuiiaplyibui 

ihall pUee my position without going over the 

naiial gmund. Ixive, Hi. Speaker, oceaima the 

1> and the hcani of many miUiani of the po- 

tiun of ijiu biiliiaai oDpire. A> Kngliihawn, 

ur (oceCaihers, and what feelinc ■• then man 

ancient than the tonder pauion T "ta the icUier'a 

mnliu ; the tailor'* reward : the aalace of Kiagii, 

nl hippinei* of mankind ! (Hear, hear, hear.) 
arria^e. Mr. Speaker, ii it> best iMarilj : (0 
eet vihich. I ihall call tomyaid, haniu, liceaae. 
to the Twoed. Hy lib ii my 



cauntry'l, and T devote it to her ; bui'mj 
either, may my reward he the rei 



tar.) Come, that' 



And pmre worthy uf my BM 

Ne'er iball'btibc my will. 
Ever iteady, alway* ready 
To main ur aid the oalion; 
But our UK il 'faiul abuna 

b'r who iimV 



oorable K^^l 
\rt to pnp th* 



.1', 

1 IB» U|» _ 

pillar* by piiUiog down the eaterpillj 

qunck playen, quad partont, quack poel*. and 
quack Mcmben ; all of wham tax the public, bj 
vending a apnriDu* commodity . The mnnner inwhieb 
IpurpoaclevyinglhiMlait will, I hope, beoooaidered 
a uatjooal eood : I would have the quack lawyer 
without a lee, the quack docior without I pHieal, 
the qikock player without a plaudit, the quack pa. 
tun wilhoul a pulpit, the quaek poet wilboai a 

Tbcv honoua I'd ttrip from the ihadow of nniu*. 
in order lo crowo the iubtt>aeo. We ihimld then 
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pUjen* ptous parsons, aonnd ooett, and, for the 
nooour ot the nation, aoond Members to sapport 
our sound con titntion. 

Hear! hear! hear! each ooiD|ieer, &c. 

Hear! hear! hear! 
Ere we turn to adjourn 
Business till another meeting, 
I must call one and all 

To a potent case. 
Order, order! call to order. 
While the subject I am treating. 
If not carried, when 'tis pained, 

111 resign my place. 

Sfoken .] Mr. Speaker, the success of the pre- 
sent question \% the darling object of mv heart, and 
the mo«t incredulous will beliere me, when I assert, 
by the honour of my seat, that I feel deeply inte- 
rested for the argument of to-night; and tliere:ore 
proleas myself highW flattered in seeing the House 
so well attended, having called the eyes of the 
public to the bill of this evening : I oppose the 
st a n d in g ocder for the exclusion of strangers, and, 
in case of a division, see no cause for clearing the 
gallery. A division or no division, that is the 
quescaoo? as many as are content, say ajre! the 
aon-eomenis, no ! The contenu have it ! the con- 
tents have it ! 

Hear! hear! hear! each compeer, &c. 

SING TO LOTE A ROUNDELAY. 

Off, love is a fairy power 
Tint weaves our chain of bliss ; 

Tis another land's stolen hour. 
To sweeten whole } ears in this. 

Low is the true lisht beaming there, 
Ffwn wtmian's smile or woman's tear. 
To bUas our steps, or guide our way, 
Thok sing to love a roundelay. 

Oik, love is the sweetenii^ balm 
That heaven's own flowerets weep, 

Tb a dream that's sent to calm 
Our lifetime's troubled sleep. 

IfOve's the music humming-bird 
In woman's gentle voice that's heard 
To bless our path and cheer our lay. 
Then sii^ to love a roundelay. 

OH ! GIVE ME MY COOLIN. 
Oh, the hours I have passed in the arms of my 



Can never be thought of but with a sad tear ; 
Oh, forbear chen, forbear then, to mention her 



It recalls to my mem'rv the cause of my pain. 
How often to love me she fondly has sworn. 
And, when parted from me, would ne'er cease to 



AU hardships for me she would cheerfully bear. 
And, at night, on my bosom forget all her care. 
To some distant climate together well roam. 
And fofget all the misery we met with at home. 
Fate, now be propitious, and grant me thine aid. 
Oh, give me my Cool in, and I am repaid. 



THE ROSE AND THE THORNS. 
(Uolcroft.) 

Of the rose, fair and young. 

Poets often have sung. 
And the thorn near its bosom emboss'd. 

But noticed have none 

That the rose is but one 
And the thorns are a mercil^s host* 



Having lived out its day. 
The iniid rose dies away. 

Averse and unequal to stJtife. 
But tne thorns still are there. 
The rude emblems of care. 

To wound through the winter of life. 



BILLY CROW AND MISS VATSON. 

Air—" Kitty CZcwer."— (Miss BryanL) 

Billy Crow loved Miss Vatson, a girl to his mind. 
Oh. oh, oh, oh,— Oh, oh, oh, oh ! 
She was not very big, but she was very kind — 

Oh, oh, &c. 
When shop was shut up to her he would pop. 
To fetch her a quutem, or give her a drop \ 
O sweet Billy Crow 
Was a nice little beau ! Oh, oh, &c. 

Says he, " Sweet Miss Vatson, will you be my 



spouse 



V* 



. — — — ,j 
Oh, oh, &c. 
But she cocked down her ey^ and she cocked up 
her nose; Oh, oh, &c. 

Sajr* she, " Do you think that I will marry you ' 
" Oh, no, Billy Crow, I'U be blowed if I do : 
" I love Billy Crow— 
•' But marry you— no." Oh, oh. &c. 
That moment bounced in a great Ull grenadier ! 
-__ Oh, oh, &c. 

Who treated Miss Vatson to muflhis and beer - 

T-l. 4-W . t ^'*» ^^» ^'c. 

Like Q in the comer, poor Billy was stuck, 
Till out of the window they gave him a chuck \ 

Then poor Billy Crow 

Went tumbling below J Oh, oh, &c. 

He ran home in a passion, himself for to shoot ; 
« . Oh, oh, &c. 

But, says he, " No, I vont, for 111 go a recruit." 

Then to jump m th^* water came into his head, 
But the water being cold, why he jumped into bed 
So forgot all his woe, ' 

For to sleep he did go. Oh, oh, \c. 

Miss Vatson the tojer soon took for her bride, 

A J un . ^^' ®*** ^^• 

And BUly, m sorrow, he soon after died. 

mv . O^' "^' ^*^« 

Thus my tale is all over, and what shall I do— 
If, in striving to please, my friends, I cannot 
please you ? 

So away I will go. 

But first make my bow. Oh, oh, &c. 



MAN IS FOR THE WOMAN MADE. AN* 
THE WOMAN'S MADE FOR MAN. 

Man, man, man, is for the woman made. 
And the woman's made for man : 

As the spur is for the jade. 

As the scabbard for the blade. 

As for digging is the spade. 

As for liquor is the can. 
So man, man, man, is for the woman made. 
And the woman's made for man. 

Man, man, man, is for the woman made. 
And the woman's made for man : 

As the sceptre's to be sway'd. 

As for night's the serenade. 

As for pudding is the pan, 

A s to cool us IS the fan. 
So man, man, man, is for the woman made. 
And (he woman's made for man. 

Man, man, man, is for the woman made. 
And the woman's made for man *. 



■ UNIVERSAL SOTJOSTERi 

Re >lii! wilDW, vifp. or maiA ; 

lie *he wBDum. busbeKiidi 

Be >he well or ill nrrirM ; 

n-_e, b— d, or huTldu ; 
Yet mui, mu. mao. it far Ihe womui mads. 
And Ihc wornu'* mule far mao. 
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THE IRISH FHENCHMAN. 
(Rejnolt 
aiHy tnU of a brvgue uid Irclftiadp 
ind piilsv 



71 />!», 

fut ritf BottrdtoHS ii 



nrcei nHiuetHHib. 

f. ho-ilLia?.. 

mnkethefolliiiun. 



mv joily 



For ot^ndJfrtfibdBMW.Bfid fcT Ervft 4ai 
.nd then Id fonake inagmfiaiae Ttppenry 
Far/uHirr KerHtUsi iiad lU upeniig llin 



leUowrdunt/rf- 
nighi and ill day 



But wLen (1 



M iJI nighl 



MV FRIEND IS THB MAN I WOCLD COPT 
THROUGH LIFE. 
(M. P. Andt™..) 
My friend i* ibe dud I irould capj tbroagfa life. 
He hnrbuun no envy, he uiu« no Rnfe, 
So nmnnun eieape him, Ibmigh (ortuae tww* 

CoDteuI ii bit pdrtion and p«*« hii renard. 

Siill hiippy in hit ilUiOB, m 



WhirJi vi« and fully briti(. 
Daily irnrking vmily, 
And'nigbllj singing ehevriljr. 



Though hit dear 

prcti. 
He bM umel} 



ss 



tboiigb hia incooie U icant^ 



3 



THE UmTERSAL SONGSTER ; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



93 



Sow cibanniiig to find in his hambl« retreat 
That UiM M> much Kmght^ to unknown to the 

gieat. 
The wile only anxioas her fondness to prove, 
ffhe playfnl endeannents of infantine lore. 
Relaxing from his Ubonn, 
Amid his welcome neighbours. 
With plain regale. 
With jest and tale. 

The happj hero see ; 
No rain soiemes confound him, 
AH his joys surround him. 
Dear he holds h» nattre land, its laws, and 
tibeity! 



GEORGE AND ENGLAND SAVE. 

(Captain Morris.) 

While deeds of hell deface the world. 

And many a throne in rain lies ; 
While round the earth revolt is hurl'd. 
And Discord's baneful banner flies ; 
Load shall the loyal Briton sing. 
To arms ! to arms '. your bucklers bring. 
To shield our country, guard our Kimg, 
And Gmfiye and Emfftaml save. 

Ne'er shall the desolating woe. 

That shades with horror Europe o'er. 
To as her hideous image show. 

Or steep in blood this happy shore ; 
Firm as our rock-bound isle well stand. 
With watchful eye, and iron hand. 
To wield the might of Briuin's land. 
And Gmrpe and Ettglamd save. 

While wide the threat'ning frenxy bums. 
And prostrate nations mourn its rage, 

Slenily his eye the Briton turns 
To Bi wa r^ t and to HawyU page ; 

As o'er their conqu'ring urn he sighs, 

Toofch'd by their fame, proud sires, he cries. 

Thus o'er our foes well ever rise. 
And Chorge and Emgland save. 

Oft faacf views them on the deep. 
And tnmingas their squadrons roll. 

Where great EUsa'« ashes sleep. 
With triumph fill the Briton s soul ; 

As DrmMe and Ralrigh catrh the glance. 

Advance ! he cries, — mh fools, advance ! 

The grave of Sptum shall ope for France, 
And Gm>rge and Bitgland save. 

What prompts these restless foes of life 
To date our dreadful arms again ? 

What, but the hope that party strife 
HaUi broke Britannia's shield in twain ? 

But know they not when France is near. 

The war of tongues is silent here. 

That all may grasp Britannia's n>ear. 
And Omrge and En^and save r 

Ne'er in the pinch of Britain's fate 
Shan statesmens' rival feuds be known. 

Or faction strive, with thwartiu||: hate, 
T6 break the British bulwark down \ 

No— round the altar of our land, 

Link'd in one soul, the British band. 

Shall firm in sacred Union stand. 
And George and England save. 

Though moral order sink to the ground. 

Though all the virtues trodden lie. 
Though fury tear the nations round. 

And blood and rapine fill each eye ; 
Ne'er shall the storm here tarn its flight. 
While Britbh hearts at home unite 
To f[a*de onx thoughts, to guard our right, 
Aad George and England save. 



O happy isle ! wise-order'd state ! 

Well-temper'd work of Freedom's hand * 
No shock of realms can touch thy fste 

If union bind thy sea-girt land. 
Vainly the storms shall round thee ring. 
While Briton's sons in concord sing. 
Well shield our coontty, guard our King, 

And George and Eng lan d save. 



LOVE AND LIBERTY. 

Ye gentle nymphs and gen'rous dames 

Who rule o'er ev'ry British mind. 
Be sure ye sooth their am'rous flames. 

Be sure your laws are not unkind. 
For cruel 'twere a free-bom swain, 

A British youth should vainly moan. 
Who, scOTnnil of a tyrant's chain. 

Submits to yours, and yours alone. 

Loud though yon hostile cannons roar. 

Though loud they thunder from afar, 
Happy shidl Britain's well-arm 'd shore 

Securely brave the threat of war ; 
In your just cause each patriot hand 

Firm grasps the lance, in stem array 
Embattled hosts, throughout the land. 

For yon their ensigns bright display. 

Thy sons, O Albion, will be free. 

They scorn a tyrant's yoke to wear ; 
Their standard's Xoee axui Libertg 

To him who best deserves the fair. 
Come, then, ye nymphs, to Pleasure's shrine. 

Bring hither your resistless charms. 
Love with LUtertg entwine. 

To crown with bliss the British arms. 



THE IRISH HARPER AND HIS DOG TRAY. 

(T. Campbell.) 

On the green banks of Shannon, when Shelah 

was nigh. 
No biythe Irish lad was so happy as I, 
No hup like my own could so cheerily play. 
And wherever I went was my poor dog Tray. 

When, at last, I was forced from my Shelah to part. 
She said, (while the sorrow was big at her heart,) 
Oh! remember your Shelah when far far away. 
And be kind, my dear Pat, to our poor dog Tray. 

Poor dog ! he was faithful and kind, to be sure. 
And he constantly loved me, although I was poor; 
When the sour-looking folks sent me heartless 

away, 
I had always a friend in my poor dog Tray. 

When the road was so dark and the night was so 

cold. 
And Pat and his dog were grown weary and old. 
How snugly we slept in my old coat of gray. 
And he kcked me for kindness — my poor dog Tray. 

Though my wallet was scant, I remembered his 

case. 
Nor refused my last crust to his pitiful face. 
But he died at my feet on a cold winter's day. 
And I played a sad lament for my poor dog Tray. 

Where now shall I ^o ! poor, forsaken, and blind ! 
Can I find one to guide me so faithful and kind ? 
To my sweet native village, so far far a'^s^v* 
I can never more return with my poor dog Tray ! 



CUPID. 

(Dibdin.) 

I SAW what seem'd a harmless child. 

With winss and bow. 
And aspect mad. 
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THE SLANDERED HAID. 

(R. C. Dillu.) 

X»v, let (he nrickm deer, pnor Aing, 

Till l..liny'de.th'[eiii"o^e th'itinf ' 

The gujleleu iiuud w'ah dtaftt nruU 

The purest puthi of joy i 
Oi IffvE far her hi* tnumrieJt tpTCAih. 

Or •Undtr'i iha^ iatnn. 

K>j. leiiheitriclendRt, M 
And lei the iLuidrr'd mud go weep, 

Remote (rem e»':j rje ; 
With Minted spLritt vigiU keep, 

Nay. lei the itricken ileef. ht 
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b^tU yon t 



■ r— • Hammtraa inv.'— ■ SluU I help 
^mUr—- Yet, imd . gW of bnnd j «ftep 
nTorni».l«i/iler.'— ^Here, W»il«!'— 

Bob, nob ! nhu'a Ihe toul T Han'i iiiixeu lo 

FoRODM an bf M I Hill J trick* in mil profwiou 

Pou^Bd-McBtr Tallow-duBilIm ut 'em down 

imy, ilmrti, wmillingt, of stctj un uul liie : 
All finiiMi)! logethir ^ no lat-UgUt half » fine. 

Good hamoar Ufkud ifi uppevvd in all tluir 
qMiUiagsje*. 

Spokeh.] • OiH me Kmie (Avn «a.'— ' 1 lup- 
paae you mrai] i^iangui.' — ' 111 uk« t £p in cb> 
•oop rat ' — ■ llui mnuon'i of the ngbl wwaU.' — 

■ Mr. »*■«, jm look u ana uajfantfou.'— ' Blea 
■a, bov «mr wit nMn.* — ' Smiff bim ant.'-^ 

■ Hoc. Wiiisr'.'— • CWds IB > a 




dc. Waiter " — ' Coming in ■ bn 

Hob, Bob! *hu'*lh« tout? Hen'a (uectw to 

Aai BBj all futue'i fiuun (edtb iti hannonj b« 

FoBt^oiMvaitj Bcndng-iDHlen lat 'om down la 

AD Hi tJAfif^'A in, not one indin'd to una; 
■wb pM bii best foot fonmott, their pmliau 



SroKE.I.] ' Deu me, one migbt dance a hent- 

wan eat iurv'™'-' — ' t^aff"" catiple of fo'li 
■ben.'— ' How tball I col ihia opV— • Doum Iht 
wtMU ami m, agon.'—' Wbo takn wiat: ?'— • All, 
rifdW .Bd Irfi/—' am, WailBi!'— ■ Sm to in a 



How Dunj fanoBea witb all ranka by thufiing are 

Fo*ir-aad-tvealy Doclon aat ^em down to dine, 

Polaea alL in uoLfton, from bqnger lon^ra ao ao ; 
Eterj thing in Kaun, fiom the cbickcni to the 

n« whole iMtana nudai el Heaara. data aiul 



Spoken.] ' The uaaonlng of thia di(ek bi'M like 
a UitUr, and the peaac are at big aa telmtta.' — 
' How'a that umgKt!'—' Pirit; lair.'—- I doo't 
like the look of it.'—' Let me preacribe riWrn 
pie, then.'— 'Dr. Pop'em, a glau of wine I*— 
' No objeetion to a black dan, Doctnr.'— ■ Here, 
Waiter!'—' Bepeat ibe Am immedialelj, genlle- 

Bob, nob I what'i Ihe loul T Hen't loixeta to 



The bill of fare at'l 

aallara ibe auki. 

Spoken.] ' Senden 



1 and hat. 



D, I think TOn bar's' 
.'— ' Then I move for i 
. iabttu lo bring that Joh; 
ble.'— ' Brother, will 



11 



Brother Brie/, help me to a dienl!'- 
oa mean ?'— • jLJIal fiah, lo be tuie.'- 
entleman thoaf amat why we ahouldn't take a glaaa 
(wiseroimd?'— -HeR.WiiUr! move the cloib.' 
taear Oe ooart in a moment, gentlemen.' 

oiiT-and-twenij Painieri tat 'em down to diae. 

En oc^ouri gaj at rainbowi all let to in a Iriea ; 

The OBni for the dinner auelch'd each hand on a 

waa a good nwhanw and bad a palate 

th art perfect jmc<iwp.'^- 

' That pnddiiur IttoomQCh in pdrn«fHie.'— ' Who'i 
(or a glaH of red laktV-^ Wuter, inm Kmt 
wine.'—' SnuA in a moment, gentlemen.' 

Hob, nob! what'a Ihe toaalT Here'a loccett w 

Hay all our battU-fieim after Wellingion be made 

Such cutting and tncb backing ne'er in tragtdg 

TlieT came with eonuc phi^iet, aome dretied fat- 



gooter — 'No, I've enough of thai on the Isardi.'— 

Jalm Oroait.'—' How they are fighlmg for the 
peaie !'— ■ Only riAnrfiiu the BoHJe »/ Hattimai. 
—• Do yon uke O. P. or P. 8. !'— ' Whal'a thall— 
' Old pon, or prime iherry.' — ■ Mr. Premjxer, will 



our bemfil.'—' Ring lot Ihe 
. deaert and bill.'—' Fine 
JojF directly, gentlemen.' 




OR, MLSEUU OF Ml 




THE TRUE BOTTOM'D BOXKI 
OE TMt CHtMFll 
(T. Jon. 

Air—" 0\! iiiMhng m Life em KMen m 
Bpitl HG's llir hny for ■ MauJmg U^M rigmiiim 

SInkmg afiipptr, uid millnif ^ 

FiMofl 1 wS ia moil eueilcDI 



daefSufA; 
M In foiuia u ix 



TavpiHS Ihr ci$nl to hin 

Beilu-gu-finlgn nod <:i 
For whi-n! an iiMh joyi 

Ani nratarhig mugt far » duneerji ja^ : 
VJiiix Jtippinti taiA ndurnjr, albL fnliliing mod nnUutf^, 



Siirlnii'i the b«y forfloariiui inAflt^ieg U, 
IJiiiing BOil Mtojiping, iMJiuniv and trirtai. 

For lakinff and amtmt tor tpemtia and miAinf if. 
And trill ne'Er uy ataigi. till hv'* Jrvm^l 



ju 1^ nclu, he shDVi tliEiD un >*vout, o 

Whc-ti he £ghu he trira to atramfUiJk hi< 
ith aipiiig and fiftJMf, aiid_fli«r-'"- — -■ " 
Wiit *i((i,y and jlnppino, ha« 
ith {^KWy nH/fi^. and tpenhtg aiul fviJliwri 
He's thp cJumpiaH ef fttmtt and of mAi4tia0a Ilir 
qjTiiij. 

iminAiw) anJ daiimg, and 'ifpixy ir^wM**, 



Eaili 

Fm thf vktwiilmo-B^ nn Uvom 
Pnr nwller and lyln he (rclt ju> 

l4 1 f A« SHlftfH I 

Uo't alwavi 
With 

TLl 
Wkh 



joriij aud hnwH), and bnna^ uid pniamy, 
ir<|rii</j/y aud imwTii.wrai^yWisanl'iikenyi 
Ith iwfei and rmJUn, on i»pn>jf and t>*«H"y, 
ITau'tl aoD hi>'t th« boy tLai i> nlimjti h (ir^. 



e in the DmnuDg 



To the tit 

1I.0U1 
A itmggU t 




TBt TOHTOISEBilELL TTtM CAT. 
All—" Ok ' vko 1 iaji." Ik- 
I «' 1! 1 •Mfy llir ti>p<>* have Imii lulling Dt 
n„. , ;,..i_ Mioiid 111 DiifhtT pHfr, 

■Kou(ht, but »n »otiionnir, ofiell- 

■ ■- hnBdrnl ydliwr-tioyi. a rr»p fnr 

■ far «> 1 ■Dutil jwl M Ida hiiTr boughr > ui 

biHil4h'i fnn ^ All thti caU ia Chriki^adnm H 

<'.iiii(Mnbior Ctulinr*! 



Prim Pnllj Piusflove, Mt« Sfraten, >i.d fliddl 



Killing KlLly CroDKoUfga, atul neu M« Nullir 
Cmrdiug, xjuM-an^ nodrlioE, bidding, euh (nr 
Have Tam Uirv vouid, by all ihal'r gocHl' ai yt 

(hi aru i»>i<». how bratiii/iil he ]«.k 
•huu hii ryni! btaaliful indeed — bi-'d 



li^- anrni-iit in twMiiy placim." Bv iiWtftf- 
■■ sUij-r.vt' Scnnly: Biahly ! Kiorty 
iimu-rr. -' Un UD IuHh; nobody bill uidr 
■■nHiiali "o m«tB a Mt •wt*t to think h" "li 
lof 10 lirilci if ih> CoonUn. of CMomu 
h.-™ ihi'd (Bil-bid ye all. Mix (irlmalli 
■re a nnnoiiKur In cu>, ohit ■hall I 
■' Nin«w-6ve foinia), lii" (*i mi o« ft 



s; 


., in," " Thx 
n,«df a ral-. |> 
GUd lu hrir yn 




■otajS 


l.idir' 




joimi. 


(oinj, pi 


P.I 


"J<iL.ru!><lybn 


Ih^Mn 


r.";;-r 



^^Hl^^^^^r U!1IVEkHAI.1>O^GSTLR; 


Oil. MISFAM OF MIRTH, ^^H 




Or. ainee that haa loft my hrMK. '' 




Keep il now, u>d bJie the ««. 


^H Cor£!!oliv.r cu of til-m* oiM wUh tucb fel.i : 


Hear my vow befoi* I go, 




My love, my life, I love Am* . 


^H aught uxcll 


By Ihotc tntaca Duconfined, 
Wontd by each ffigean wind. 


^H « • Udi» m tiwir bidding for the purring pi«» of 


^H IhB bayoi bore bim irfl inULu.i.ph afur >1] tht fua 


Ry ihoH lida, whoae jetty fringe 
Kiai thy aoti eheeu bloominE tinie. 


^H And bXri^^'uif WtiiHinKtOD h>d b»n lord 


By Ihi« wild e^. like the r«7 
My doateal life. Iloveihee' 


^^H mLyor M LOBdgn 1 


^H !llice Md rmU (lut« up iheif hals, fnt joy tbU call 


Maid of Athena, 1 am gone : 
Think of me, tweet, whan aJabe. 


^^M ADdmouH-inprniLlenrmii'dllieirpncefiitluiii. 


Athena huida m) heart and »ul. II 
Can 1 cea« to love thee !-Na. ^^Hj 




My dearaal life, 1 love litM^^^^^M 


^H THE KIVD HOXeST HEART OF A TAIt. 


WINE, WIVE. MAKRS US FROL^^R 


^H (Dibdb>.) 


CiAr. ' 


^H Yet. though I've uo {DrtuDc u> ofTcr. 


(,T. Drawn.) 


^^H I've •omclliiag to put on i pur, 




^^H Co-af, then. Bud inept oF my profler, 


Wini'. wino. in a inoming makiu^Mi 


^^1 Til ths kind haaeal liraR ol n tar. 


• say. .^^^H 




That like eu:lea we aoai ^^H 


^^1 Ne'cT lei anch i Irian u ihvi la. 

^H y<it>-ll bt rich, though 'Ii> only w k>»e.. 


In ii>e pnde ol ibe dav ; ^^H 
Couly «.la of the night ^^^H 

Only Hnd a decay. ^^^H 
Tia the ana ripea the fnpei , ■ 

And (o drinking givea lizhl i 


^H Willi the kind LoaBM bout of > ur. 


^^H ileudfv. 1 im of none of ynni niniUo ; 




We imitate him 


^H I'll p'e ,ao s Up Cull Kf mioQa,, 
^H Wilb Old kiud hauent hiiu i of h (ai. 


Whea by noon we're at height ( , 
They ateal wine who tale it j 


^^H t Mir loidi, villi aach Ann biby fic». 


When he'a out of right. ^^M 


^H Tlixl tUul in n lEnner Bnd ttar, 


Bo*, m all the glasaea, ' .^^H 
fill them up now he ahinei, ^^H 


^^H Have Ihey. under llieir (amhnur and la»l. 


^H ThekiudhutiHtheartof ftlarT 


The hiihci he riiea ^^^M 


^H l-te thte hire <o tay do«, aod mind U, 


The more ho re6nea, ^^H 


For Hine and wil fall ^^^H 


^H You a« w.kina!"yo^ cera"nlS"nd it 


Aa Ihi'ir maker declines. ^^H 


^H latbokiadi^oaeatbeartof .tu-. 


■ 


^H MAD WITH THE FIDDLE DUM DEE. 


MR. FOG ^^H 


^H TllCREiianaldBian, 


OR. THE CHANDLtB^ »HO|i;|^^^| 


^H And, do all that hs can. 


Mr. Foo he conducted a chandler'aika^^^l 


^H An old mnn ho ever will be ; 
^H For be-< Umfl and ha'a blind. 
^H ^nd he', nut of hi< mind, 


M<a. Fog waa juat fit for her atation, ^HH 
And they h;id a daughter they cali'd Hia S«f^ 


^m Atid be-> mad «ith the Piddto dum dee. 


^H There ia an old maid. 


Wberc i,ll tl,e fine ihin« they Uughl hen : 
I d.u,', u,ea,. to .ay Mr.^ -u . r«.l, 


^H And, much I'm ufraid. 


^H An old maid ahe ner will he ; 


But be made a Breit fool of hia daii«hiCT. 


^H For ahe-a wrinkled and old. 
^H And a frrihle leold, 


Sl>OREN.1 Hiaa came home for the holid^ 


^H And ahr'. mad with the Fiddle dum dee. 


and ell iheii frienda were uvited : MiaaPo^yaa 
ai prim as a ^^a^ doll in a loy-tbop windsv 


^H No» ibii puray pair. 
^^H tilling nnite in deapair, 
^H Dtdledingeihi-r would be; 


" P"PRJ." "»» Mr. Fog, " Poppy, roy d«r, * 
poIIjFinw a little, to thnw your fanu^." " La 
?t;Crafool,yo'uare." -V*.^ th, l^ 
man. " thai', tnf 1 oilb maotMra-" •■ Cob 
come, my dear," aava Mn. Fog, ■■ do ^IwMrS 

meia." ■• ry. ma. if 1 did, you •wUn'I BsdM 


^H For. quoth the old man. 


^^M Beaacold n> wecan, 
^H We're <B.d with the Fiddle dum dee. 
^H The aid man waa aly. 
^H The old maid w» aliy. 


aund it." •■ Maonen, again," (aid the nip* 


^^H BflL thiiy thought they thauld boih well agrer ; 
^H ^aya be. cro.^ my hii... 




Bui iuO aa you like, to faahion bow. 


^V F.r 1 at"'mlr^a,''^r Fidd"; i.>a dee. 


Every uue to their likioe, 
Ai ih.- old woman aald, -hen ahe kiaa'd her ■»•, 




lia'i the piciun airiking t 


^H MAID OF ATHENS. 


Mfi Feethr left achooljuilaaoiaEaa 'lie went, 
4od .(rrMcd out iu niuallu. an.) .„n,l.la, 


^H (Ryrou.) 


^H tl.iu of Aihrn.. .-r* we part. 




^H »>v(. oh i.y„ me t..ick m hear ' 


lo «.rve ou. «.ap, «n.llU«, and «u,:;«. 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; OR, MUSEUM OP MIRTH. 



^ 



oa stared, and they thought it stmige, 
eel ■hopkMpen ape her,) 
li she'd to giTe bat a faiUung in change, 
ip'd it in whity>brown paper. 

] " Vp, miss/' says an old woman, 
!d a hurn'orth of sand, and change for 
,) " that's a new go to pot ofT old cop- 
Km't be tanp,** says Fog, •' my darter^s 
rding^school, to lam geniUiiy,'^ " O," 
-heaver, " I likes the gmteel tlung 
biere, miss, hand us over a quartern of 
e I wran my dirty monc^ in a rag, that 
>il your lily-white knuckles." *' I beg, 
\*t be imp e remi , I declare, pa, I never 
ato the snop no more if I'm to be treated 
cmmeL" (canaille.) " Bir^ butter," 
hwoman, " who do you call keimel f go 
Kmes up in cotton, and lay yourself up 
nder season, miss." 

It just as you like, to fashion bow, &c. 

: the shop she soon tnm*d up her nose, 
I'd it up at pa and ma, too, 
in the faauly quarrels arose, 
ist grew a fine civil war, too. 
ie pc^p'd off, and her home desexts, 
tied a spouting 'prentice, 
i had never been taught to make shirts, 
'd to make shifts by twenties. 

1 He was a young amateur of fashion ; 
[Romeo tmd Juliet, with Love Laughs at 
and. Three Weeks after Marrioffe, the 
ay Lothario" left the Fair Penitent to 
Now, instead of studying the dog-star, 
eais^meat! " and all her hotttng is turned 
yflamia — " O rare cMtage-pkuUs ! " 

It just as you like, to fashion bow, &c. 



HERLY WIND AND A CLOUDY 
SKY. 

niERLY wind and a cloudy sky 
laim it a hunting momine, 
the sun peeps well briskly fly, 
p snd a aowny bed scomine. 
my boys, to horse, away! 
chase admits of no delay ; 
1 horseback we've got, 
tu»sri>ack on horseback together well 

trot, 
ogether, away, my brave boys, see the 
rts appear, 
that strikes first cheer him up without 

on, hoyke! wind him, my steady old 

tm, hoyke ! wind him, the coverts re- 
d. 

etely the coverts of furze they draw ; 
s of Sestine to Minel ; 
now flourishes through the shaw, 
. rose out of his kennel. 
fly, as quick as thought, 
wn ground soon makes them fault ; 
the sheep stain, clap round, clap round ! 
e deep plain, try back, try back ! 
ch hits nim off through the tall speering 

>oy, leads him off through the late new> 

e sedge. 

rd ! hark forward ! hark forward 1 brave 

rd ! hark forward ! zounds ! don't make 

ise. 

le whip and spur for three hours' chase 
MMses go panting and sobbing. 



Old Dasher and Ringwood begin to race. 
Ride on, and give them some mobbmg. 
But hold, by Jove, youll spoil the sport. 
For through the hounds you'll head them shor^. 
Harkj Drummer, hark, hark! hark. Tuner , haric* 

Tuner! 
Hark, Drummer, haric, hark! hark. Tuner! hark^ 

Tuner! 
He's dodging and jumping at every bush. 
Old Vixen has fastened her tooth in his brush. 
Whoop, tear him ! whoop, tear him ! he's fairly 

rundown. 
Whoop, tear him ! whoop, tear him ! give Joe his 

half-crown. 



SAID A FOX TO A GOOSE. 

Air—" Said a Smile to a rear."— (Upton.) 

Said a fox to a goose, 
( From a farm-house let loose,) 
And chanced to be pluming a feather, 
" Dear goose, how d^e do? 
" 'TIS stranse, and yet true. 



*€ 



ft 



That you and I meet here together ! 

" Together! 
" That you and I meet here together \ 

Said the goose, (with a stare,) 

** Mr. Fox, are you there ? 
" And to see you, indeed, is a pleasure ! 

" In truth, I must say, 

" That your visit to-day 
" Is really delight beyond measure !" 

*' 'Yond measure," &r 

Says the fox, " then, well walk, 
'* And like friends so dear talk, 

" And never was seen finer weather." 
Says the goose, " gander Grange 
'* Has forbade me to range, 

" Or else we would travel together, 

" Together. 

** Or else wc would travel together." 

Said the fox, " let him be, 

" Take an airing with me, 
" And hear both the goldfinch and linnet * 

** On the love of a friend 

** You can, goosy, defend, 
" And" — snapt off her head in a mmute ■ 

A minute ! 
*' And" — snapt off her head in a minute ! 



ALBERT AND EMMA. 
Air—" The Ggpsies:'—{}, Reynolds.) 

Oppress'd with grief, ere break of dsy. 
Forth went her country's pride. 

With pensive steps, she bent her way. 
And thus young Emma sigh'd. 

Ah me, how wretched is my fate. 

Now torn from him I love, 
Albert I've lost, but cannot hate. 

Our vows are seal'd above. 

Cheerful and happy, when we met 
Each glow'd with love's soft flame ; 

Though forc'd from mc, I'll ne'er foigec, 
But call on Albert's name. 

Your cruel father tries to part 

Those hearts which fate has join d. 

But he who can but make them smart. 
The way to hate must find. 

I pine away with care and grief. 

He does not hoar mc High, 
My bursting heart must find relief. 

Oh would my death were nigh. 



imiVERSAL SONGSTER, OR, MUSEUM OF UIBTB. 



t reel— I feci my bnb'i on fin. 

M, htMt U brol* (ilie modi. 
Alben, I come, nor fe.f yo.if «re 

ThiD iliivel'ili UDk. ind died. 

DONALD. 
When fii« jmu (ourtisl mr. I own 

I (lauUt f»»ourV] von ; 
Appxnmt vanh Klul lii|ili TCnawn 
Made me bclievs you tnic, 

Donald. 



HI ni nuervt myteiS slone. 
FdronnlhiftniorcliUuir 
iiKhaoiw IcBOnoIJind. 
I tty fi^m lovo and [hpr. 



Nu[ (itnclaun tlia fuud uiumgli Tor Uhen lo (bare. 
Var uierdM never ipcaka while il opn to the dew, 
And loven hi little *ho« feelinp »te Dae : 
Thci wul-ipeafcinii e jn ire ihc longuire o( blisMi, 
And we'U Mlk «rili our tyf* amidil lilent liiueK. 
Tis lilence ovet Mul to ihe brtuiy of tilghl ; 
Tit silcoce kKpi Menu, ihr lovef"! deliilil : 
The alteam rnoTu in ilillnet*, when k^ an its 

Tbn willosi' fond leavea lie in kiuea at r«t ; 

The hetn ihrobiiniiillDeu.aad weiDoBihlivHi, 
Will howHir iti (eelinf liy >WBe( lilenl kiue*. 
Yh i when out lipiinave, yet haveaothiugiouy, 
Andourejreainenchothor'i warm beam fade away. 
Tja then my heart iprin^np and Inimble* tnlhei'. 



carr chat. 

Purrrv Ultlo danueli, how ihov dmt, 
Cbil chat, be. 

All abmil Iheit (wecLheani and ell (hat, 
Chii chat, Ik. 

Vp and do«n Ihs ciiy how Oin little damaela w. 

And of Ihe beaai and (ailiioni haw ihe little di 



•elat 



f sluidrr'a n 



PcMly Utile duDia]! go u chaapen in th> 

Chit (hat, k. 

Petty little bemneti and pmty llule cif 

Andcliitchai 

< lildv bil of route and a nice little fan, 

A nice litUe miniuiuie of a nice Utile m 

Ot any little nice thiog nf which they ca 

Chitchat, <« 

fmly llnlt damatb go u> taaal their eye 



Their prclly paraania to keep their prrlly far«c cool . 
And Iheir pretty little vella, undei which they play 

Ihe Coot, 
And upon ibeir pretiy aim the pteily little mticnle. 

Chit cbal. Ar 
Pretty little daniaeli how pttilily ihey ran. 
Chit Choi, iH. 






y little danueli when they're 
Ham di 

Their prouy little foihlea all are He 



Hum dnii 
ANSWER TO CBIT CHAT. 



I 



id all t 



Chit (hat. IJ 



ire poinied oat I 



lypreUy^'Dieninihi 

Chit chat, tit..c »»••: >«. 

Their pretty little bmlua' cooib'd iip ao nei 

ipruce. Chit that, ftc 

Their pretty little inuff.boie* ibcy often inti> 

Cbil chat, he 

With dMbini; b<»ti and ipoia on, a nalty *1 

A itTaDger would of eenne loppoie tliey m 
But (he c 



get antfide. 
Their coUara and cr 



Their coat* ue lined with M 



Chitrhat, ftc. 
Chit chat. Ik. 
Chitchat. &<. 



pletely dreu'd. 
Without a pretiy quii 

A dashing gold walch<ehain 
A pretty bundle of leala » i 

Though probably no wateh 
Their pretty little fingen t« 

Almoai up la I 

filed n 

Thi 



Chii dui. 
ing glao 
Chitcb< 



It all, oronetliM^Il 
Chii chat. Itc 
all bedijniad on *M 



(lingn. Chit cbai. Ac 

b military heela, and boot Mp* 

dance*, £)[hta, and racea, Ijioy pU« tbait ' 



ThMentnlv daihing gcjtleinru, when Ihnjlu 



I7NITEH8AL SONGSTER; 

BT loving vife, lad ^nfltj childiea 



Beu the bell from ill thi Inde, 
I'm daKmded (nun the Ruon, 

A fartuDt ihoold IwTe made. 
For be it known, my fatJiei 

Andeobiukh >lied hie tnde, 
And ao briekf j pli«d hii trtit, 
Tlmt, bj hair drcMiag ud iharuig. 



i Hjdi 



. , J fUher. Yj lovj, I'* 
■■^ .nm— .tg aa hov ve ahoald aend Tony to 
biwd miuiy, roi I likfl Letin.—A little Ian 
lof 11 ft dan^ou tiling — drink deep, or a fig fc 
houBf , (■;* mj htlwr ( or if he laini any l£in| 
, kt hiB lun to ahave, and ai to drinkiag dee[ 
VU ten tbw fanm bii father.— So, ioitead of b< 
jBg ■ BSB of Icttcn, I can barely tell them, an 
■■ kft villi all my imperfeetioiu on my bead, 1 
tkmw9t dnM hair, comb vin, and retail Dav an 
Ifaitai'a blacking, Huitia oU, po: 

it wwVgtly employed iokeepit 



mUot'i • 



e bar of old 
Beece'eB, thooch I geoenlly contrive to pay mj 
»bt; I viah ereiy tndeamen could pat hu hand 
l> hi* bcul and uy u mnch— we ihould then ece 
ends of a ihillLng in the pound, and the 
ji En gla n d keep ap ita ancient vigour. 

1 a Boffieieat harvest nthcr. 

To keep open the barber*! ahop. 

The barber*! ehop. 

The barber'i ihop. 

To keep open the baibe/a (bop. 



Id they ti 



Vhich they aeldom or e'er refi 

Mj buaineia quick to drive. 
And be ready their beardi to i 
And be ready their beirdi to i 
Of me yon're makiiig fan. 
1 tell you I've jntt d« 



Mr. Lwberem, here, hollr 
8rOKf.1i.] Mr. Feeble. iliaU 1 1 
Wud > in a tad condition, like 1 
[k ta Be of thi 



MM- How'>Hn.Peel 



I I've no time to ulk to 
' T — Hind your buitneu, 
ou move your head, I 
Leddemm. Jit backing 



^, ■ Uaek eye ; divel de drop oi Day ud Martin 
*BadeTe;BO, bydepowen, it wu all Betty Mania 
— Sir, if yonli tetnni it— Tander and turf, Tetnm 
It, hinr,yaa •habtooD, d'ye think I'm to do datt 
dUat I IM yoB, do I ioifoi to mantioD it. dat 1 



OR, HUSEUH or UIRTB. IQ) 

had ued erei; inp of it-~Well, dr, I bmi* we 
ahallmake maReriiq>aver aglauof OeaaTa— Oh, 
and ia it dal you're after, ohi muaha, my darling, 
yoa'n a nate little bottle teller : here'a to ould In- 
land— here'i may animoiity be waihed away by 
the loap-iudi of oblivion ) caay the voice of the 
peiyle never be cut in two by the razor of diicord, 
and may the ahop of Juatice never be abut when 
honealy knocki at the door. 

So, with adaatn, comb, and Uubar, &c. 



THE RKD CROSS KNIGHT. 
Blow, warder, blow thy lounding faom. 



Loud the wanler 
And the bells be 



thafe 

The waidei look'd tnm ihi 
At far aa be could 
■ee a bold knighl, i 
He cornea from thi 



■rily. 



■Then 



id called 



ahield bri^l. 



e, dear red croas knight. 



And the belli be 



Whereu 

:ehold the devicg I bear on my ihield, 
The red croai knighl am I : 
nd we have fought in thr Holy Land, 



Come, lay thy armour by. 
And for the good tidingi thou doat brii 

Well {eaatua merrily: 
For all in my cuUe ahall rigoice. 
That we've won the victory ; 

And the maaa ihall be an 
And the belli ihall be n 
And Che feait eat memly. 



HARK! FOLLOW THE STAG. 

(Truulited from Wfber,byW. H-Cregor Logan.' 
What eqiiali on earth the delighu of the hunu- 

low the jtag Ihro' the foreaU and meidowi, 
,en brightly the beama of the morning fira* 



Oh! 



jii ii a pleaaure that'a worthy of princea, 
health m its waaderioga can ever be found 

g blithely the pledge of ibt goblet ahal 

Hark 1 foUo'a 1h« «»%, tic 



Dihg done ai nrh nrhldt^-^for mercy ditv en : 
Nuw down tUry etv fiUiiiE. 



My Judy rnvi, " 8nvn! ptnd tuck to you^ Pat! 

Olht fnidi vuu'm (he duidy, 

Ydo Diek'd rm, lo handy. 
Yon tif^'d Jerry CHHry, uuJ down he tretil flat.'* 
Spoken.] Y»t. by my •nal.doimhFVCDt, ihti 
enaofli, Aonubnx hc*u down I ^te him the dc 
viT. n«n 111 bring him up pgiin, iBying, 

fioro buglimy. ^ithi-nmy roiragi, 

Horo bujilBiuy, row dc row row. 



With heidi 

[I! i;i)«ihcI1dii^h.*iihjay[u] hi 

My rival* bU Jcny, 

In ■ ifyil oft Imrry, 
u on my Judy ud Ihenruns ■• 

Och ! the jay Ihat Ihu giTo 




tJtftVeilEiAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF Mm>. 

-I. W . , _ ^ 

Chance led nc ihrnt ; 

lOM'-budi bent ihr il««y ••■y. 
uch thy hlaatD, did I My, 

Piinny iht fait. 
I«WD in B shady walk, 



')-.&(. 



r nod brother , 
The piper plays np and wo join In the dance — 

SpoitEM.] Ym, and «e> alwayi bfller friendi 

»(Wr beiitiM: one anolhcr. than ever we were be- 

'^<1the piper plays, wa drown animo- 



THE HUMOUEtS OP A PLAYHOI 
■ playhnuae, in a ptayhouae, ■ playkomc I 



ivn^^ 



'tirudgr. 



Til my lubject, toy pride, and njr Jud^; 
Par. ba"<iwe>hB<i>ted each theme ym can ' 

Ten hand* arc tbnitt iau your Math i 
on IliDJinllr'aia great 'tween the pidi 

Til a cntfury before jou approach. 

Snoken m difftrtnl akm.'] Choice frail, o 
bill of U>B play—Buj ■ bill of a pc« boy, ■ 

. Ml !.-_ ^gg g^ jj._ .1.- 1. 



ihey keep crowding b 
iharp ynorelbowt an 
it i< you're lo vrty fa 
liekci lor .U ahilfinp 

mito'-OlTmun'dJ 
Icp. papa.— Gallery t 

ihcm of ynn — San 



— Eteuie me, na-Mi, »m 
, that'a th" reaaon^Boc 

you Bill, wher* iuk'rt jot 
itni here fai frntliiman't 
^el* [or FKhtcea-MOrw : if 
banynnwvil, rir, III bay 



• ball.-! 
hametolMtluw 

ve loM ny ahoM. 



got both your handt there.— Ho* diMtMJ 
».— Bock. back, there, the tHt'ahU-. ah. 
Iwaytthor- 



thii houaa, Iher i'\ t^ 
I opened, — Well. UmAi 
where are yoo driving lo t— Oh '. 



When 



wllhipi 

f bo.e« an fiird. 
Eing through ni 



•piiitaK) 



■EreU 

whi 

And «qu4?pxing through niinjben to get agnod aeal. 

Are ciowdcd all round in the from. 
The pit paniea ramble all over the place. 

Tin they're leated at sue, great and inal 
While tibe gallCTy gneita crowj the bctwhea i 

And with diKonI for hBrmonj bawl. 

SPOKKN.I Bolloal yon cal-gut acnipen, 
aplh.-re. wiil youT-Rule Britannia 1-«oll 

Wad !— Down, down !— Hati off.— Silence 

■gontl 



uore noiie than 



bII the I 



S1r>, pean. uraD«(. nuti, cakei, UL of llie p(» 
irmancetibookolihe tongt. — Come, getaptton 



imiVBRSAL SOlVGSTfiR; OR, MUSElFM OP MIRTH. 



lOS 



OTy that's my Kst. — I say it is not your seat. — Yes, 
it k, I was sitting next to that there lady with the 
bnuid^-boCtk ; I haTje only been out to get a dit^ 
of nm ss prf . — Amjf $eai, I t«l yon there's not any 
seat here. — Sir, 111 be my much obliged to you, 
if youll let my little giri stsnd up, she never was 
at a play before ; there, my love, take care you 
4oii't tumble over into the pit. — La, mamma : is 
;t full of vater ? — Prettv dear, what an innocent re- 
mark * — Mrs. Fillagree^ places, five young ladies 
and their mamma.-~- Dear me, ma ! if there an't 
two centlemen got our seats. — Well, I declare that's 
vastly ungenteel, after I came all the way myself 
yesterday to take places. — Permit ice, ma'am, to 
gpewk to them. — I m sure, sir, you're very polite. 
— Come out of that, then, will you ? — ^What do you 
mean, sir T — Come out of this, then. — Out of this 
ind out of that, I don't understand you.— Och! 
Chen I must be after makinc a tailor of my fist, and 
taking measure of you for a black eye. — I'm keeping 
this seat for a gentleman, and shan't give it up. — 
Fint act over. — ^There, sir, the first act's over, you 
can't keep seats any loiter, ypu must give it up. — 
Moat I ? — ^Yes, yon must. — ^ITien, like some other 
people. 111 resign when I'm obliged to turn out. 
— mow that sAoarf.—! ihaO not.— Take away that 
typsr. — 111 tk> it you, if you do. — ^These are puns, 
I s up po s e. — A man that would make a pun would 
pick a pocket ; what do you think ?— Why, sir, I 
do not know what to think, I'm taken exceedingly 
IB ; I shonld like to get out. — ^What did you pay 
to gee in? — Seven shillinn, sir. — Offer them hau- 
I, I dare say the^rll let you ont.--Shut that 
—I can't come in, I'm sure I shan't go 
. — ^Boiakeeper shut that door ; take away this 
B, mad bnng me a ^enlfeman; why don^ vou 
do «• I ordered you? bring me a osnlfeiMm. — Sir, 
I've been all nnmd the lobl^ and 1 can't find one. 
—What vulgarity ; I remember Mr. Garrick, in his 
cims, there was some order in the house.— Sir, if 
yoa were to ask the managers, you'd fin4 they had 
•nisrs enough in the house now. — What's the play f 
hlwt Devils, sir. — O, we have plenty of them at 
».— Devil among the tailors. — Sir, that's a 
mal reflection.-— Sir, how should 1 know you 
a tailor? — Sir, there's my card. — Come, no 
shaflin^. — Chalk Farm — Chalk faces. — Leave off 
dmt Mttse, will you ? it's very odd that some peo> 
pie will talk, and disturb other people who come to 
bear what the people say upon the stage.— What 
did you come for ? — Come for ! why 

I came to see the play, &c. 

The performances done, with smiles and with 
lauf^ter. 

Each countenance is sure to be lit up ; 
For, if haply the first piece is tragic, the after 

Is sue to change grief to a tit-op. 
And now, one by one, all our lights cease to bum. 

While the company they go out, too. 
Yet, like stars, we must hope they go out to return. 

For, to OS, there are no stars like yon. 

Sfoken.] Coach to the city. — Coach unhired. — 
Four shilliiMPi to Hyde Park-comer. — Three and 
sixpence to Tottenham-court-road. — Want a coach, 
your honour? — Yes. — What number, sir? — One, 
to be sure ; that's enough at once. — Coach to St. 
Mary-axe. — Are you hired ? — Ax about. — Remem- 
ber the poor link-Doy, your grace. — Out of the way, 
you graceless dog.— Pray, my lord duke. — There's 
two-pence for you. — You a duke ? 3rou're a rum an. 
— ^Yea ; drive to Duke's Place. — Well, ma'am, Kow 
have yott been entertauned? — Very well, sir, I 
Ihaak yea, and my little girl has been quite plea- 
Md ; aever was at a playnouse before. — Did you 
Jha it» my dear ? — Oh ! yes, sir, very much indeed. 

Ami what did yonsee, -my dear? — Oh * sir^ there 



was a gentleman sang a song so bad they made h:m 
sing it over again.-^Infantiue simpliciry . pretty 
remark! — And pray what did you like best? — uh, 
why^ — 

The song about the play, &r 



^^^^^^^^ 



TASTE, OH TASTE THIS SPICY WIN E. 

Taste, oh Uste this spicy wine. 
Drain the sparkling cup, I pray , 

Does your heart in sadness pine, 
Drink and sadness clears away. 

Now may nimble troops of pleasure 
Seal your hours in morrice light ; 

Deck the day with fancy's treasure. 
Bless your dreams and crown the aight. 



THE MEETING OF THE WATERS ; 

OR, SWEET VALE OF OVOCA. 

Air—" The Old Head of Deimis,"^(T, Moore.) 

There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 
As that vale m whose bosom the bright wafers 

meet; 
Oh ! the last n'a of feeling and life must depart 
Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from this 

heart. 

Yet it was not that Nature had spread o'ei the 

scene 
Its purest of crystal, its brightest of green ; 
'Twas not the soft ma^c of streamlets or nil. 
Oh no, it was something more exquisite still. 

"Twas that, friends, the beloved of my bosom were 
near. 

Which made every scene of enchantment more, 
dear. 

And who felt now the best charms of nature im- 
prove 

When we see them reflected from looks that we 
love. 

Sweet vale of Ovoca, how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade with the friend I love best. 

Where the storms which I feel in this cold world 

should cease. 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in 

peace. 



I JUDGE OF A FRIEND BY THE SHAKE 
OF HIS HAND. 

(Plumtre.) 

When my hand thus I proffer, your own I deny 
not. 
Nor offer it cold, nor a finger extend. 
It freezes my blood when I find a man shy on*t, 
'Tis delightful when shook with the warmth of 
friend ; 
For the hsnd of the heart is an index declaring. 

If weU or if ill, how its master will stand ; 
I heed not a tongue of its friendship that's swear- 
ing, 
I judge of a friend by the shake of his hand. 

Yet it is not with each new-hatched comrade I'd 
shake me. 
Be mine the tried friend, whose wani hear 
shall expand. 
Who, in wealth or in sorrow, will ne 'a? forsaU 
me. 
And the tmth of «rhose heart I sha fee. *a b» 
hand. 



md frifndi on);, thii lotca 

e.ch be thjr fHrnd >hn >t ill i« drietvini, 
jrivn him ihy hfan with i (hake of ihe 

ivid. 

MOSBS AND ItACHABL; 



le aomv ■! ni^hi 4 ^ood 1c 

ew pig t did B 
HI buj tloUin 



1> JiroAiib ui 

*in) vhrn I cnw pig I di' — 

And vork'd u buj tkHI 
nutvh?ndBj'*«arkTaidgiic 'ivu dEshoyef n 

Al night to HI ilown m d( wnMr. 
Shplling rhnpnriw and h&rdviuv, 1 Irsvell'd HpotU, 

fihe'a u Kuppom dfl (evil can't (um bcT, 

S]i0'« LttDging l{ir ev'iv tii^ nice all de day, 

AuJ •! nighi ihn vill <ii in vg aimer. 

And Bing lal dn ral, Ac. 

ADdacH'ldidqaicUrdiKerahcTi 
Vnw R>chac] , Hid I . you have no pwifwH dm. 

Oil ! yet, bul I vill Ibouih, nuw Moei, tnid ihi. 
And you oiay, if ydu like> luok tlilJ filciuer. 

Df plan la » varm, it ahmta me id a T, 
Oh I how nicely I «( m ilo eorwr. 

And aing tot de rol, &c. 

Shsuuckloilcstooldoie, vhich made mc enraged, 
I viih'd dal de Prophet vcHild pum her ; 

And a loDje var of vdrpJa pfltwccn n» vju mged. 

Now, Racha^l, uid I, 011 de faith ot my vonj, 
_ Dbii quairel ilialJ make you fdtldrner, 

And ling tol de rol, ta. 
Dhen 1, in a ragfl, for ahe laugb'd in my loelh, 

Shelled hold of de uool whuh had pome her, 
J piUI'd and 1 tun'd 'till it vai firnn peneutb 

Hy vlfo, nhofilt nMl in lie oomffr. 
Dfri<» niidam, sbaid I, 1 have laoir pA your aheali 



Soon frDm dhau hi(h vordi did tc poih came 
pidwt, 
I fodght hard, in fdtun to vnm bfr 

■' Dhcre, nuxlei. job kndo vhai a ataie I am ii 
Yet he tod'I lei me of in dr earner. 

And ling lol de rol. tic. 
Ilet uodrr ihkM— vhati voidd you iU-mU my 
giHt 
Naw ibe'a pig vould vdo make her a modnier! 
Vball ill-trealmy daugliten! DO«I ihay iheihall 
«j( in yoiir ligkt m te -unier. 

Vhal. Uuc^ de luniei and homer. 



My thild to your then a Urge foiiiar did vnati 
Vet be •ooi let her liimie /ornrr. 

And «n; iDl de rol, ht. 

My (jtAet py marriae^T bad long pptjime mstk. 
And be ™id I did wniB(i ihiin 10 timv hrt, 
ir de ihild tnigbtpe muk'd rlUi a moat on 1 

If my vife didn't ml m it e«n>rr. 

And Mon of dhii trarb vai ■ Icanier — 
Dhat vivei vben de* like vill ni all a'rj de booat 

And ling tel de rol. ht. 

H¥ TEMPER IS CUBERFUL AND MELLOW, 

Fur ■ long I'm m eicell™t nrain. 

My .pinu are 
I have ( 

That 
No longer 111 ligh in dHpaii, 

No longpr a lad ailly fellow. 
You may kc, thoDKb I have ' 

Yet my lempet u theerfol 1 
For Chloe 1 died on the ruk. 

While Phillii for me waid 
Yet Idv« ever luni in thia m 

In tpiie of our coivng and 
Let fdoli, then, a deitiny aw 

I leave them td blualet and hello*. 
You may »ee, though I have had a ca 

Yet my temper it cheerfal aftd nielli 
Pcrhapi you mighi wiih me to aha* ' 

How a heart Uiat ii loiC can nn.uaH 
By Jove, if be dannlea. 




« pUop f™ 



:eOlh< 




MY LODGING IS ON THE COLD GBOUKD. 

(Gay.) 
MT lodging ii on the cold ground 

Ii the unkindneu of my dear. 
Yd tlill Icrvohluni, love! 

Par thon art the man that I long for. 

And, alack, what remedy' 
I'll iruwD thee with 1 gaitaod ol lira*, I 

And I'll marry thiC with a rath riagj 
My inifen hopci shall thiw. ihea. 

Oh turn to me, my dear love ! 

For thnu art the man that ilooe iwiat 

Procure my libeny. 
But if thdD will harden thy heart MiV 

And lie deaf 10 my pitiful mdu. 



rallal 



And tumble in > 
Yet iiill I CIV. ohtuni, love: 

for ibou art the uau that alone an 
the cauie of my niiwrr. 

IVST LIKE LOVB, 
(Lo.d Slr.ogfdrd.) 
J'ist like love ii yonder nie. 
Uuveoly fitgnnce rouad it Ihiow*. 



m 
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T«^ tewt Its dewy leaves disclose. 
And in Uie midst of briers it blows. 

Just like love. 

Colled, to UoQsn upon the breast. 
Since rough thorns the stem invest ; 
Thev must be gathered with the rest. 
And with it must the heart be pressed. 

Just like love. 

And when rude hands the twin-buds sever 
They die — and they shall blossom never ; 
Yet the thorns be sharp as ever. 
Yet the thorns be sharp as ever. 

Just like love. 



I am 
but 



POOR PIL-GARLICK ; 

OR, THE HEN-PECK'D COBBLER. 

(Upton.) 

Vm call'd Pil-garlic where I p. 

And lead a devlish life, sir. 
And all through whom? — Why, you shall 
know — 

By that sad jade, my wife, sir ; 
For, though / tirive to make thinat meet 

Both morning, noon, and night, sir. 
Without ker leave I dare not eat. 

She does so scratch and fight, sir. 

SfOKEX.] Yes, she does, the vixen ! and 
fbiced to take it all quietly^ Now, it 
t'other d^ that I ventured to axe for a bit of mtder- 
anat, and a Jiee of the brown from a shoulder of 
mutton, when she sent the knuckle at my haul, and 
aswd how I dazed to take such Ubertiet at table. 

Oh! lamn, strap'em, larem, strap'em, 

Well-a-day! heigho! 
And sing, heigho! poor Pil-garlic! 

lliefly there's one Mister Brawngf Jjek 

With us does eat and drink, sir. 
And oft she sets him on my back. 

If I speak what I think, sir : 
Nay, more, for this indeed an t all. 

So hard she makes me fare, sir. 
The boys HI Junk me in my stall. 

And cry, Pil-garlic's there, sir. 

fPOKEK.] So they do, even the liule boys, and 
it's all owing to my wife ; for diey know that she 
gives me a hiding, and, therefore, when it is dark, 
they sing out — *' Let ui go and funk the cobbler,** 

Oh! larem, strap *em, &c. 

Th«»n, though she late was brought to bed. 

Why, so it is, d'ye see, sir. 
The lade brai, I'm sure it's said. 

Is not a bit like me, sir. 
Vmv, if I must the truth unfold. 

In spite of all her clack, sir — 
The story every where is told, 

^Tis more like Brawny Jack, sir. 

Spoken.] Yes, it is told about the neighbour- 
hood, especially at the chandler's $hop, that the 
Ikttle sfueaker is no more like me than a cabbage is 
to a Ball of leox ; then they say that it has a nose 
the very picture of Brawnv Jttck's ! and yet I am 
la be called its daddu ! and, what's worse than all, 
do yon know, there s another upon the stocks ; and 
that yon all know is enough to make any one, when 
kg'sptg^JHg awojf with hi$ awl, to sing 

Oh! larem, strap'em, &c. 



SiT 



DROWSY LITTLE CUPID. 
(Chcny.) 
one day, made a little bit of blundering, 
oa a bank he lay^ to take a bit of slumbering. 



His bow neglected lay, his quiver, too, beside 

him. 
The god was fast asleep : — ^now hear what did be- 
tide him. 

Oh, poor Cupid! drowsy little Cupid, 
No lover's heart 
Can take the pan 
Of drowsy little Cnpid. 

The star of love fair Emma guides to where tie 

god reposes. 
Though much surpriseo to see Love stretched upoo 

a bed of roses ; 
With cautious hand his bow she steals, his quiver^ 

and his darts, too. 
And thus she slily meditates a conquest of all 

hearts, too. 

Oh, poor Cupid, &c. 

Her hasty flight fair Emma urged, the god awoke 

from uumbering. 
And found the little thief Love's magazme was 

plundering ; 
On mischief bent, he smiling said. III not thy 

purpose foil though. 
Guard well your heart, my cunning maid, an arrow 

may recoil though. 

Oh, poor Cupid, &c. 

If gentle Emma, for this theft, was placed in Love's 

soft pillory. 
Her eyes more mischief there might do than all 

the god's artillery ; 
Then, greedy Emma, steal no more, but give 

mankmd their hearts back. 
Blind Cupid can't thy power oppose, so let him 

have his darU back. 

Oh, poor Cupid, &c. 



THE BIRD IN YONDER CAGE CONFINED. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

The bird in yonder cage confined 
Sings but to lovers young and true. 

Then pray approach, if you can find 
The picture suit, — ah, no — not you. 

Good nature only wakes the lav, 
A father kind the feat may do ; 

Then, pray approach, if you can say 
The picture suits, — ah, no— not you. 

THE DEJEUNE AT ST. PETER'S. 

Once a breakfast, at most, was tea, coffee, and 
toast. 
With some honey and raspberry jam. 
But now they include beef, roasted and stewed, 
Maccaroni, mock turtle, lamb, chicken, and 
ham; 

At about four we get 
Our de lafourcheite. 
For those who begin to grow thinner ; 
I* would puzzlt^ the pride 
Of the devil to decide 
Whether meant for a breakfast or omncr. 

Spoken.] How do? glad to see you.— Fine day. 
— Remarkably pleasant weather. — Sophia and Ma- 
tilda, Uke my advice, and sit down, therell be 
such scrouging by and by. — La, pa, shan't we 
have a walk, to get an appetite for our breakfast I 
— Psha ! you had better get a seat while you can 
and g t a breakfast for your appetite. — Look at iha 
miserly old fellow— old Shave-an^gg ; what brought 
him here ? I wonder who trcau him ! I'm sure 
he doesn't pay. — He'simmcnselyrich. — Yes.— I'm 
told that he intends to live £10,000 with his daugh- 
ter.— Indeed, have at him, save him a thounaiiU •• 
ah! how do, SAaoe-on-sgg ?— Euih, \Hk\ t^ — 




Ch»Kmui,thpy k» juiiirarncd. — Happy cnuple, 
finciinBiui!— Chinnini;!— Wt»t do you'ihinkof 
him t~l never ■■« lucb ■ gooH ia m tife.-Mui 
Cnrtchet, wai you ftvour oa wiih ■ cliUy ?— Aftoi 
iHoiicT. «r.— Whu iLte thoH Uick hUowi I— Oh, 
Uiat't (bcbuul. 

-iTbel 




iR. ML'SEUM OK .MIRTH, 

ho<r tnocb dnjroa iblnk lia irill driakT — Any gmtu 



'tstn Dxim m night witb gay drli^hl, 
Vhellier breAklAiEing o' dining. 

Iijrune done, liny ihe follu ■ un. 

To ftt hatli ID LondaD by tevea -, 
nd moutn tliEir bard lol m ml kno 

To do with (benKelm till cleren. 
omr nrrlettly drop in ColniiFbi't i 

Likr an mmiy hAcd-bearted ainnen 
While othera relreU to the Britiih to ob, 

InoTied>iy,>ico<ipleDf dino 

Spoken.] Waiter, nw jlifira of »in». ubiu. 
10 nf which shall be pon.— Hon un ibo 3 at* 
:nta!-VFry Mu^h.—Miaa BriikM. h-nr do yoo 
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THE GRAND BALLET. 

(Dibdin.) 

One, twoj three, ha^ 

Tn <U dal UI la. 
La figve garde bien ma belle. 

Take a time to look me. 

Come, one, two, three. 
Ha — la — cncfiremely well. 

Spoken.] Ea^ mignomie-— take a time — ^look a 
ae, don harry — then ras itis dis»— enteechats — six 
-ha! 

Nov, mj lofe, dee minuet, if yoti please. 

Taw law, don't be lazy. 

La prends bien de place, 
H da, les bras easy. 
Oh, che de grace '. 
La, be no so heavy. 
Dance comme vous etes et srimming, 

Le tete bien leve. 
Plus charmante de women. 

Taw law, don't be lazy. 

Keep Uie body straight, taw law. 
Daw law de la m, easy. 
Pose les bras. 
Ah . ma chere, voos etes charmante. 

SfdKEN.J I could kiss you for diss. Helesbarh 
^ariaok* all dese people aren«ttin^ tovoa. Come, 
0w, dm coantzy dance. Where is all de popals. 
-ichtk, Didt, Bob, Molly, Billy, every body 
come, place a place, taw a dance. 

Come, listen to the fiddle, 
Nomps strike hands with Doll ; 

Now lead ap the mLldle, 
And foot It over to Poll. 

Lol de diddle diddle, &c. 

John, yon stupid booby. 

Now mind strike de hey ; 
Ah ! you clumsy looby. 
Why don't you foot it away. 
Very well — right and left — set out — set in. 
Come, quick, don't so stump it. 

Now take hands around. 
Foot it, kick it, and stump it. 
And lightly trip de ground. 



FORGET THEE! 

(Ryan.) 

FoftCCT thee ! in the banquet halls. 

Go, ask my fellow men. 
Or aaJE the tear that secret falls. 

If I for^ thee then ? 
Tlie midnight hours, with song and wine, 

I ever shared with thee ; 
Hie midnight hours, they still are thine. 

And £atal memory. 

Fomt thee ! in the mirthful dance, 

Inere steals some eye's brigiht ray 
Like thine, that makes me, with its glance. 

Turn swift in tears away. 
Go. ask my minstrels, when they breathe 

The verse — the poet's pen ; 
Which each Parnassian sweet hath wreathed, 

If I forget thee then? 

Forget thee ! oh, there b but one 

Could from my memory chase 
Each sweet charm I have gazed upon. 

Each softly wimung grace. 
To be that one's my first — first vow 

I l^eag'd with infant breath, 
And he comes to demand tnc now, 

TI9 rival, love, is — death. 



Forget thee ! when my funerai urn 

Thy tearful gaze shall meet. 
And censers of aroma bum. 

Exhaling at my feet : 
When winds and storms careering sweep 

Unheeded o'er my breast ; 
And cypress waves, then turn and weep. 

And own my love's at rest. 



HONEY AND MUSTARD. 

Sir Jerry Go-nimble was lame of a leg. 

Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 
And Lady Go-nimble had barely one peg. 

For a very old lady was she. 
Sir Jerry, when married, was but twenty-two. 
My lady four-score, when, Sir J. came to woo ; 
As ugly as Poles, but as rich as a Jew. 

Spoken.] How she always chazm'd me, wnei 
she used to sing — 

Hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle dee. 
Hey didcUe, ho diddle dee. 

At the wedding my lady was ask'd for a song. 

Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 
Says she to oblige 111 not hesitate long. 

Though I own I'm not quite in the key. 
Then she made a fine mug, 'twixt a squint and 9 

grin. 
And screwed up her snuff-colour'd lips to begin. 
Like two bellows-handles she mov'd nose and chin. 

Spoken.] When she sung— 

Sings— « What's life without passion. 
Sweet passion of love ;" 

Hey diddle, ho diddle, &c. 

This pair of true lovers they liv'd upon love. 

Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 
While the honey-moon lasted, a week and above. 

And then 'twas all mustard for she. 
For wicked Sir Jerry was fond of tit-bits. 
And my lady fell into hysterical fits. 
Then, for jealousy, drank herself out of her wits. 

Spoken.] Then she walked about like mad Bess, 
with a wisp of straw in one hand, and a comfort- 
bottle in the other — 

SiNOS— " He prov'd false and I undone," 
Hey diddle, ho diddle, &c. 

At last by this sad hydropogy she died. 

Hey diddle, ho diddle dee ; 
And her grim ghost it came to Sir Jerry's bed-side. 
Saying, * List, oh I list, for I'm come for thee.' 
Sir Jtrty he hid himself under the clothes. 
But the ghost out of bed pulled him soon by the 

toes, 
Toss'd him out of the window, and cried, ' There 
he goes.' 

Spoken.] And away he went, sure enough, 
singing— 

Hey diddle, ho diddle, &c. 



WHO IS SYLVIA? WHAT IS SHE! 
(Shakspeare.) 

Who is Sylvia ? what is she ? 

That all the swains commend her ; 
Holy, fair, and wise is she. 

The heavens such grace did lend htr. 
That she might adored be. 

Is she kind, or is she fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness ; 
Love does to her eyes repair. 

To help him of his blmdness. 
And, being help'd, vo^tbiXa xhMC%. 




OH'. THOU ART ALL TO ME. LOVE. 
The lumnier gule thai K«illy blowi 
lo,i ooi IniBHi Ihe hsliay IDM 

'Ai 1 delight in ihce, lavei 

The loM-bud oprain; lo the vipw 

Lo»M not lo b«th« in mnrning dew 

Ai I delight in tbft. love : 
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Thy imafe dear was gravea. 
And now removed Mch bar. 

If y arms shall be the haven 
For my poor shipwrecked tar. 

Heaven and my love reward thee ; 

I'm shipwre^ed, but I'm rich ; 
All shall with pride regard thee ; 

Tliy love shall so bcrwitch 
W^ith wonder each fond fancy. 

That children, near and far. 
Shall lisp the name of Nancy 

That sav'd her shipwrecked tar. 



ALLEY CROAKER. 

TheK£ lived a man in Ballinacasey, 
He wanted a wife to make him uneasy ; 
Lonf had he sighed for his dear Alley Croaker, 
Ann thos the gentle youth bespoke her. 

Will yon marry me, dear Alley Croaker? 
Will Jim marry me, dear Alley Alley Croaker ? 

This artless young man, just come from the school- 

A novice in love and all its foolery ; 
Too dull for a wit, — too grave for a joker. 
And thus the gmtle youw bespoke her — 

Will you marry me, &c. 

He drank with the father, he talked with the 

mother. 
He rooBp'd with the natet, he gam'd with the 

brother; 
He gam'd till he pawn'd his coat to the broker. 
Which lost him the heart of his Alley Croaker. 

Oh ! the fickle, &c. 

To all young men who are fond of gamine. 
Who are spending their money wlule others are 

•avin^. 
Fortune's a^t, the devil may choke her, 
A jilt mote inconstant than Alley Croaker. 

Oh ! the mconstant^ te. 



THE HEATH THIS NIGHT MUST BE MY 

BED. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

The heath this ni^ht must be mv bed. 
The bracken curtam for my head ^ 
My lullaby the warders tread. 
Far, far from love and thee, 

Mary. 

To>moTrow eve, more stilly laid. 
My ooQch may )>e my bloody plaid ; 
My vesper soi^, thy wail, sweet maid ! 
It will not waken me, 

Mary. 

I mmy not, dare not, famcy now 
The grief that clouds thv (ovely brow ; 
I dare not think upon t£y vow. 
And all it promised me, 

Mary. 

No fond regret must Narmard know. 
When bursts Clan Alpine on the foe ; 
H'» hesrt must be like bended bow. 
His foot like arrow free, 

Mary. 

A time will come, with feeling fraught. 
For, if I fall in battle fought , 
Thy hapless lover's dying thought 
Shall be a thought on thee, 

Mary. 

And, if returned from conquered fnc^. 
How Uithely will the rvrning clone ; 
Mow sweet the linnet sing n'pose 
To ay young bride, and uie, 

Mary. 



THE MERRY LITTLE SOLDIER 
(Alford.) 

I'M a merry little soldier. 
Fearing neither wound nor scar ; 

When in battle, no one bolder. 
Honour is my leading star. 

To arms, to arms, well fly. 
When honour calls, no foe appals. 
Well conquer or we'll nobly die : 
Then march away, march away. 
Trumpets sound, and cymbals play ; 
March away, march away ! 
To the merry fife and drum. 

Hark ! the martial trumpets sounding. 

Notes that echo loud alarms ; 
To support our troops in India, 

Sons of Britain ! now to arms. 

To arms, to arms, &c. 

Sons of Britain ! sons of freedom ! 

Draw your swords, raise high your shields ; 
Haste for India's future safety. 

Make the proud black tyrants yield. 

To arms, to arms, &c. 

Pretty maids, with arms extended. 

For protection loudly call ; 
We from harm will try to shield them. 

Or, for them, in glory fall. 

To arms, to arms, &c. 

Lovely woman is a treasure. 

What is man without their aid ! 
To protect them is a pleasure ; 

I ve a heart that's not afraid. 

To arms, to arms, Lc, 



THE BANKS OF AYR. 
Ahr— " Ro$Un Ciw/te."— (Bums.) 

The gloomy night is gathering fast, 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast ; 
Yon muriiy cloud is foul with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain : 
The hunter now has left the moor. 
The scatter'd coveys meet secure ; 
While here I wander, prcss'd with care. 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

The autumn mourns her ripening com. 
By early winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid azure sky 
She sees the scowling tenipost fly ; 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

Farewell ! Old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales. 
The scones where wnUched fancy roves. 
Pursuing past unhappy loves : 
Farewell, my friends ; farewell, my foes ; 
My peace with tlicse, n\y love with those j 
The bursting tears my heart declare. 
Farewell, tlie bonnie banks of Ayr. 



BRETHREN FRKEMASONS. LET'S MARK 
THE GREAT NAME. 

We brethren freemasons, let's mark the greai 

name. 
Most ancient and loyal , recorded by fame ; 
In unity met let us merrily sing. 
The li c oi a mason's like that of a king ; 
No discord, no envy, amongst us can be, 
No confusion oi tongues, but let's s^U a%\«e« , 
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SATODONEKN DSELtSR. 

(G. Colmu.) 



Kbc libi building of Bibel, roufound one snotlii 
Bm fill up your glucfft, uid drink to otch brothi 
.. . er IhejvaaKi to leid Utsm In hlin, 
I Iwpe then!'* iia hmtlu'c but kDom whml it ii^ 
Tlire* principil itcpi in our ladder that he, 
A myMn; to ill but lo ihote ih>< nn free : 
Let the URngih of oar rcuon keep the iqure 












ne Mme of a novice nil m 
But piljF hit bliadoEM, nor co 

Left IcBdi good lifi 

Wii h(^,<riIhgDDd CDnKiencE, tolinvFU lodii 
And give Peler the pan-minl, llia token, i 

St. Peter, be oneni, mid w ire piH id. 

Tu ■ plue thu 1 prepind for til thou fnt fi 

'nly lod^e whith » tyled m 



AplMelhW-.ptepBre 


i for nil Iho 


lethntiLre 


THArS THE TIME 


DAY. 


I CAME up to to»1> •« 

An ■wkw.td eountij 


reo lii monihi igo, 
lo-n, but now, rir, q 


I did but wtjk »botit t 


cibenr*h»rolk>vi>u 


Too nil 


»«lloo, 


1 round our bUck-leg 

their tnde. 
So 1 tDoie Weliingtoni 


on> wilt »■ 
offmhoc'. 


hitetroow 



A piir of ttftja I choie, mv kae nhapc to dis[)lBy. 
With >huD collnr hid my uoto, for iIiilI'. tbe t'me 



"fwoa truly 4 eikkI knick of makiug vanhing eheap ; 
My hU I cock d »wry, my hrutui to dbplay. 
With ifWi gInH to my eye, for thu'i the time of 

''' Too ni loo ral loo, &c. 

ly promiiins to p»y, 
, why then I runawsv; 



Wh«n •rbiu'-vu); 



I into Band-ilreetitroU'd, u 
Tlien in mhoe gnil-ibop IdU'i 



L, walk'd DUI, for Ihnt'i 

Poo ml loo »l l™, &c. 

, ud boir'd to the lord 



^n they lom-d 
ouadi, fur ibii'i the 



I met II pretty girl, luya ihe. 



1 



Cty'tUi, cane iu 

"* '*■ To-itiLllootdloo. &t. 

iDu't follow me; 
ilap your (ace, »yi 

I Mc'd ber north uul tuuih. and wliile ibe rail'd 

With kuies stopp'd het mouth, (or llmt'i Ibo time 
of diy. 

Too ml loD nl loo, &c. 
Tbut luviDr ronmed mboul, men's faille* lo«po*e, 

I »ei) hnaa toiind out "twu tuno tbo "hole ihoutd 

muit tike flight, uid you. perhspi, may 

II I bid you good niglif,— 'null he the lime of duy. 






1 waa ber cheek, »i ii bong on my ihoulder -, 
ip wu hei hind, no tnarblc Wiu colder i 
t ihnt 1 never neiiaihaiild behold her, 

Snvouinew, Iw. 



I buckled on my knapuck, tonou the oideoecM, 

Bavounwm.fci. 
Briik were onr tRwp*, all roaring like thundei, 
Pleaied with the voyage, impatient for plunder. 
My boaom with grief ttaj almoir rent nsonder, 

SavDumnn, Ac. 
Ijong I fought for my country, far, (ar from my in« 

All my pay and mjplundeilhouided for yoi, love. 
But surruw, nJul to the cold pave had brmigh 



(Dibdin.) 
When Vulcan f^d Ihe bolU of Jova, 
Neptune pelilioo'd he miiht prove 

But Ending in the boundleu deep 
Such thunder* would but idly ileep. 
He with them armed Brilsonia'a band. 
To guard &om foei our native Innd. 
Long may ihe hold the awful right. 

And when, through circling Baiiie, 
She durti ber verigeaace in tie fight, < 

May Juitice guide her um : 
And when engaged in ftituie wan, 
Hur heroei bold, and gallant Ian, 
ShoU liunch ber fir«*, from eveiy hi 



^mitig face and voice, 
lint caught my fancy ^ 

on iprighliy jSmcj. 
titly tune, her pipe in vain 
^\ lib ain muit lanEuiibinr and dviuc 



wilb [, 



ni:u. gay, and winy. 



And quite excluded tnneful kitty. 

Nnw pfeawd with •oug, andnow wilb n 
illlt Jon^inK tor >iir ncwciil toy. 
If at chimed hi* vhiatle lor a nttlle. 
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THE CHARMS OF LONDON. 

n London I never knew what to be at, 
fiarafitiired with this and enchanted with that ; 
I'm wild with the tweets of variety's plan, 
And life seems a blessing too happy for man. 

Derry down, &c. 

Bot the coontry. Lord bless us, sets all matters 

right. 
So calm and composing from morning till night ; 
Oh ! it settles the spirits, when nothing is seen 
Bat an ass on a common, or goose on a green. 

Derry down, &c. 

In town, if it rains, why it damps not our hope. 
The ere has its range, and the fancy its scope ; 
Still ine same, tho it pour all night and all day. 
It apoilM not our prospects, it stops not our way. 

Derry down, &c. 

In the eoontry, how bless'd, when it rains, in the 

fields. 
To feast upon transports that shuttlecock yields ; 
Or go crawling from window to window to see 
A hog <m a dunghill, or crow on a tree. 

Derry down, &c. 

In London, how easy we visit and meet. 

Gay pleasore the theme, and sweet smiles are our 

treat; 
Our momins's a round of good humour, delight. 
And we ratue in comfort and pleasure all night. 

Derry down, &c. 

In the eosntry, how charming our visits to make, 
Throodb ten miles of mud, for formality's sake ; 
With Sie coachman in drink, and the moon in a 

And no thooghl in our head but a ditch and a bog. 

Derry down, &c. 

I've heard how that love in a cottage is sweet, 

two hearts in one link of sweet sympathy 



I know nodung of that, tor, alas ! I'm no swain 
Vbo requires, I own it, more links to my chain. 

Derry down, &c. 

Yo«r javs and your magpies may chatter on trees. 
And whisper soft nonsense in groves, if they 

please; 
B«t a house is muck more to my mind than a tree. 
And for groves, oh ! a fine grove of chimneys for 



Derry down, &c. 

fhcn m town let me live, and in town let me die. 
For, in truth, I can't relish the country, not I ; 
If one must have a villa in summer to dwell, 
C^ ! give me the sweet shady side of Pall Mall. 

Derry down, &c. 



THE PADDINGTON COACHES. 



THE MANLY HEART WITH LOVE O'ER- 

FLOWING. 

Tbe manly heart with love o'erflowing 

Each fairer virtue calls its own, 
Tu beauty's task, soft smiles bestowing. 

To share amd soothe the lover's moam. 
Bail, sacred love! through heaven and earth. 
Hail, sacred tlame that gave us birth 1 
And love, the ills of life beguiling. 

The sotil in willing bondage leads. 
And while to peace each trouble smiling, 

lu potent sway aU nature pleads ; 
N'sr aught can dearer raptures prove 
Than two food hearts that truly love : 
Love and truth, and truth and love, 
I be joys above. 



Come, young men and maidens, and likewise your 
dads. 
Your attention a moment I wish to engage ; 
Come, come, then, my coveys, and fork out your 
brads. 
And just take a ride in a Paddington stage : 
From Paddington Green in a crack we take leave. 
At the Stingo a moment, a short time we stop ; 
To take up a cove at the Adam and Eve, 

We pull up the coach and call lor a drop. 
If you wish for a drop, then hasten away. 

Where they handle the ribands, and tickle the 
prads ; 
For in our short stages they make no delay. 
But scamper away do we Paddington lads. 

But scamper away, &c. 

Spoken.] Going up, marm ; who's for the city ? 
This way, marm — going up? Tell you vha., 
Jim, she doesn't go wi' you, because you see the 
voman's goins wi' me, and I starts afore you does. 
Vhy, then, i 11 tell you vhat marm, if you goes 
with Hopfiorition Joe, I vouldn't insure your neck 
a safe amval in the city. What ! is he on the op- 
position side ? Yes, marm, he is. Then 111 tell 
you what, sir, I'll go with you, for I doosn't like 
no opposition to nothing, and that my husband 
can vouch for. Dare say he can, marm. If I go 
with you, Mr. Coachman, you von't drive fast, 
will you ? Oh no, marm, my tiU are as quiet as 
lambs. But, Mr. Coachman, did you never meet 
with any accident on the road T Never, marm, 
but one, and that wa'n't my fau't ; it cost me a 
hog and a ureen though. How was that, Mr. 
Coachman ? Vhy, 111 tell you, marm : a young 
vomam and a child took it into their foolish heads 
to valk under the vheeU of my toehide, and they 
went dead ; they tried me at Quarter Sessions 
for't, but the jury said as how killing a voman was 
manslaughter, and so by payii^ one pound one I got 
delibenU&i. Now's the time, sir, going up this 
vay ? How long will it be, Mr. Coachman, before 
you starts ! Not above a minute, sir, the moment 
we give a blow up ; I say. Bill, tip them a turn on 
the horn, vil you, and then ve'll go directly. 
^ Boy blawt the horn.) My eye, how that 'ere fel- 
low blows the bom! — I say, my rum'un, how do 
you do it, ay ? Vhy, my master, I'll tell you : 
vhy yon see I puts that 'ere hole to this here 
mouth, and then this here vind goes into thai 
'ere horn, and then this here mouth and that 
'ere horn, with this here vind together, makes 
a tune. Very explanatory, 'pon honour; but 
I think I could do it. Vou*d you like to 
try, sir? Yes, I should. Veil, then, try, but 
mind how you does it. Very well. But are you 
sure you knows how ? Certainly. Veil, then, 
take it, and blow as hard as ever you can ; *give 
it mouth, and tiiver mind your vind ; go on, sir. 
(Attempts to blow.) My vig, what a lot of fyind it 
takes ? O, try again, sir. (Blows again, but hitr- 
ribly out of tune.) I say, what are you at there? 
you're spitting in my horn — that's half a gallon 
tine. Is it ? why then you may pay lor it, for I 
won't. You «m /, but you viU, though, or else 
you'll have a duck in this here horse-trough. 
Why, Uien, sooner than be duck'd in this here 
nasty horse-trough, I doem't mind paying for it; 
hut I hope you'll give us a drop oa't to drink. 
Come, Coachce, ar'n't you off yet? you've been 
here above live minutes. Vhy, we're going di- 
rectly we've had in this here gentleman's 
heavg wet that he lost. ( Smacking the whip heard.) 
Holloa, Jim ! why you're starting 'fore your »uue. 
Am [ ? then you re starting behind it. Ye*, k'jt 
V\\ soon be alongside of you. ( sets off. ) \.\ u»p 
St I St! Oh! Mr. Coachman, what are yoa ai 



I 



If yuB villi (oi a lidc, I 



But ID Paddingtoa roul, when tbey idiktII; 

ThenHiniPniwE'vrilannl fmBiPaddiniionCrMn, 
III one liiilc half hour we'rt il tli« Lichanif. 

Ill une liUlD half hour, &e. 
SftiKtH.TfKoui B/bnahingdam.) Oh I my 
lye, QatcScr. trhu't ihai? Only Vwldin^ao 
Sam. what drivia ihe PrHtrvrr, upsst, thsl'i all. 
La! 1 bo[Hi Uiere'a nobndjr hurl. Nnt above nino 
et (en i but ben xhry cvidb. O, m J arm I O, my 
•yl! O.tnjhrad! 0, my thigh ! O, ma'am, 
«L*i'> the mati*r! WhoiV ihe maticr, joo 

I inu« havii th™^itnb unZinUd. lu »*e Hie nt< 
ol mj body. BIbu youibody, m.-un. 1 could'nt 
help U. You iwiild, you hriir, aoil you ihall be 
tried at lh« Quartet SihIoiu, for aHsuk and bai- 
tmy of my iH-non. Itillyoo, ma'am, I eouldn'I 
bFlp il : 11 iH all oiringto tUggncy DtcV ivtf drivn 
(be F.Un^ioii; he vanied to get tbrouEh Baide- 
BridKBuleaConimi, nsA Hin't taic; to I toufh'd 
up my leaden under the flank, awny (liey |;oe», 
for Dick ioan't drive inch calllo «■ I Jon, but the 
raomeut we came Lhrflogh the gate, out came ihe 
ijDchpiti, and off mmc the thmt, aod down came 
we and the coach together, right undrr Iho diiit' 
lilU : »you ue, ma'am, my lou ia greater than 
jKHim ,- Vm lorry for the tacadm you've mrl wilb, 
and I hope j'Ou'lI take all ibeie here ihingi ' 



nnabvr you. ! that I ihall, all the djiyi 
Shall yout why, then. 

Ifyou'dwiihforari 
Like the papart, our a 



de, then hutei 



For Dotbing in thei 



Then 



E Atgxit m 






>ltow> uuick in Ihecba 



9o Id favour, &e. 
ihee, ar'n't you off, yet t 
•a minute*, Wby. wd-I! 
hack with a ha'p'orth of 
Piay, Mr. 



I 



8FOKE!!.] Come, ( 

go directly tha boy coi 

whipcord i you Kt I'l 

Coachmau. have you got two iniideat Vo 

ma'am, only one. Beg pardon, but you mijuudcr. 

tuiud me : 1 mrao two imide placet. Yci. ma'am 

I'm liecnied lo carry nix ini and tii>teeD imU. Whai 

do. 111 Ectduwn here, if ymi pleaie. Mi. Coacli- 
man. Do, ma'am, take care of your Icjii. Lit 
Mr. Coachman, what ate all thoie men a-Lop 
of your coach, in black? an they undrru- 
kcnt No. ma'am, lawyetif Indeed! whereijid 
they come from} Can't tell, ma'am, but I be- 
lieve they'ro going lo the Commom. Aye, aye, 

""' — |h. I dare fay. Come, Coachec, 

go along! Start directly. 



r, Coaeh- 
^nZrn 10 hiair kay. I aaid, 



Kyi 



Cmubee'i deaf- [//nilow.] I «. .. 
give loui wiriH w Asm' Vhj. h 
Oh- Tbe.^- 

r a ride, Iheo biaien k^tj^ 



HE THE BHIDEG ROOM-SHE T«B BRIDE. I 
(Traiulated Itooi Weber by W, M'Gtegot Lggub) J 

Ip a youth ahoald nHBe4 ■ maidoij 
Need ahe run away with liigbl. 

If liii iooki ahould hib bet faroai, 

Whm'a Iheliann if ahe. unn'oIioHl, 



Seek a tide-long look to ti> 
hould their eyea by chance 



Though b< 

Sure it < 

Looking hi 



clieeks may bluah a 111 

Mr, looking tbitlier, 
< followed aooB by aiglu 

■ cDurage taking, 



Marrinee end. th 
He the bridcgt 



»lhe blidta J 



THE MARC^TE HOY IN QUABANTDtK. 
Air—" Garry Owen." 

VOSK Miller fill Viikini, vono wery fins day, 
Call'd up Mn. Vilkin*, and lo her did lay. 
think you. vife. Molly, i£ vo •But avay. 

On board of the hoy. id MaigaW. 
There 't board and lodging in the .hip, 
There'a wictuali to tat, and ^ine to lip, 
~1ien, Molly, vUl yon lako a trip. 

On board of the hoy. lo Hnijal* I 



On board of the hoy. U> Mllltn 
The lailort vere as earing and amokiog ing-l4 
Wecrmg the wenrl and vetting the aail. 
Vbiitt 'gainul vind and veathet the c^Main £d nil. 

On board nf the hoy, lo MugM" 
Now. vben Hr. Vilhini lott >igb1 of St. Pasl^. 
He iremhied. fur (eat of ttm Ma-fating mfaXU, 
Tbieb are dangFroua for thoK *be Me Mt la 

Going by vim to Muni*. 
The vinds blew high, and the vam did raB. 

The vatchmen 

Sit reoki in limbo the weuel muat ilick. 

It made Milter bikini nmfonndedly riek 

Of going by vater lo HatpW. 
Such camphorating. fuming, and araokjogt 
Puiengen tick'niug, and aailora joking; 
Ob. J viib, laid Vilkini, I'd never boas po>^. 
On board of the hoy, to Hai|Mr, 
The nbf'li' forty day. Vilkioi gramhled u 
Oh. a pibguo take the plague-thipl I'n 

Vben tlifl quarantine ■ finiahed I (ill go on rfNI 
And not go on a voyag* to Ha^ 
The raniphoi and winrgar vhirl in my braltt. 
Ki'tcliin)! and heaving uiy b«'>rla du .It^B. 




PaDST CARKY'S PORTBNB. 



.W^Tmibf;. (lovr aud ..,1- 
it MM diuul-, ilult It mill-- 

AU 4- «<■«!*».. 



Whttllini;, huRiming. driBling, rlinminliig, 

I.ighl, Ughi, jnrlairy^ 

Xil Ibe . inM fscei. tb« 
The *ow1i «rpl [aad, ihf ctmd «■■ emt. 

When widdling tonh tuma wiaow Lcirf -, 
'^'■oui-li %he was crippled in her nil, 
■ ■ LWny«iii.cU»p'tl PlddjCw). 






;>ilewf MiliMk, 



Och, Pil, 
Hfre'i 



b^^. 



ih g»lDK, mjifiiriing honey J* 
' you ■inifl I rll do ihal ihine.* 
I>i hii ihunb npon htr aoMjl 



P<i(«..1y,'«plothra«. 

Leeniie, litlriini, jeertnj. fri««ing, 

Simi ^ido4 Lc4ry! 

All Ibe tweci fua, 

H'hen P>| lud ihui hii fonune made 
He [irpiHfld the lipt of Mn. L4<uy. 

And moiiBling ftniglii i lir^e e«k*de, 
tn cftptaiu't bonis «tnLCB Pirtdy Carny ^ 

Be, fimtefuL phuiad hur ibmpe, her hnu 
To othen like ■ iltoniedmry ; 

" -'-- trrni'd ih»it "Iiioj* Ioctm 

. dan* ID Captain CaMy \ 



Wtn Cupid'i i. 

jpleW lo™ ind jo'i 

ESI." 



.;,.— 



Ranting 



oni MulliiiavBi la M.che'afelt. 

Tfle'-XSlTty'! ' "" 
A> tlu grnon •Inili by, 

TbnusrtlMtioBie' 
ThoinlUboj, the duIimliBj ! 

Thelidi^'loy, Ibe widow', iojr! 
Lun^ aworda |cined,i — neai. "hnrt-al 
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Captain Carey ! 
O, sweet Paddy ! 
Beautiful Paddy ! 
tVlute-feather'd, boot-leather'd, Paddy Caiey ! 



^^^^^^^^ 



LOVE IN SEASON. 

(Morion.) 

Love in season, like sneeiing. 
Is pleasing, not teazing. 
It prickles and tickles 

With fanciful joys. 
While toying, enjoying. 
She sighs out, ami cries out. 
*« You devil, be avil. 

And don't make a noise !" 
Then pressing, caressing. 
And ranting, and chanting. 
They rhyme away, time away. 

In a love song ; 
Then dance it, and prance it. 
And thump it, and stump it. 
And bump it, and rump it. 

All the night long ! 

Love in season, &c 

Youth over, in clover. 
We muzzle, and guzzle. 
And toast it, and roast it. 

Like jolly old boys ! 
Break glasses, kiss lasses. 
And pick up and hiccup. 
And swaggering, sUggering, 

Finish our joys ! 
Then phthisic, and physic. 
Blue devils us levels. 
Till doctor and proctor 

Bespeak us a grave ; 
Then weepers, and peepers. 
And moaners, and groaners. 
And gay men cry " amen!" 

And chant out a stave ! 

Youth over, &c. 



THE GOLDEN STONES OP LONDON. 
Air—" The Awkward Recndt," 

At home, where I was bom and bred. 

By father I was told, sirs. 
That London streets, where folks do tread. 

Were paved with nought but gold, sirs. 
I swallowed all the story down. 

And made a famous plan, sir. 
To bring myself to Lunnun town. 

And be a gentleman, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

So up I com'd, a-top of coach, 

Wi' coachman all alone, sirs, 
'Twas quite dark when we did approach 

Each famous golden stone, sirs ; 
He told me town was made so neat, 

Twould surely make me stare, sirs. 
For, savs he, there is a Silver-street, 

Besides a Golden-square, sirs. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Next mom I started off quite soon. 

To find these famous places. 
And walked about till attemoon. 

And then I slack 'd my paces ; 
But sure, to say it I'll be bold. 

For I every place did try on. 
The streets bc'aut paved with silver or gold. 

For the stones be made of iron. 

Tol de rol, .&c. 

I found myself deceived outright. 
But as money I did not lack, sirs, 

I was resolved to see every sight 
Before I did go back, sin ^ 



And, first, the wonderful pig so cute, 
I seed, and he's surely a store, sirs. 

Gad I wondered much how he could do*t. 
Oh ! he certainly isn't a bore, sirs. 

Tol de rol, &c 

Then I went on board a fine steam-t>uai. 

That did at anchor ride, sirs. 
So curious 'twas that it did float 

Against both wind and tide, sirs ; 
But they seem'd to me to play such games, 

I thought how foika would stare, sirs. 
If, instead of carrying down the Thames, 

It carried us up in the air, sirs. 

Tol de rol, &c 

Each different object I com'd near. 

It struck me with surprize, sirs. 
And now my money's gone, oh dear ! 

Experience makes fools wise, sirs : 
'TIS nation fine to cut a dash. 

In Lunnun streets to roam, sirs. 
But a man wi'out good store of cash 

Had better stay at home, sirs. 

Tol de rol, Ate. 



HOME, SWEET HOME. 

(J. Howard Payne.) 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam. 
Still, be it ever so humble, there's no place like 

home ; 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow it there. 
Which, go through the worid, you will not mM 
elsewhere. 

Home, liome. 
Sweet, home ! 
There is no place like home. 
There is no place like home. 

An exile from home, pleasure dazzles \u vam. 
Ah ! give me my lowly thatched cottage again ; 
The birds singing sweetly, that came to my «>p1\.— 
Give me them, and that peace of mino, uw«M«r. 
than all. 

Home, home, &c. 



FAREWELL, KY SOLDIER! THY GLOB!^ 

PURSUE. 

(LadyTaite.) 

The sun's radiant beams scarce illumine the day. 
To far-distant climes duty calls me away ; 
E'en now I must leave thee, regrets are in vain. 
Nor shall he whom thou lov'st be heard to conw 
plain. 

Remember the years we were parted before. 
Remember the pangs for thy absence I bore ; 
Oh ! stay yet a moment, think, think of my pain 
Nor leave her who loves thee alone to complain. 

Oh ! tempt me no further ; in pity forbear. 
Nor absence nor time can my fondness impair ; 
I go to deserve thee, thy sorrows restrain. 
Since honour commands me, you should not com 
plain. 

Farewell, then, my soldier ! thy glory pursue ; 
In absence, tn honour and love be still true ; 
May heaven protect thee from danger and pam* 
And, whatever I suffer, I will not complain. 



THE DASHING WHITE SERJEANT. 

If I had a beau 
For a soldier who'd go. 
Do you think I'd say ao t 
No, not I ! 
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When his red coat I mw 
Not a tigh would it draw. 
But give him eclat for his braTorj ! 
If an army of amazonse*er came in play. 
As a dashmg white se^eant I'd march 
away, 

March away, &c. 

When my soldier was gone 
D'ye think I'd take on! 
Sit mopins forlorn. 
No, not I! 
His fame my concern. 
How my hosom would bum. 
When I saw him return, crowned with 
▼ictory ! 

If an army of amasons, &c« 



DOCTOR ANTHONY BROWN. 

There lived in a country town 
A doctor, named Anthony Brown, 
Who, as he got nothing by trade. 
Made lore to a wealth? old maid. 
So ngly she hadn't a cnarm. 
But her purM was as long as my arm ; 
What a bait for Doctor Brown ! 

One day, with a grace debonair. 
He asked for a lock of her hair : 
Says she, you embarrass me quite. 
Doctor Brown, vou're so very polite : 
She gave it, and he was all pz. 
But soon found 'twas a lock of her wig ; 
What a dose for Doctor Brown. 

Her teeth, all so white, he'd declare. 
Made amends for the loss of her hair ; 
She fiuicied the tooth-ache by way 
Of seeing the Doctor one day. 
When her teeth were all false, he said. 
For she'd but a colt's tooth in her head. 
Which fastened on Doctor Brown. 



sonnets he wrote on her eyes. 
And praised them up to the skies ; 
But tne day he his passion declared 
A thing happened at which he stared, — 
Whilst she ogled the Doctor, alas ! 
Out tumbled a peeper of glass ; 

What a sparkler 1 quoth Doctor Brown. 

One hand fixed on with a screw. 
Her legs Vant a pair, though two : 
But the Doctor, who courted her purse. 
He took her for better or worse ; 
And their child was bom, or they lie. 
With a wig, wooden hand, and glass eye. 



BBAUTY IN TEARS. 

(Leigh Hunt.) 
reep aot, sweet maid, nor let sorrow oppress 



OB 



Thcf imioeent bosom should banish all fears ; 
Kind heaven will nrotect thee, fair virtue caress 



will pi^ such beauty in tears. 

But sosae cruel tyrants compassion ne'er cherish, 
la all tbeb dark actions ambition appears ; 

They safer the wretched to languish and pensh. 
And look, without pity, on b^nty in tears! 

How blest is the heart which with charity floweth. 
And tranquil the bosom which virtue reveres ; 

Sow sweet is the balm that kind pity bestoweth 
To soften the sorrows of beauty in tears. 

But some cruel tyrants compassion ne'er cherish. 
In all their dark actions ambition appears ; 

They snUer the wretchrd to languish and perish. 
Am look, without pity, on Mauty in tears ! 



CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

(T. Moore.) 

Faintly as tolls the evening chime 
Our voices keep tune and our oars keep t'me ^ 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim. 
We'll sing at St. Ann's our parting hymn. 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near, and the daylight's past. 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl ; 
But when the wind blows ofT the shore. 
Oh ! sweetly well rest our weary hour. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near, and the daylight's past. 

Utawa's tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see us flow o'er thy surges soon ; 
Saint of this green isle ! hear our prayers ! 
Grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast. 
The rapids are near, and the daylight's past. 



MAY WE NE'ER WANT A FRIEND, NOR 
A BOrrLE TO GIVE HIM. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

Since the first dawn of reason that beam'd on my 
mind. 
And tsught me how favour'd by fortune my lot. 
To share that good fortune I still was inclined. 

And imoart to who wanted what I wanted not. 
'Tis a maxim, entitled to eveiy one's praise. 
When a man feels distress, like a man to relieve 
him ; 
And my motto, though simple, means more tna: 
it says. 
May we ne'er want a friend, nor a bottle to give 
him. 

The heart, by deceit or ingratitude rent. 

Or by poverty bow'd, though of evils the lesst. 

The smile of a friend may invite to content. 
And we all know content is an excellent feast. 

'Tis a maxim, entitled, &c. 



^^^■»^»»* 



POOR LITTLE MO. 

(Daley.) 

My name is Mo Samuel, a poor little shew ; 
From de Min'ries I come mit dis here ding in 

view — 
To get all vat I can, and my customers try. 
If I runs half a mile, never mind, so dey buy. 

Spoken.] Dare dey are, all a ha'penny a-piece 
— veil, take tree a penny — take four — five. — Give 
me six. — Do ye dink I sntole um? — Veil, take um 
mit you. 

Dey say no, off dey go, 
Shtill I runs, mit my buns, 
Mit mv shweecmcats and heart-cakes, 
Trougn de mud till my feet aches. 
Den all de vay back I am forch'd for to go, 
And de\ von't shpend a fardin mit poor little Mo, 

Poor little Mo — poor little Mo, 
And de) von't shpend a fardin mit poor little Mo 

Dey calizh me a deep and a knowing von too \ 
All de barm dey can say is to call me a shew ; 
Dey'r right, and vat den ? I am sorry, I says, 
Dat I can't call you Christian, so go as your vays 

Spoken.] But stop — vill you buy a good raizor! 
--sell you von sheap. — I suppose you stole it, he 
says. — Shtole it! dat cuts me to de heart, and J 
says, you're a fine Uadf, but if vou don't mino vst 
you says, you shall oe roughly handled. 

Den dey looks in my box. 
And I cry, wiW you\»\\>|> 







Al d« BmIi, Mil de Shansf , « St. Pmulib. too. I 

Spoken.] Dme i> »il my bMl cnttomm, »it 
klwayi u.n mr trady moocy, uidvst nevBr.hiiHiii 
gw, ind I foiT(« «11 my trouble* vsn I gfU );oDr 



1/ in den irood jncm, 
M" my he»rt fiilfd nith putilnd*. liomrwurd I pi, 
Auil dierf'i nonE half «u hofipy h poor little Mo. 

Poor Uolr Mv— pour liuls Mn, 
And tben'i aoni? half lo QAftpy v pc)Of litllfl Ma. 



Wjtfa nd« and bom tbiou^h the fride lomt bound' 
>( HRIcbed in in thlda, by ihe iticamlnl h 



'"y_'»K-_ 
Yohot i», 

The Diidoigbi in him i* ■■ deir u ihc nooa, 
For wbm the bri^hi tun in ihe veM i> dcKCtiiled 

To light bim iipriiu bii lady, the moon ; 
By h« yellow biiiuD led, Ibraugb ibo deepoigleni 






If ud tbe wild b< 



M tiulit 






No nHit upon tuth wilh Ihi chuc can compare. 
Yobo! U., la, U! iK. 

THE FREEMASON'S DAUGHTER, 

The pride of all the virgin Ibrong. 



Though, Dun 

•'iiirattiou. prniw. j 

Yet lUll 111 live 

■mt than oDtin my i 



The Mrr emudet (ho fop and fbsl, 

Tb« iJoddlnE Imavc and parly tool ; 
Thai li>«ttT would wll 



LOVELY, MODEST, MARY. 
r— " Sallg m Mr AlUy.-'-^PluB 
' all the giria that I have trrn 



The naid who won my aimple h«an I 

Wai lovely, modm, Mary. 
She navei went to feaMa or fain. 

Her time and money waadng J 

In learning tooliab EootiB* aiia, ^^^^1 

Neglecting joya more laating. ^^^^fl 

Oh. nol the roniM my rbarmer UMh^^^H 

To Ihu wai quite conliuy, ^^^^H 

And aimple truth wla in the l«ak ^^^^H 

Q( lovely, modeat, Harj. ^^^^^H 

Al honaahold woik ao apt and clo^ 1 

None ever kept thinca titter, 1 

la aighily io« the peartei aoen. 

No lilvn e'er waa briehlar. 
But, of all other thingi. hrr piide | 

The Beal»t waa her dairy, 
Ha cheeie or buller ever vied 

With thai of lovely Mary. 
Oh. thui through life adll may we Itwpf 

In love'i aoft hsndi agreeing. 

Our duidren"* chiliLitn aarinv. 
lu death each other may auaUiD, 

Whrn gone, nur children b<-ar me, 
Bewi-pt, unto one peaceful grave. 

Along wilh lovely Mary. 

JACK'S THE LAD. 
Our thip't ^port, ao here t be. 
With a hcarl aa light at coik, d'yv (M, 
'Pan larboard quarter Poll ia jigging, 
Dreu'il ia ail her Sunday rigj^n^ i 

Wrnch and fiddle alwayi make a aailor glad- 
Old Ni{>|ierLlii, the landlord, k«pt thg greg kfaM 
And kuiJIyii the liquvr handed down each tlUMl 
Fiir if ever (ailor look dHi^t id 
Swigging, kilting, dancing, fighting, 

U^— ^al nib.b<^utay:ihalJ.ik'>tbaM. 
With my tot de lol. de nl, fa 



Cheeriy, my 
So (uU ' 

Blood' 



the merry fiddle goin^ 
ir. Catgut, Collage b< 



reel— Sir David Huntei BUie— thu'a 
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But bowioiaefrer, should IVe luck to fmll wucm 

more 
hongsv^ a pinto, homeward bound, he'll pay the 



For if erer fellow took del^t in, &c. 

, ! a gun — the signal's made. 

All hands on hoard, the anchor's we^;h'd. 
Lord ! how the nrb hj scores are flying 
Pore and aft, all sobbmg, crying ; 
Thoughts of parting makes 'em all run roaring 
mad; 
But honour bids her gallant sons to glonr go, 
So off again we scud, to lick the saucy to?. 

For if erer feUow took delight m, Htc. 

^^^■^■^^■^^ 

EPSOM RACES! 

(Pocock.) 

VPlTH nirits gay f mount the box, the tits up to 

their traces. 
If J elbows squared, my wrist turned down, dash 

off to J^psMi races ; 
With Buxton bit, bridoon so trim, three chesnuts 

and apey. 
Well coupled up my leaders, then, ya hip ! we 

bowl away. 
Sooae push along with four-in-hand, while others 

drire at random. 
In whiskey, buggy, gig, or dog-cart, curricle, or 

tandem. 

Spoken.] Ya, ya-hip, go along wi' fe. I say. 
Bill, it' I hadn't turned the leader neatly over the 
old woman, we should hare dashed neck and crop 
into the china-shop. Why didn't you keep on that 
ot the road ? Where are you coming, Jofumy 
>f You be d d ! who made you a coach- 



L? whj didn't you let your tarvami take hold ol 
the reins f Where are you going to now ? Ya- 
hip ! had all the BriffhUmfltuhmen in a long trot, 
d e, that's prime*. 

Push along with four-in-hand, &c. 

Prime of life to go it, where's a place like Lon- 
don? 

Four-in-hand to-day, the next yon may be un- 
done; 

Where belles as well as beaux, to get the whip- 
hand strive ; 

And Mrs. Snip, the tailor's wife, can toach her 
spouse to drive ; 

So Jacky Snip, his wife, and all, to Dobbin's 
back are strapt on. 

In p sn J b sisi thag, to spend the day with neighbour 
Stitch, at C^plofi. 

Spoken.] Master Snip, I desire youll not be 
wmdgmr to-day. Veil, I won't, if I can help it. 
Bcse, ostler, bring my horse a glass of gin and 
beer. Landlord, brins me a thimble -fitU of brandy. 
Who are you ? Who Teamed you to drive ? What 
do yon mean by that? I'm Richard Cypher, Esq. at- 
totney and solicitor, belonging to the honourable 
JVscft sr Nothing ; have gone through all the grada- 
tkms of buggy, gig, and dog-cart, tandem, curri- 
de, vnicom, and tour-in-hand ; neglected nothing; 
diudied at ereiy thing ; pegged ai ajarvejf; tooled ti 
mail ooach ; and now have attained the credit of 
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On Bptom Downs, says Billy, ' Zounds, that can- 
not be Lord Jaehjf, 

'Egad ' but now I see it is, — I took him for his 
lacquey. 

Spoken.] Ya, ya-hip. ya-hip! prime work! 
kept the Bristol mail at long trot. Why, these 
men hav'n't paid the toll. Didn't I show you the 
ticket? What's the number? Two hundred and 
eighty-one. Pay the man, or 111 knock your chops 
about. You've got no money. Thac^ a queer 
half-crown : that s not what 1 save you. Yes, it is. 
None of your smashing tricks here. Vat, sare, do 
you me refuse to let through the gate joihe t I viU 
get off de outside of my horse, and I vill knock 
yon top over bottom. V oull do what ? By gar ! f 
will black your nose, and break your eye. Ha ! 
ha ! ha ! Why, zounds ! this is a proper ctom ana 
joetle ! Spoomes, sawnies, come, be off. Thus 
Some dash along with four in hand, &c. 



along, with four-in-haikl, &c. 

Thus it is with all who in London are thriving. 
Both high life and low .ife at something are 

dnving; 
A poer and a 'prentice now dress so much the 



cannot toll the difference, excepting by the 



THE SUMMER'S SUN WAS GLOWING. 

Adapted to the Air of " Std margine d'un no.** 

(M. J. Sullivan.) 

The summer's sun was glowing, 

I wandered through uie shade. 
Near where a rivHet flowing. 

In murmuring ripples played ; 
Upon a bank reposing, 

A nymph, as fair as May, 
Slumber ner eyelids closing. 

Half hid in flowrets lay. 

Her beauteoui ch<*ek discloses 

The lily of the spring. 
The vermeil tint of roses. 

And down of cygnet's wing ; 
Her envious lid, while sleeping. 

Concealed her azure eye ; 
Her silken lashes sweeping. 

Her cheek of varied dye. 

The damsel, gently waking, 

Half-op'd her eye of blue, 
'Twas like the morning breaking 

Through clouds of azure hue ; 
Her dimpling mouth, soft smiling. 

My heart a wild thrill gave. 
One glance of peace beguiling 

Made me the maiden s slave 



THE GLASSES SPARRLf< 

The glasses s arkle on the boaro. 

The wine is ruby bright. 
The reign of pleasure is restor'd. 

Of ease and fond delieht. 
The day is gone, the night's our own. 

Then let us feast the soul ; 
If any pain or care remain. 

Why, drown it in the bowl. 

This world, they say, 's a world of woO; 

But that I do deny ; 
Can sorrow from the goblet flow. 

Or pain from beauty's eye ? 
The wise are fools with all their rule^. 

When they would joys control ; 
If life's a pain, I say again. 

Let's drown it in the bowl. 

That time flies fast the poet sings ; 

Then sniety It is wise 
In rosy wine to dip his wings. 

And seize him as he flies. 
This night is ours, then strew with floweis 

The moments as they roll : 
If any pain or care remain. 

Why drown it in the \>ow\. 



tJNlVERKAL SONGSTER 
CALEB Qi 



M^amDC i» Caleb Quulrra. 

I mute a mich, I mpnd the putnpa, 
(For pluinben worlt my knack i>,) 
I phyiic «U, I caie Ihri miioipl, 

or litilciehrxil-boyJv-Ueg. 
Ocngnphjr ii mj deiighl. 
Ballsd*, epiuphi 1 wriu. 




I Mpplc, I tmokc, uid I wiDil up Ihe clock, 
*5ih my •*..< Mb. Qqm.™ m dov«. 



Sitn-poit diubcry, 
Sriii-etow, o[ •irawbMTy, 
CbyrocTy, rhymrry, 

ClTuale lo'mb. 
Frista comb, 
Gninc ■ goitig, 
8qulll<, 

pSi., 

8™(mdiUp^ 
£pit.[.h wnting, 
SlceplcKUad, 
CorpH to (ha cTDundj 
WindaorMnp. 

Homeliap, 
Hhut up thop. 
Puach-bowl cfocktry. 
Wind up clockeiv. 
y traal} aTticln mua up ■ sum ; 



THE WANDERrNG BOY. 
IB. Kirkc Wbiie.) 

Whkn [he vinler wiud wbutlcl along tlui • 



Oh : hoir bant it the fat« of ilia i 



•Hn fmli,iii%o taotbfT. h*>B I, 

Fot I am ■ pucmlMi waudning boy. 



Whrni ibc hug-dovB would warble la (oirowful 

talr. 
Bui Div falher and mother wrn (ammoDEd away. 
And they lefcrae to hard-h»ned itranf m a prry. 



w Inada ibe galr 



nd brava mrn looked id mr -, 
though 'mid hatlls*! wild alanu . 
oung Low hini»el( cduld not appci 
glory V brow thv cbarm, 
lada eVa danger dtfar. 



Which 



THE Rl'MOURS OP BABTLEMY PAIR. 



bnitle, Drighbour Sprig, 
gaily 



CUp 

ta our Sunday dolbn 
Let ui ttrut up the 01 
Oh. \be devil lake Ui< 
We may never go aga 
See, the ihoin bave begun, O 
Remember Hr, Snip 
To uke can of Mn. 



■ley; ^^J 
tlandn^^^^ 



Row roll'. Ihe fiii^Lont Mayor, 

All if fluTTV^bumr ikurry, 

Girli squalling— ihomien bawling. 



Ratllta apriugine — mon 
Kupc dancing— hortoi [ 

Doga oi knowledge — co 



Round about — all oal. 
What a throng — pnih along, 

PaliIo'<ibaw-Bl1tl.egD, 

To enjoy all [be fun of [he hir O! 
VKEN.] Valk up, vatk up. ladia and g 
, licit a Ibe wonderful beanei andbenal 
UTived liom Bengal in [he Veal InJiea- 

-ulbanimal, »le« 



I tpota Ob hia body, but ao tm 



nd only t^ln, feet"™ 
>ve>, d-me Uvea, to tl 

-Aui him up Ihero wilK be long pole. 



mp.r gnmk 
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only hear how he roan ! Here, here, the only booth 
in the fair, for the greatest curicei^ in all the 
kaown world — the vnnderfal and tnrprising Hot- 
tentot Wenos is here, who measures three yards 
nnd three qnarters roond — 

Hey down, ho down, &c 

When the fair is at the fall,. 
In gallops a mad bull. 
Puts the rabble to the rout. 
Lets all the lions out : 
Down falls Mrs. Snip, 
With a monkey on her hip ; 
We shall all be swallowed up, I declare O! 

Roaring boys — ^Ided toys. 
Lollipops— shilling hops. 
Tumble in— just b^in. 
Cope and balls — wM>den walls. 
Gin and bitters — apple fritters. 
Padding nice — ^penny a slice. 
Shins ot beef — stop thief, 
A bamg-up swing— just the thing, 
A dead dog — among the mob. 
Lost hats — squalling brats. 
Lost shoes — kangaroos, 
O Polly— Where's Molly t 
Bow wow — what a row ! 

Is kicked up in Bartlemy Fair O ! 

Spoken.] Here, here, show 'em up here, show 
'cm «p here — ^Now's your time, ladies and gentle- 
men,— only two>penoe, only two> pence, to see that 
sar prii iM conjuror, the emperor of all the conja- 
nm* — who will forfeit the enormous sum of one 
hundred pounds to any one who shall perform the 
fike wonders. — Yes, yes, ladies and gentlemen, I 
am BO common sl^;ht of hand man ; the common 
di^t of hand men, they turn the things np their 
sleeTes, and make you believe their fingers deceive 
yoar eyes. — Now, sir, you shall draw one card, 
two cards, thrive cards, four cards, half a dozen 
cards; yoo look at the card on this here side, you 
look oo the card on that side, and I say, blow— by 
the high and abominable, a ho be ho pe I Jacko, 
cracko felto— swift, fly, begone quick presto passa 
laxco mento he cocolonim, the caird is flown! where 
is It gone to? Aye, that's the question. — Be so 
kind, sir, as to stop that young woman from getting 
o«t of the crowd ; I suppose she little thinks that 
I knows the card's concealed imder her garter; 
coaie, come, don't be ashamed, young woman ; 
brif^ it forward, bring it forward, and let me hold 
it up, that all the company may have a squint at 
it ; there, there, hollo boys, hollo boys, hu2za. 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 

Now the beast with hungry tooth 
In anger 'tacks the booth ; 
Away affrighted run 
Birds and eagles of the sun ; 
Down tumbles trot-legg'd Rolls, 
Who tips 'em the view hollo. 

Po<Mr Cora's in the mud, O rare O ! 

SpoKCJI.] Here, here, valk np, ladies and gen- 
tlemen ; here is the vonderful kangaroo, just arri- 
ved from Bottomhouse-Bay. — Here is the vonder- 
fnl large bahorm, that danced a paddydow, and 
played at leu>-frog with the celebrated Muster 
Baffiiq^oii — Here is the vonderful leporous spotted 
torn cat, of the male spechies, vich can see as veil 
in the dark, as without ever a light — Here is the 
vaadcffol little nuumoset monkey, just arrived 
fnm the island of Lilliput — Hold him up to the 
Cfmpany, master keeper^O dear me, what a little 
bsawty, to be sore ; do let me stroke the dear little 
inn o ce nt creature. La, la, how prodigious tame 
be m! — ^Yes, marm, he is always very tame to the 
ladies. — Yec up ! governor, what's the name of that 
•nuc kM then stock up in the corner? — Vat that 



'ere one ? O that's the vonderful sun eagle, the 
hotterer the sun is, the higherer he flies — There's 
the vonderful cow, that can't live alive on the 
land, and dies in the vater. — Billy, Billy, my boy, 
run and stuff a blanket in that 'ere hole, or ul the 
little ones vill peep for nothing. — Here, here, 
now's your time, ladies and gentlemen, just a goinx 
to b^n, just a going to begin — ^Valk up here, valk 
up here— I suppose you think that 'ere man's alive. 
Why, Lord bless your soul, he's no more alive 
than you or I are — stand off the steps there, boys, 
and make room for that gentleman in the smock 
frock and carbuncled nose to come down — How do 
you like it, sir?— Oh, it's all d— n'd stuff.- There, 
only hear what a good character the gentleman 
gives it ; he says, it is all d — n'd passable enough. 
— Valk up here, valk up here, now's your time to 
see that vonderful vooden Roscius, Mr. Punch, for 
the small charge of one penny — show your tricks to 
the company, Mr. Punch — (Mimiclttng,) 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 



THE COBBLER OF CASTLEBURY 

(Dibdin.) 

'TWAS in a village, near Castleburv, 

A cobbler and his wife did dwell. 
And for a time no two so merry. 

Their happiness no tongue could tell. 

But to this couple, the neighbours tell us. 
Something did happen that caus'd much strife. 

For, going to a neighbouring alehouse. 
The man got drunk and beat his wife. 

But, though he treated her so vilely. 
What did this wife, good creature, do ? 

Kept snug, and found a method, slyly. 
To wring his heart quite through and through. 

Fir Dick, the tapster, and his master. 

By the report that then was rife. 
Were both in hopes, by this disaster. 

To gain the cobbler's pretty yrife. 

While things went on to rack and ruin. 

And all their furniture was sold. 
She seem'd to approve what each was doing* 

And got from each a purse of gold. 

So, when the cobbler's cares were over. 

He swore to lead an altered life. 
To mind his work, ne'er be a rover. 

And love no other than his wife. 



NATHAN SOLOMONS AND CRUEL BECKY 

MARKS. 

Air—" Batch of CbJk«*."— (Miss Bryant.) 

My name is Nathan Solomons, clothes-merchant 

and old rag man, 
I love sweet little Becky Marks, her father is a 

bag-man ; 
Though, pless my heart, she slighted me, and got 

worse and uwrser daily. 
Till, so help me, dears, she wished me himg a-top 

of the Old Bailey, 

Did Becky Marks, 

Cruel little, pretty little Becky Marks. 

Now big Ben Cohen 'twas she loved, and f was 

forced to lose her. 
For why— oh dear, he'd soon beat me— for Ben 

was a Mendoza ; 
Besides, he's nearly six feet high, and I am rathe: 

litUe, 
So, if we fought, it would be like a steeple and a 

skittle. 

For Becky Marks. &r 





— Bulh Am mi Ihcrt, how ran thu be t 
Foddla didaie— frrt'f.*! fiunl 
Pm.—TAt. GWt. ni tag jm tin. 
__ [l^iowi-a hU fitt, 

Oamt^l UiiDk you Icll ■ cmnmcr. 
For Iwo cmn play at lliot. 
And look 01 ibu ilcdge Ksditiict. 

Pi-n.—l'te found joo iiut, nu gho<i are jon. 
CAniiH.— D'ya thiuk lo? wny, 1 ihmk au im. 

don with icl.i, 
IF ifao pru Urwul Pii> r 



(T. Dihrtm.) 
Now hope, bow fitar. my boiom rondintf, 

AJlFtiate bid Eich Mhcr ciuc i 
Sunn (hali death— my tt-non rudine. 

Calm tuJi inuuietit thuught ii, pi-ice. 



Say, whrn ut thou-^sluMe roi« I hr 
Oh. quicUj iprak, no lonptr nam. 
/p ihee bberty 1 1 



Thu way, Co life and libci^ 

KO JOY WITHOUT MY 
(C. DIbdiD.') 
Flv Bwift, ye Zephyn, 

Who waft (he >T(bf of lora, 
Oh. Hy how IlvigBiih, 

What pain for her i prove. 
Fly awift, ye Zephyrt, 

Oh, tEtl nil my an^ifih/ 
No joy wilhuul my lone. 

Oh, irll her o'er my mind 
She hran the gaftrit iwaj, 

Ob, Irll bcT alt my ardour. 
My fondnnu all dltplay. 




le reply. 



THK P()STJ)KFIOK. 

H a pwt-oBiFe bred, what * life auir 1 1«4, 
A» I handled the IhoughU of my bettCn: 
)h '. il WH audi a icenc, thai our gntX pvUk '■ 
Might be tilled a nrpublic of letlt— - 
To Nqnhumhertand and Ciim 
And WEiunonlajld and Siud 
To Herttoid, and Dnnford, 
And Drplfoid and Bedford, 



I might Hy» without brag, 

I could iih\ke ia s bac 
Half the wiatom and w^t of tb« ni 
SPOKLN.] Kow, UT good folia, kesp aw^flflT 
ihe window, ot il will be impuMible tDdidtmlfae 
Iplten. Come, *bo-i6ntI Pray, *u. hmv* yoa 
got ever a letter for me? Who the dnil an vm? 
I'm Mt. Timmy Twill, the Uilor. 1 don't know ; 
if you wnil a bit ill tee. Noo 
you know my naturally-delir.!- 
Ihii. Well, my lamb, llol 

I'm .11 over of tfiyrrifiMkm [fi^A^^'al^l 

Hy, Mr. Tim, don^t be after licklin; thi lady ibm, 

up in the comer. Oh. «ir, it'a my matnuia. Okl 

ahe'i got luch a dreadfal pan m her head. 0(k! 

hepowcnofMoll Kelly, Iwiib ihe had a ■■« 

er buck, then ihece'd be • job for ijie gluien, 

I might get B Utile day-light, for I'm alMOM 

id. Oh. you brute T Here, hen, hero, Mr. 

>, here'i your letter, all over wu, and a«l«d 

lalhimhie. Here, John, hent'i vour oiMIet^ 

■r. How much bo lio pay, .ml NothiBr, yen 

M beani Funk, mr, my aeame'i Jerry. Oh, 
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nglbt, ri^« dang it! I we there't Jf.P. I nppote 
that means mmtim't prnp. Now, my ijood wooiaii, 
vhat't for yoa ? Oh, if yoa please, nr, have voa 
got a letter for me, my name's Kitty Stmmerfot : 
I keep the two>pair bMk garret, at the UncoiAea 
Battle, Liqiiovpond>street, Gray^s Inn Lane. No, 
I have mme of that name to day. Bo you think 
as htm therell be any to-morrow t Why, that I 
can't positiTely say, for yon see, every minute. 



Pooring in like haO, till they're off with the mail. 
With a rattle <m, dash, dash away! 

Some folks «Tite for fnn. and some write to dnn. 

Some blaming, and others commending ; 
Some letters are in love, and others to move 
Soil friends their odd cash to be lending. 
Relauons dying, selling, buying. 
Loving, thriving, ships arriving. 
Courting, fighting, wronging, writing. 
Suits at law, cash to draw. 
Bull and gav, cross and kind. 
Such a medley youll find. 
As each scrawl appears on inspection. 
That, in writing a theme. 
Our office might seem 
Noah's ark, by its wioAej collection* 

SpokcnJ Why, how the devil's this ? \}ookina 
«r « Uiitr] tx) my son in Town ! was there ever such 
a fWlifh direction ? who's to find out this son in 
I wonder ? Please snr, ojrsn your pardon, 
I't yoa cotten never a letter from my ould 
out M the eountiy t Oh, you're the son in 
1, are you, my lad '* (and a devilish rum look- 
ing g^ yoa are, and uiAke tht best of you.) Well, 
I've be«i in this aitaatioo many years, but I de- 
daie I never saw go many queer names before ! 
Here's Taiior Tit, Boaor llonehoof, Mr. Part- 
fidge, Mr. Sqoabblo-all, Mr. ShuiBekick, Parson 
~i, and-— here's a break-my-jaw word for a 
Monsieur Greniochtoper, and Abraham 
Ah, dat ish for me myself, how mosh ? 
How much, sir ? sixpence. Sixpence ! ah, dat is 
a great deal too mosh ; as true as I'm one living 
Jew, I might travel from Long Acre to the Shittv, 
and I voold not get me one bargain that would 
Ictcfa me so mosh ; I will give tree-pence. Come, 
tmmt, give us ncme of your jaw, down with your 
hlvBt. O la, papa, I is so frightened. What are 
)oa fr^hteneo at? Oh, how it ttaret! Stares, 
^Aal atarea. Oh, what larse eyes it's got. What 
tike devil do you mean ? Oh, that nasty looking 
■MB, with the great eod^Jiah, daddy ; oh, tell him 
lo take it away, or I shall drop down as dead as a 
ah. Hold your tongue, do, you loolish child, it's 
dead ; it can't hurt vou, my pret^ duck. I say, 
I say, Mr. Teddy O Kelly, your fetter comes to 
■iiM pmfis more. What's that for, you tiefl Oh, 
it's a doable letter. Don't be after bothering us 
It a doable letter you tell me now \ faith. 




a doable letter means two, and what I have in my 
1st is bat one. O, bodder to my uncle's big cat, I 
— pyo a e yon mane to say there's one in the belly of 
iL. Why# what's this I see; och, the devil go 



bat it's the half of a bank note ; och, what 

s hapDj P*<^ I ^'Q ''^^^ \ <^^' ^^^ Where's Uie 
ether Imlf! By the powers. 111 have your post- 
efiee taken ap for stealing it. Well, well, sir, I 
cant stand prating with you |11 day, for, every 

they'i 



Pouring in like hail, &c. 



HOW HAPPY'S THE SOLDIER. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Bow hafpy's the soldier that livps on his pay, 
half^HTown out of sixpence a-day \ 



He fears neither justices, warrants, or boms. 
But rattles away will the roll of his drums. 

With his row de dow, &c« 

He cares not a marvedi how the world goes. 

His king finds him qoarters, and money, and 

clothes; 
He laughs at all sorrow, whenever it comes. 
And rMtles away with the roll of his drums. 

With his row de dow, &c« 

The drum is his pleasure, his joy, and delight. 
It leads him to pleasure as well as to fight ; 
There's never a girl, though ever so glum. 
But packs up her tatters and follows the drum. 

With a row de dow, &c. 



THE SAPLING OAK. 

(Sedgwick.) 

Thl sapling oak, lost in the dell. 
Where tangled breaks its beauties spoils 

And eveiy iniant shock repel. 
Droops, hopeless, o'er the exhausted toil* 

At length the woodman clears around. 
Where'er the noxious thickets spread ; 

And hiffh reviving o'er the ground. 
The forest monarch lifts its head. 



THE GARDEN GATE. 

(Upton.) 

The day was closed, the moon shone bright. 

The village clock struck eight. 
When Sylvia hastened with delight. 

To ope the garden-gate : 
But sure, as if to drive her mad. 
The gate was there but not the lad. 
Which made poor Sylvia, grieving, crr« 
Was ever maid so used as I ? 

She paced the nrden here and there. 

The village clock struck nine. 
When Sylvia cried, in wild despair. 

He shan't, he shan't be mine * 
Last night he vowed the garden-gate 
Should find him here, this eve, at eight; 
But this I'll let the creature see 
He ne'er shall make a fool of me. 

She ceased, — a noise her ear alarms. 

The village clock struck ten ; 
When William caught her in his arms. 

And ne'er to part again : 
He showed the ring, to wed next d^. 
He'd been to buy, a long. Ions away ; 
How, then, could Sylvia cruel prove. 
To one that did so truly love ! 



THE FLOWING BOWL. 
(Dibdin.) 

Of all heaven gave to comfort man. 

And ch<^er his drooping soul, 
Slow me a blessing, he who can. 

To top the flowing howl. 
When amorous Strephon, dying swain 

Whose heart his Daphne stole. 
Is jilted, to relieve his pain. 

He seeks the flowing bowl. 

When husbands hear, i i hopeless grief. 

The knell begin to toll. 
They mourn awhile, then, for relief. 

They seek the flowing bowl : 
The tar, while swelling waves deform 

Old ocean, as they roll. 
In spite of danger and the storm. 

Puts round the flowing bowl. 




HOWOFTlTECHKKHEIt YOU,' 
RUVED. 
(Sir OtorgB All»y.> 
How oft I'yb cbcewd yon »h«i »e 
And, nhcn upon (he vild <>rniglil 
B«guilid you wilt ili« i»le you Invci 
Or •ung the wmg I knew drlighii'f 
Anddi 



Tl.vi.1 
Theheu 



hen wcuy. wi the rodi)' itccp. 
We've iMMnrd to the duhioK billo*. 
ti InUcd Ihee wjib ■ King to~ile.-|., 






GITB, OH^ GIVE ME THE RURY GRAPE. 

ExdftiiDi the uper. fffty, 
Suefa aniiii far miudlln fsncin mcci, 

Befti br from me ii>^y. 
My hncy manly itnini wuuld ape. 

A UQbliT theui« propiwet, 
Give, cdi give me iiie nihy jrape. 

And mingle it with tdmi. 
The giMi enJDy'd by leuanV plan. 

The rakingTieKl be.n up; 
lekv'n gbve the tfrape For he^lch. but rrun 

And who would lovt't chsAto povcr «capc, 

Which half our b1i» nunixnr, '. 
Oive then, rive me the niby g,»pe. 



Hway \ *til the merry lon«d ham 
I 'illi the hunten nil up in the omm. 

utihArhnur the rnillying derr ^ 
id ill the ilay long Out, thi> it our >on|t, 
Slill hallooing snri following an fralic nod free ; 
II jny* know nn boaoda, while we're after ih< 
UuDdi. 

Roimd the wuiidt, when we beat, how we glow, 
While the hilli they aJI echo, hnlln f 

our ihoati Ion* mound ibmujh the «1ii.-i. 
And all the i-y lung, Ik. 



We brothen of C 

Lay jiiUl J claiL , 

To slate disputcfl wn ne'er rive births 
Out motto Riendihip a and miith- 

mth a fal, la. la, Ac 
iMpiring virtue by oor miet, 
V/r vield (omDBHIDn lo Ihaie fonb. 

Prom ignorance, we know, proceed* 
Such meui opinion of onr detda. 

With a fal, la, la, hf. 
a weVe inpOtVJJ 



On thoM who make ■ 

The minhlv ifcrs 
Prompuf^, 






m flyinK 
th a taV. 



H' I CAN BEAR H¥ FATB NO LONOER 
'nnilalrd from Weber by W. M'Gn^r Locao. 
Oh! I on bear my fate no loneet. 

E'en hope i> baniahed from my uial ; 
What unknown guilt Ihuf haunia «* ip 

Thiuugh the foreati, through ihc meadi 
Jo, waa w^nt with me to .Lny ; 

White my nfle never failiug, 

Mads each bird ud beui my pre;- 

When 



Now, metbinkt, bnide hei lattice, 

I my lovely Agneaaoe; 
While her ear aeemt fondly liMcluDg 

See. ihc fondly wavea a welrame. 

Save the aigh of whitpering tree* '. 
What dart'oing power il ruHng o'er m*. 

My aniioui bosom fear balh riven; 
Dmpair balh apread ha mare* before na. 

Uoea faU rule blindly T aid me beaten ! 

BUKLINCTON ARCADB. 

(Moncrieft.) 

BAZAitRS have long aincf had Ihdrday; 
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Sf>ONE)>.] Aye. who thinkt of Ihp sliidy lide of 
•Vll Mm!) DOW ! the ihady lide of Pidc.dLtly a ihe 
-nin^. my boy. Tb* Arnde U the plate to gel rid 
J<jourl>wucuhiD. Y«;lhere'ilDD<eBiibcnaui;h 

tflVB^ Pnpliii ID hji HiKlr, on wilh your CUUr. acd 
■k* htil u haar't ]aaa^t wilh mr hcfon dinner. 
Vo, BO, wno'l pioat ro-dgy, ool Ihe IhiDgal nil ; frel 
miUi hMYj. Hnn, dd you 7 yuii em go ihtrn 
m! %et •tifhed. So. no, ihen\ hren llghl ch.- 
netrn nnugh neighrd ihcro Tilhout my nnUnK 
mml Iht ounbei. What Ihe dgvil do llicy irll 

o«l Lord FnppingioD.' Why, oil «.ru of fmry 
•nielM. to be wre. Weil. then. I'm your m.n, 
l«r I wmt u> hciy ■ pair of Uning-Kloveicdnfound- 
•dly i M, lome ilon;. 

Ayr, lel'i to Piccadilly hute, (ke. 

Tu Wd™*r«teo"Jh7-' '"'""'' 
Tluf (>|rn annol wilh ii vir, 
Ikainiui'Dtonnule-, 
*a Ift'i lo Pimdilly hie, 
to BlUliDgiDn Ar»da. 
tBII.l Amd*' uy> my aid niBidrn aunt, 
1, wSo'iit bilof a pedinl in petlicoate, what 
il cerTiiiDly mijft come from 
hIv ihey are ttoing Ui rtnew the 
Vb. yei. Iheie't laverei^ot 




Bai DOW ynu brew >• bald. John. 

Vmii iocU are tike the uiuw ; 
My biciiinp DO yom ftwty piw, 

Jdhn Andenon, my Jn. 
loba Audenon. my Jo. John, 

We damb the hill ibr^nber, 
Jtud moot ■ canty day, Ji>hn. 

W-'r. liad wilfi uc anilhM. 
Now we nuim totli-r do-n. John, 

Bui hud In band we'll go. 
And ^*tfp thd'^iher at rlie foot, 

John Andcnon, my Jo. 

mrBET Kirry clover. 



■I Kiny Citmt, *fao boibcn 



OR, MUSEUM OF MIHTH. 
She^ Ihree feet hirh, ■nd t 



Whon Kitty dwelli Tm i 
nlieht night, ab 



„7=,, 



Throiiiih the 1 
kill. 

Oh, iweet KiLlj Clover, I 
If Kitty to kiik with me woald eo. 

Oh. oh. Ke. 
1 think T nbould never be wretched again 
If after the parsun ihc'd »y— Amen. J 

Oh. fwcct Kilty Clover, be. J 

ADIEU' ADIEO: MY NATIVE SHORE t-J 
(Byron.) 
Ai>rEn! idieii! my native ahore 

Fades o'er the waun blue; 
The nifhi-windj aigh. the bieaken ro«r. 

And ahrieki the wild eea-mew. 
Yon ion, Ihat leU iipon the kk. 

Wr follow in hii flVbt! 
Fiucwcll, awbiic. to him and thee. 

My native land — good night - 
Wilh thee, my bark, I'lljwjfdygo 

Aihwm iho foaming brine : 
Nor care what land tboo bnr'il me U>— 

Welcome, welcome, ye dajk blue wa.oB, 
And. when ye fail my tight. 

My native land — good niglil! 

FORGET ME NOT, MY LOVELY MAID 

Can we<dth or fnenda thy bean incline 

ToHonimy Immhlelull 
And can thy pranu.c lo be mine 

Be e'er forgot] 

n-myf 

Porgei mi 
Hy life would wane in ^c-f, iwcel 
Aa wounded Bow'ieU dnHjp and fgd< 

Forget me not ! 
Forgpl me not, my lovely maid I 
How oh to meet thee, in Ihe grove. 

At eve I've lefl my col. 
When every word and look ' 

And every thought '. 
Thou b«d'« me tby fond vo' 



jIov 



THE GYPS1E3' OLBB 
'bo ha* aren the miller't wife t 
I! and kindled up new ttrife ; 
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In sheltering nooks and hollow ways. 
We cheerly pass our winter dm ; 
Come, circle round the gipsies fire. 
Our songs, our stories never tire. 

(k>me, stain your cheeks with nut or berry, 
Youll find the gipsy's life is merry. 



^^»-^^^^*- 



GOOD NIGHT. 



(T. Blake.) 

Give me, my love, before we part. 
One tender kiss of dear delight ; 

And all the friendship we have sworn. 
Confirm in this our last good night. 

Now on yon soft and swelling main. 
My little bark, so gay and light. 

Prepares to tear me m>m thy breast. 
My life, my love, adieu ! good night. 

And when on lone and distant shores 
I wander by the moon's pale light ; 

In memory of oar former loves, 
111 think on thee and this good night. 



A BUMPER OF SPARKLING WINE. 
(W. F. Collard.) 

O MY heart is delighted to see 

All the friends I love best round my fire ; 
For good fellowship's all thines to me. 

And there's nothing on eaiu I desire 

But a bumper of sparkling wine. 

It is true, that our ioys are but brief. 
But sad faces will not make them long ; 

And the right way to shorten our grief 
Is to lengthen our joys with a song 

And a bumper of sparkling wine. 

It is thus our enjoyment extends. 
And the cares of the world we beguile. 

When we see the bright eyes of our friends 
To the toast of the fair beam a smile 

O'er a bumper of spariding wine. 



I love my duty, love my friend. 
Love truth and merit to detend. 

To mourn their loss who hasard rai. 
I love to take an honest part, 
Love beauty and a spotleiu heart. 

By manners love to show the man. 
To sail through life by honour's breeze 
Twas all along of loving these 

First made me doat on lovely Nan. 



OUR VICAR STILL PREACHES, THAI 
PETER AND POULE. 

(Sir W. Scott.) 

Our vicar still preaches, that Peter and Poole 
Laid a swinging long cutm on the bonny brown 

bowl J 
That there's wrath and despair in the jolly black 

jack. 
And the seven deadly sins in a naggin of sack : 
Yet, whoop, Bamaby, off with thy liquor. 
Drink, hip ! see it out, and a fig for the vicar. 

Our vicar, he calls it damnation to sip 
The ripe ruddy dew of a woman's dear lip : 
Swears that Beelaebub lurks in her 'kerchiet so sly. 
And Apollyon shoou darts from her merry black 

eye: 
Yet, whoop for the sack, and kiss Gillian, the 

quaker. 
Till she blooms like a rose, and a fig for the vicar. 

Our vicar thus preaches, and why should he notT 
For the dues of his cure are his placket and pot ; 
And 'tis right of his office poor lajrmen to lurch. 
Who infringe the domains of our good mother 

churui. 
Yet, whoop, bully boys, and off with with your 

liquor. 
Sweet Margery's the word ! and a fig for the vicar. 



LOVELY NAN. 

(Dibdin.) 

Sweet is the ship that, under sail. 
Spreads her white bosom to the gale. 

Sweet, oh ! sweet's the flowing can. 
Sweet to poise the lab'ring oar. 
That tugs us to our native shore. 

When the boatswain pipes the barge to man ; 
Sweet sailing with a fav'ring breese ; 
But, oh ! much sweeter than all these 

Is Jack's delight, his lovely Nan. 

The needle faithful to the north. 
To show of constancy the worth, 

A curious lesson teaches man : 
The needle time may rust, a squall 
Capsize the binnacle and all. 

Let seamanship do all it can : — 
My love in worth shall higher rise. 
Nor time shall rust, nor squall capsize 

My faith and truth to lovely Nan. 

When in the bilboes I was penn'd. 
For serving of a worthless mend. 

And ev'ry creature from me ran : 
No ship performing quarsnfine 
M'as es er so deserted seen ; 

None hail'd me — woman, child, nor man, — 
But though false friendship's sails were furl'd. 
Though cut s drift by all the world, 

I tl all the world in lovely Nan. 



REMEMBER, LOVE, REMEMBER. 

(Upton.) 

'TWAS ten o'clock, one moonlight ni^, 

I ever shall remember. 
And every star shone twhikling bright. 

In dreaiy dark December : 
When at the window, tap, tap, tap, 
I heard a certain well-known rap ; 
And with it, too, these words most clear^ 
'* Remember ten o'clock, my dear. 
Remember, love, remember!** 



«< 



My mother dozed before the fire. 
My dad his pipe was smoking. 
Nor could I for the world retire ; 

O, was it not provoking ! 
At length, the old folks fast asleep, 
I ran, my promised word to keep ; 
When, sure, his absence to denote. 
He, on the window-shutter, wrote. 
Remember, love, remember ." 



•< 



And did I need a hint so sweet? 

O, no ! for, mark the warning. 
Which said, " at church we were to meet. 

By " ten o'clock, next morning ! 
And there we met, no more to part. 
To twine together, hand and heart ! 
And since that day, in wedlock join'd. 
The window-shutter brings to mind. 
Remember, love, remember!" 



*t 



LOVE ENTERED BEAUTY'S HEART. 

A DOET. 

f 

(J. Howard Payne.) 

LOTE, one day, essayed to gain 
Entrance into beauty's bower; 
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Many a toil and many a chain. 
Guarded round the precious flower. 

But lore laid aside hit bow. 

Veiled his wing and hid hit dart ; 

Entered more than beauty's bower. 
Entered also beauty's heart. 

llenoe was the sweet lesson learnt. 
Fond hearts neve - should despair ; 

Kept with truth and led by hope. 
What is there love may not dare. 

OLD MISTER DECEMBER HE LOST HIS 

WIFE. 

(Hudson.) 

Old Mi«ter December he lost his wife. 
And the neighbours were wondering what he did 
to her, 
lltat «he so speedy should leave this life. 

And him a disconsolate widower. 
But of his pro cee ding 'tis strange to say. 

Two months he scarcely had tarried. 
When he went a courting a sweet Miss May, 
And, stranger still, they were speedily married. 
Old men, beware ! 
If joo many young wives they'll make you re- 
oaember. 

And bring you to trouble and care. 
Like poor old Mister December. 

And when they came together from church. 
To kiss her sweet lips he was eager and da- 



Nor hare you e'er began 
A theme so wild as man. 
Or with such sorrow rife. 

Fall, fall, thou withered leaf, 
Autimin sears not like grief. 

Nor kills such lovely flowers ; 
More terrible the storm. 
More mournful the deform. 

When dark Misfortune low'rs. 

Hush ! hush ! thou trembling lyre. 
Silence, ye vocal choir. 

And thou mellifluous lute ; 
For man soon breathes his last. 
And all his hope is past. 

And all his music mute. 

l*hen, when the gale is sighii^. 
And when the leaves are dying. 

And when the song is o'er. 
Oh, let us think of those 
Whose lives are lost in woes. 

Whose cup of grief runs o'er. 



^*^^^^^^ 



With pride ia his eye, his old head did he perch. 
As be UxAed at his bride so amorous. 

Now mask was Mistress December's delight. 
And she answer'd quite plain to his glancing. 

That she really could not enjoy the night, 
Uaksa it were spent in jigging and dancing. 

Old men, beware! &c. 

Old Mister December with love was mute, 

Bu for dancing he did not know what to say to 
her. 
To be sore, in the house, he had got an old flute. 

But he'd got no breath to play to her. 
DisappoiBtBient showed itselt very soon, 

Bu she so sly did conuive it ; 
f&Mt got her first cousin, the gay Mister June, 

To give her a tone to henclf , in private. 

Old men, beware ! &c. 

Stolen pleasnxes are sweet, we all of us know, 

Mtsterione's heart with love it ouite thrilling was; 
Tlie lady, herself, felt all in a glow, 

Sweet Mister June's music so killing was. 
Tktm consequence was, that love and joy 

Soon tempted the parties to eather *em \ 
the lady, she'd then a girl and a bo^. 

And Mister December, of course, had to father 



Old men, beware ! &c. 

MORAL. 

In wedlock a man puts his comforts at stake, 

I*d advise all yon who to age are advancing. 
If yon must, for certain, a young wife take. 

Make sure that she don't tike dancing. 
If yoQ don't yonll find some gay Mister June, 

Than yon tor love much riper, 
Wholl always be playing your wife up a tune. 

And you, for certain, must pay the piper. 

Old men, beware ! &c. 

MOAN. MOAN. YE DYING GALES. 

(Neele.) 

Moan, moan, ye dyinc gales. 
The saddest «f yonr tales 
Is not sosifd as life ; 



THE MAGIC SPOUT ; 

OR, MY nNCLE'S THREE BALLS. 

Air—" The Vicar and JfoMst."— (T. JooeA.) 

With cash taper grown. 

And credit all gone, 
There's no need of bother or rout. 

At the three golden balls, 

Unde Tommy TakeaU's, 
You may pop all your togs up the sponc 

Tol de rol, iRb 

He always is willing 

A pound or a shilling 
On what is of value to lend ; 

Then never despair. 

But to him repair. 
For be sure he's your only true friend. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

His wonderful apout 

Would amuse yon, no doubt. 
And supply you wiUi ready in need ; 

For, to settle yonr hath. 

It turns all into cash. 
And that, too, with wonderful speed. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Chairs, tables, and spoons. 

New and old pantaloons. 
Flat irons, and towels, and shoes ; 

He will take in your hat. 

Or your stiff-starched cravat. 
So extensive and kind are his views. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

From a shirt to a shift 

He will lend you a lift, 
Tis true what I tell you indeed ; 

So if shirtless you go. 

Make a shift to do so. 
For a shift is no bad thing in need. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

1 18 a good thing to know 

You have not far to go. 
Since he hanrs out in every street ; 

And he'll lend on your rags. 

From pounds down to ma^s. 
And not many such friends will jrou meet. 

Tol de rol, Arc. 

Yes, your tmde*t the man. 
Deny it who can. 
To shell out the sensible staff. 



tJNIVERSAL SONliSTERi 
Though ■b> oft uid, ID fiin, 

[ itrippcd ro ihehuCT^ 



OB, MISEUM OF MtRTB. 

Miy ehoimi blfwinp uill iRpad 
Ewh lionwt-hfirtfilof-- "^ - ' 
Andcalffluidiiambn 

Be ■' thil'a good heFore 

Hay pcBce imd nleoly be hii lot, i 

Petcc and plenty. 

Peace and plenty. 

Hay peace and plmly be liji lot. 

May prate ud plenty he hh lot, 

Tbat'i fond of Tullwh^ri 

BuLforlheL 

Wlio waau in he OppieHion'i toed. 




May En 
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n»»hilrolten»oHl 


All 


ckt« fiend, devou/hioii 




nle 






Do 


e and »m.ir. 




Do 
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ole and »mtwbe hit diana, 
hanta »uli demur him l 


SL'.- 




<art»«beUlchaDeet 
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athatcomefraePniBn. 


Wbof'e 


he be Ibal .inn. dam 
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Afofe I tbonfjtt of yoo 

I relish'd milk and firitteity 
Bat now there's nought will do 

Bat nats and gin and bitten. 
Ah ! nuM, you needn't floance. 

My bean voa'^e stock a fork in, 
And--this all happened once 

Vhilst I vas oat a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 

Then Til a breese like brandy 

Blew — by gosh ! I caaght it : 
She call'd me Jack-a-dandy, 

And swaie to! who'd have thought it? 
Said I, miss, of yoar clack 

Now d<m*t you be so handy. 
My name is VUI, not Jack, 

And don't you call me dandy. 
Oh ! then she bawl'd " yoa dunce. 

Be off, without more talking," 
And — this all happen'd once, 

Vhilst I Tas out a Talking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 

She tum'd her nose in scorn. 

And call'd me ass and pup, toOj^ 
And he vLat blow'd the horn 

Began to blow me up, too : 
He, puffing, came quite nigh. 

And belu>w'd, " yhat, my rum-on', 
▼hv don't you talk to I 

Instead of this here voman ; 
By Jove ! Ill crack your sconcoj^ 

And daret be uncorking." 
And — this all happen'd once, 

Thilst I Tas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 

By Kosh! I felt afear'd. 

He made such kinds of mouthing ; 
IlKragh all he said I heard, 

I omildn't not say nothing. 
I Ml as cold as clay, 

Hien tum'd as hot as baking ; 
He took my Til avay. 

And left me in a taking. 
Now krve I vill renounce. 

For, oh ! it's alvays balking ; 
And— -so I found it once 

Yhilst I vas out a valking. 

Tooral, looral, loo, &c. 



FAMILY PRIDE!! 
OB, THE LUSTRE OF JUDY'S BLACK EYES. 

To be sure I can't sing an oration. 

To show how I'm greatly allied. 
But a pair of black eyes, botheration. 

Has bothered my family pride. 
My mother ne'er did as they bid her, 

S«eh rank did her lineage adorn. 
And she took just nine months to consider. 

Before she would let me be bom. 
Yet I'm a^kin to the Calaghans, Bralaghans, 

Bowlan^, and Nowlann, likewise. 
But what's birth to the lustre of beauty 

That peep9 from my Judy's black eyes. 

My father sold mouse-traps and rabbits. 

Pies, treacle, and all other game. 
Would you know the sweet town he inhabits, 

Tis joUy Dungarvon by name. 
My grandfather there married a quaker. 

My uncle made hay with a fork, 
My brother's a great grand brogue-maker, 

Ai. that beautiful city called Cork. 

Yet I'm a-kin to the Calaghans, &c. 

Ai chapel 1 first saw my darling, 

111 ever remember the day, 
bhe song like a peacock or starling, 

^*hkh made me unto her to sty— 



I'm related to all the Macartheys, 

All meniality I do disdain. 
If you miss such a husband, so hearty. 

You never will get him again. 

For I'm a-kin to the Calaghans, &c 

These words being moving and tender. 

Which no female woman could stand, 
I determined a letter to send her. 

So took up my pen in my hand ; 
But just on the point of inditing. 

By the powers it was rather too bad* 
I forgot that I hadn't learnt writing. 

And she could not read if I had. 

Yet I'm a-kin to the Calaghans, &c. 

Oh ! Judy, agrah, you're my honey. 

Your coldness sets me in a flame, 
I'll marry you if you have money. 

In spite of my family name. 
Myself I was reared very tender, 

A gentleman bom, too, and bred. 
And my sister now lives in great splendour 

With one Justice Mooney, that^ dead. 
Yet I'm a-kin to the Calaghans, ftc 

So now, without any more bother. 

My mind on the thing being bent, 
I'll marr^ herself, and no other. 

And afterwards ask her consent. 
Politeness an Irishman's trade is. 

So, on that sweet day that we're wed, 
I'll hand cakes and tea to the ladies. 

And dance till we're all put to bed. 

And well visit the Calaghans, 4c« 



THE ANGLERS' DUET ; 

OR, PATIENCE AND PASTIME!! 

Anxious, by the gliding stream. 

See the steady anglers watch, 
Tiying every wily scheme 

The heedless nnny tribe to catch* 
Hush! hush! 
Not a breath. 
I've a nibble. 
Still as death. 
Strike, strike! 

Now take heed. 
Play it, play it ! 

Pshaw ! 'tis a weed ! 
Zounds ! 'tis a weed ! 
Still, with patience, on the shore. 

They clear the line, and try once more ; 
And thus they toil from mom till night. 

But then they get 

Get what' 
A bite ! 
O, the joys of angling! O, the joys of angling' 

Now the drizzling rains descend. 

Now the sheltering tree they court. 
Still their watchful looks they bend ; 
Rain and clouds insure them spoit. 
Hush ! hush ! 

There's a bite » 
We shall have rare sport to-night 
How it tugs ! 

It's a pike. 
Play him ! play him ! 

He weakens 
Strike ! 
But, 'ere they get it to the shore. 
He snaps the line, they're baulked once moich 
Then home they go : tiie tale is told 

ITiat they have caught 

Caught what? 

A cold! 



N1VER5AL SON'OSTKRi 
THB BATCH OF CAKES, 



In tnai nrpuie thry've long bvtn lit.Id, 

for .™ly it i> »!d. .in. 
Xtrt-t QOI tor cikn, liOtt muy iDf D 

Thv Udie* iwrst nre m^ exia, 

C«qii.tt .retold ufre.ly «ke,.' 

And don't dwrvD ji hridr (>ke i 
Nowduul; lub, wiihiutyi aod pndi, 

cnlTot b. KckoMd' «Em .r."; 

ITiey iinroiily mKuiBinie.. 
Thnt'i nlway. poorefiiiii^h, .in; 



m^"."rpC«fc 



A [•■yo7 in igiuiwe ciXr, 

And if ihsKk oeiE Churnry. 

He'd be Muter nf tbc Holli, lin. 
Sinen in ihi. wucid, bpyoDil ■ driubt. 



lli. night wiib joy lo rrown, lin, 

So pny )w kind, good gentinfolka. 

And Jot my cuke, go down* iira. 

Bui hippy 1 (hall be, sin, 

I have only no* me mo'n to idd. 
And that .Jiall bo a aonnd (ike, 

M.y you mv« -ani . ,lw, 
Ot Geoigs'i golden pnucil cake. 



MV BBAUTIFDL SPOUSE ; 



WbDH nifc i> u frightful ■> mhw. 

Since defomiity 'i .Camp ia apon her, 

I ay, when abroad I would Uump, 



at many hrhaldpn 




OR, Ml'»ELM OF MIRTH, 
t am Hfe (rmn INKh 

I Vt notbing lo feai lor my wih iV 
Nay. if death in ihr. ebanb-yani badWiki 

But NaUte u nooked baa made ha, 
I'm lure I .han't bnty her ilreigbt. 

Then awaj *iih Uioaa poor mairirJ 
feUowa, &c. 



THE r-HKEN LEAVES ALL TURN YELLOW, 




Thoic flower, thai look as Ircdifl 

WillnotbeeTeTKnen, T 

Kof the green leave. A nun jbIM 

Tin iho* with ibe delighta of Utn^ 

Belierr me, (on will find thrm 'prove 
A! imnii-nl, ihoogh thy*™ (miling 
At Idbe Ihey Bouruh e\e Oiey fader 




Yet IrKmblri for what il haa nn: 
A. Die branch, at ihe bidding irf Kauu*. 

A ddi fnt^ranee and fniit U t>i« UM. 
T!.i«ui:h her eyet, through her evety featarra 

Sii.Br, the IDal of Ihe young lliidii.. 



Br OE lue hemlock, far mine i* unnuehl, 
Tliathorfa ia more fragrant than floittn? 

The pniwn, when poiunl frain (bedialkie. 
Will dreply embitter Ibe howl, 

Bu< when drunk, lo rocape (mm thy miUiM. 
The draogbi .hall be iwoet to my leat : 



My 


heart from iheau hnrrw 


r^ 


Tl. 


nopfnthegate.of Ihe 


r.<4 


.i! 
Sr 

Ha 

i! 


chief who to combaladvuM^H 
ire of hi< rnnqoeat before. J^M 
hnu, withlhoso eyes torlhTllflH 
, pierced throogh my heanMdlM 
ell me, my aoul ! muiI I wriab. 
p«,g.whi.h a noil, wool J diapal T 



w wd ii the garden 




L AND URS, VITE'S JOUKVBV TO 

fTIXDSOR AND VEST VICCaAU. 

(Rhodct.) 




Vile Uiey geu lea f« you i 
Ve Till enJQJ the v«ll,0 



Ven in ilicy pappnl Vile In (lie v»ler. 
ThB yiol«<r viu ll>«> loft ll.= riU. 
Ven Vile tlw Y«e. lunk tiuil-t. 
ShevepI,>haHliiiillEd,iheviil«l,lllEl»«lB | 



Villni 



bclp, l-vi 






wuefiii 



B bfflit-hqok Vile ibrjr u 
Vfn »he. vilb eiip«t»lioQ bin. 
Thnughl ViW «• foni"). bu. "iwnt liH »tg. 
Vile VHt mil (auDd, (or he vu ilcawnMl ; 

To flop bn crier nub lud hei ; 
Ah- no. .hff^"' ' •-^■'- 



• Ii> 



MY TEMPLES WITH CLtlSTERS OF 
GRAPES I'LL ENTWINB. 
(W.WoijO 
MV umpk« wilh eliuMn of «.pe> I'll >alwiM 
And buiei .U joy. for • aobfel Dl wine ; 
In ■'HFch of k Venn* m ronp'r 111 fin. 
But ilop uid (orSBi hot al B«cebM'i vun. 

Tulcnlli. »iihH'i""l'>i«'""W' Wi"l»»i _ 
F^t -h.1 mighiv tUrwt aa be fmind in . |J«".B 
H no) mied lo Ae he«lib of wme fs<raaTi» UnlH 
Tit iroiniiB whow ch«rm. every mplare ""P^'f^ 



Kx iIm •mind nf bcr ¥Oi<e Son 
Anil Foirnj lietnu, well pl«i 
While Ag'. in an tttm. h" 
ilriutiBie,«itbbi>cnidi, w 



oat. m 

«<1««» 
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Tfaro. bring ni« a gohlfl from Baccbni'l hiurd, 



fill 

the 


p ■ brinxc 


KT. ud <lr 


plBde.me.h 




LOVE'S YOUNG DREAM. 






(T.Moor. 


) 


OH 

w 


Ihedayi 


unodif*. 


hen buDIy br 



i.Op,l« 

youlh'. 1 



Wban wild youll . . 
Tboqgh br win die wiir, who ftowof J 
To amilc u lut, 

Hell Dcvet mnl 
A joj lo sweet. 
In all h» nmm af 
Ai wlieo firmi lie »iing to wo 



On toemofj'i wa*«f. 






I 



8 

I. 



My flrtl it a pig in a poke, 
Vnt a law-raifl wilhouv at 

A ilraw pokM, a lifTany boat 
Paprrliooli. lo wtilk dry tl 

PUdI »ai>U»u, and a pair 



Odd ihuH ibat belong la odd rellnwi : 
Chinnwheelbsmiw, »nbenwnre pE ; 

A book bound in wood, and no leavei (o 
Uemle. a Dew velTCH-t wig, 

Lin'd with tripe, uid a long paii of ileev 
A eoai-Hattle, trimm'd with Scotch gauM 



A patenl waiih-kathcr Botoffna ; 
A lilt coat, with a gingfrbrcad cape, 

And lined with the belt mauiuuai. 
A plum-pndding maot of inch deal ; 

A pot af mahogany citfHrt ; 
A gofAebeiry joe made of Teal, 

And atnlT'd with two ihne-coTner'd k 



OhD TOWt.KR. 

(O'KHfe.) 

BbICHT Chulido-i procUima ihe : ■■•t^ 

.And fpanglei deck the tho 
The lowing benb now quil tl 



-.lelaiitf ._„_ _ 

Do^, buaumen, nuind the windnt 

Fleet Towlet leadt the ery; 
Arise ■ the bimlEO o( llici» tont — 

Thii day a «tas mnil die. 

Buk ftrJaixl!'haj'k7orw.r. 
H.A, h«k, tanlivr' 
Tbis day a itag must ait. 
The f ordiil takei iu merry cuundi 
fhr lau^h and jqke prpiail. 

The dogi •nufl'np the g*l«-, 
Thi- upland winds they aweep along 
"■ ' ■ ■ I, Ihrongh hnk», Uiey 







THE CLOWN'S ADVENTDHBSjfl 

(Btyanl.) 
wn, yon may tell by my p] 
In be hnsy and gay, 
g, only wy yon won't qaii, 
.iquiningiiouiof mjmj. 
a boy, light, your faonoue, I a 
When a youth, wa* a waiy •boial 
Aa uilai. ihe bucka I (upplied. 
Quack doctor, and then uodemkcr. 



leiehCw 
_, It urtb a 

Ly fiddle ho, taddlr ili dM. 
neit wul lo Fiaoc*. 
my reapeet fini did pay, 
't. niadeFi*n(hto*ti lopmic, 
d 1 do-why. I rail away. 



B,.l m. pBice,, 
Made me piei 






jt very larp.. 



foi? bctauar I blew Ibe general'* vif^rtlL Ob 
soldici tried mo for running away with hi* sifr— 
the ^unmi blew nie Dp. becaaie be uid Ul «U* 

wbeo I proved ii impoiaible for hit wif» torn* awat 
with me, hfcameJie bad uo leg.; an ()wjnilt<a 
ihook their wijp. and Ihe court aani:- - 
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the larder I used at my own. 
The wine I would drink too when dry, 
Bnt to master tbe ■eoret was blown, 
Tbcn I thought 'twas the time for good bye. 

Spoken.] Away I went, and the servants after 
Be, bawling, ' Stop him with the wine ! ' Says I, 
' "Twill be ram if yon do.' — So, being in good ^>i- 
rits, I got clear off, and if erer I |o as footman 
again may I be spitted and served ap to Lord 
Scratdi aa a fatgooee, singing — 

Hey fiddle ho. 



POOR JACK ! 
(Dibdin.) 

Go patter to lobbers and swabs, d'ye see, 

'Boot danger, and fear, and the like ; 
A ti^t water>boat and good sea room give me. 

And it an't to a little I'll strike : 
TVMgli the tempest top-gallant-masts smack 
smooth should smite. 

And shiver each splinter of wood. 
Clear the wreck, stow the yards, and boose eveiy 
thing tight. 

And under reef-foresail well scud : 
Avaet, nor don't think me a milksop so soft. 

To be taken for trifles aback ; 
For, they say, there's a Providence sits up aloft. 

To keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 

Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver, <me day, 

AhotX souls, heaven, mercy, and such ; 
Afitf • my timbers ! what lingo he'd coil and belay. 

Why, 'twas just all as one as high Dutch : 
Bnt he aaid how a ^nrrow can't founder, d'ye see. 

Without orders that come down below ; 
And many fine things, that proved clearly to me 

That Providence takes us m tow ; 
For, says he, do you mind me, let storms e'er so 
oft 

Take the top-sails of sailors aback, 
TWie's a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft, 

T6 keep watch for the life of poor Jack. 

I saM to our Poll, for, you see, she would ay. 
When last we weished anchor for sea, 

sniveUing and piping your eye. 



Why, ^hat a d — ned fool you must be ! 
o see, the world's wide. 



CaA^yoo see, the world's wide, and there's room 
fisr mail, 

BoA lor seamen and lubbers a-shore ; 
And if to Old Davy I should go, friend Poll, 

Why yon never will hear of me more : 
Wlmtthen, all's a hazard,— come, don't be so soft. 

Perhaps I may, laughii^, come back ; 
For, d'ye see, there's a cherub sits smiling aloft. 

To keep wi^ch for the life of poor Jack. 

D'ye mmd me, a sailor should be evexy inch 

All as one as a piece of the ship ; 
And with her brave the worid, without offering 
toflinrh. 

From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 
As for me, in all weathers, all times, sides, and 
ends, 

Nov^t's a trouble from duty that springs ; 
For my heart is my Poll's, and my rhino^ my 
friend's. 

And, as for my life, 'tis the king's. 
Svca when my time comes, ne'er believe me so soft 

As for grief to be taken aback ; 
Tliat the same little chenih, that sits up aloft. 

Will lodt out a good birth for poor Jack. 



THE MERRY BELLS. 



I answer'd, i'feggs ! like a poor harmless boy. 
Yours, sure, tor I ne'er can forsake yoc . 

You joUily work, and you merrily sing. 
Then the branch from the tree don't be lopping , 

Late or early, in summer, m winter, or spring. 
With you I'll be cleaving and chopping : 

For labour and health will be friends through the 
day. 

And the merry, merry, merry bells join our roun- 
delay. 

My school-fellow. Jack, who tum'd lawyer besure. 

Old Nick show'd the road to prefannent. 
Set friends by the ears, and he plundered the poor; 

Od ratten : I hate such black varment ! 
A Doctor was Dick, and he drugg'd folks to death : 

Of him, too, the neighbours cried shame on't ! 
A corn-factor Wull, I shall hate while I've breath ; 

To monopolize, he had the name on't : 

But dang such base traffic — I toil through the day. 
While the merry, merry, &c. 

But mark, now, the end on't, — ^the lawyer, one day. 

Wrote his name on a wrong bit of paper ; 
So, ecod ! to old big wig they took'd him away. 

And on nothing he cut his last caper. 
Dick, the doctor, was poison *d by drugs of his own : 

The com -factor paid dear for nis carving ; 
Plenty fill'd every market, the prices went down. 

So a bankrupt is WuU now, and starving : 
While labour and health stand my friends thruti([h 
the day. 

And the merry, merry, &c. 



ERIN MA VOURNEEN. 

(Macknally.) 

Green were the fields where my forefathers dwelt, 
oh! 

Erin ma Voumeen slan laght go bragh . 
Though our farm it was small, yet comforts we 
felt, oh! 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 
At length came the day when our lease did expire. 
And fain would I die where before liv'd my sire ; 
But, ah, well-a-day ! I was forced to retire. 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 

Tho' all taxes I paid, yet no vote could I paM, oh ! 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 
Aggrandize no great men — I feel it, alas, oh ! 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 
Forced from my home, yes, from where I was bom. 
To ranse the wide world, poor — helpless — forlorn, 
I look back with regret, and my heart strings are 
torn. 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 

With principles pure, patriotic, and firm, 

Erin ma Vourneen, &c. 
Attached to my country, a friend to reform, 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 
I supported Old Ireland, was ready to die for't. 
If her foes e'er prevailed, I was well known to sigh 

for't. 
But my faith, I preserved, and am now forced tc 
fly for't. 

Erin ma Voumeen, &c. 



Wreh f was a younker, says feyther to I, 
What tnid«« little Ralph, wouldst thon uke to ? 



WILL YE GO TO THE EWE-BUGHTb. 

MARION? 

Will ye go to the ewe-bughta, Marion ? 

And wear in tlie sheep with me *, 
The sun shines Rweec, my Marion, 

But nae half sae sweet as tliee. 

O, Marion's a bonny lassie. 

And the biythe blinks in her e'e \ 

And fain would I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion would marry me. 
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I've nine milk ewes, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawney quey ; 

1*11 give them a' to my Marion, 
Just on her bridal day. 

And ye's got a green sey apron. 
And waistcoat of the London brown ; 

Then vow but ye will be vaporing. 
Whene'er ye gang to the town. 

I'm young and stout, my Marion, 
None dances like me on the green ; 

And 'gin ye forsake me, Marion, 
I'll e'en draw up wi Jean. 

Sae put on your pearlins, Marion, 
And kirtle of the cramasie ; 

And soon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I shall come west and see thee. 



^^^^^^^^ 



SUCCESS AND HEALTH TO FREE-MASONS. 

Let drunkards boast the pow'r of wine. 

And reel from side to side : 
Let lovers kneel at beauty's shrine. 

The sport of female pnde : 
Be ours the more exalted part 
To celebrate the mason's art. 

And spread its praises wide. 

To dens and thickets, dark and rude. 

For shelter beasts repair ; 
With sticks and straws the feather'd brood 

Suspend their nests in air ; 
And man, untaught, as wild as these. 
Binds up sad huts with boughs of trees, 

Aud teeds on wretched fare. 

But science dawning in his mind. 

Hie quarrv he explores ; 
Industry and the arts combin'd, 

Improv'd all nature's stores ; 
Thus walls were built, and houses rear'd. 
No storms nor temnest now are fear'd 

Within his well fraro'd doors. 

When stately palaces arise. 

When columns grace the hall. 
When tow'rs and spires salute the skies. 

We owe to masons all : 
Nor buildii^ only do they give. 
But teach men how within to live. 

And yield to reason's call. 

All par^ quarrels they detest. 

For virtue and the arts, 
IxNig'd in each true mason's breast. 

Unite and rule their hearts : 
Bv these, while masons square their minds, 
Tne sute no better subjects finds. 

None act more upright parts. 

When Bucks, Sols, Albions, are forgot. 

Free-masons will remain ; 
Mushrooms, each day, spring up and rot. 

While oaks stretch o'er the plain : 
Let others quarrel, rant, and roar; 
Their noisy revels when no more. 

Still masonry shall reign. 

Our leathern aprons may compare 

With garters red or bine : 
Princes and kings our brothers are. 

May they our rules pursue : 
Then drink success and health to all 
The craft around this earthly ball. 

May brethren still prove true. 



MY PRETTY POLL ON SHORE. 

(Cross.) 

To Davy Jones, old dad was Eone. 
And mother, likewise, dead. 



When little / was left alone. 

To labour for my bread : 
No matter, — I ne'er piped my eye. 

Though care attacked me sore ; 
Bat soon became a sailor^boy. 

And left all care on shore. 

All danger did I smiling scorn. 

And swigged tlie flowing can. 
And proved myself, from stem to stem* 

A sailor and a man : 
To Indies, East and West, I sailed. 

The line crossed o'er and o'er ; 
Ere, on my native beach, I hailed 

My pretty Poll on shore. 

We jigged it at a merry dance. 

And both disliked to part ; 
My timbers, stout, may start by cnanee. 

But English oak's mv heart. 
Then let but fortune cheeriy smile. 

And hand me gold galore ; 
Why, all the sum of all my toil. 

Is pretty Poll on shore. 



THE SOGER LADDIE. 

(Bums.) 

I ONCE was a maid, though I cannot tell when. 
And still my delight is in proper young men ; 
Some one, of a troop of dragoons, was my daddie. 
No wonder I'm fond of a soger laddie. 

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade. 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade ; 
His leg was so tight, and his cheek was so ruddjfb 
Transported I was with my soger laddie. 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch. 
The sword I forsook for the sake of the church ; 
He ventured the soul, and I risked the body, 
Twas then I proved false to my soger laddie. 

Full soon I grew sick of n<y sanctified sot. 
The regiment at large for a husband I got ; 
From tbe gilded spontoon to the fife I was ready, 
I asked no more for the soger laddie. 

But the peace, it reduced me to beg in despair. 
Till I met my old Doy at a Cunningham fair ; 
His tag* regimental, they fluttered so gaudy. 
My heart, it rejoiced at my soger laddie. 

And now I have lived, I know not how long. 

And still I can join in a cup or a song ; 

But whilst, with both hanos, I can hold the glass 

steady. 
Here's to thee, my hero, my soger laddie. 



PEGGY AND COLIN. 

(Dibdin.) 

There was a jolly shepherd lad. 

And Colin was his name. 
And all unknown to her old dad. 

He, sometimes, to see P^gy came 
. The object of his flame. 

One day, of his absence too secure. 
Her father thundered at the door ; 

When, fearing of his frown. 
Says she, * Dear love, the chimney dnnb 
' 1 can't,' cried he, ' there is not time. 

Besides, I shou'd tumble down. 

What could they do, ta'en unawares? 
They thought, and thought again ; 

In closets, underneath the stairs. 
To hide himself, 'twere all m vain. 
He'd soon be found 'twas plun. 

' Get up the diimney, love, vou most/ 
Cried sh«^. ' or els* the door bell bosA* 



- €»«« srssni or xncnL 




Poorivar 




THB AI.PKBIIAVS THUMB. 

A SUB. 

How m t t uh t d Aoae, «1 
Asd nj, this ««rtd M joys 

Are these Bocjojs, adllcalla^ 
To hies on BMital nnck T 




Toblcai 

Ob! Ik Bcny m tke ImO, 
tbe bems wac aB : 

Hov tliej gtitter rood tke 
Give me fm, aai giv« me Uk ! 
K0V lor MNM o£ that >iee dkli ! 
ethie— catnetkat! 

]lo>«^! iMeeiot! 

for tit-biCB pdUiig, kaafiag; 



for liqiior scoldiac, bawliag; 
Hock, poet, vfake, red. 

Here, "tie cnsmmg, CBttiBg, oUahiDg; 
Tkcve, tke greaee and gnTy opUshing; 
Look, eir ! what vov'Te done, 
Zoaaik '. air, mrrm c«t off the Alderaaan's 

thooibf 
Ok! By thumb! my thumb! my thumb! 
Look, air ! what yoa'TC done, &c 

Oh ! "tb merry in the hall, &c. 



C^ABMS OF THE WORLD, FAREWELL! 
(J. P. Kemble.) 

Gff ABVS o£ the world, your wizard speU 

On me no power um prove : 
Ambirtoo, pleasure, wealth, nrewell! 

I give yoo all for lore. 



When foot the mfant Eden smiled, 

A rooe's breath the air, 
1¥e gaiden worid was but a wild. 

Sweet woman was not there. 

Charms of the world, &c. 

Bat when from Paradise to rove. 

Our ernne race was driven ; 
One futkfm exile, woman's love. 

Made banishment a heaven. 

Charms of the world, &c. 



AWAY WITH CARE. 

(Miss Bryant.) 

Av ! why should we repine at care f 
nTwiU never smile the becter ; 

le ociae youi^ hope with greeting hit 
Aad tgmn, care s galling fetter : 



Mm giief • the v 

daik}y«nike 
lussmOr 





For. mvelli^g «■ the 




iSnA ir. they care not wkitkcr; 
*T%Bb«t a' 

Mna 9e«k iJbe ceith lofrtkrr. 

Oh! 

M" ■wsBorr* drcajmg, 
Weoldicareablank within the kcert. 

For happiness to play in : 
Bel while to life our hearts can gWv, 

ffiminiteinrr ilifdi its power; 
With ranging thoughts of joy and woe, 

80 soae the present hour ; 




A beam from pleasure borrow; 
Tou^^ well seek her lecting po' 
Ai^ think o£ grief to-^norrow 



THE JOLLY FISHERMAH 
(Dibdin.) 

I AM a jolly fisherman, 

1 catdb what 1 can get. 
Still going <m my better's plan* 
All's fiui that comes to net : 
Fish, just like men, I've often caurist. 

Crabs, gudgeons, poor J<^m, eodfiiJi; 
And many a time to market brought, 

A devilish si^t of odd fish. 
Thus, all are fishermen, through life. 

With weary pains and labour ; 
This baits with gold and that a wife. 
And all to catch his neighbour. 

Then praise the jolly fisherman. 

Who ukes what he can ret ; 
Still Koing on his better's plan. 
Airs fish that comes to neu 

The pike, to catch the little fly. 

Extends his greedy jaw ; 
For all the world, as you and I 

Hsve seen your men of law ; 
He who to laziness devotes 

His time, is, sure, a numb fish ; 
And members, who give silent votes. 

May fairly be called dumb fish : 
False friends, to eels we may compare. 

The roach resembles true ones ; 
Like gold fish, we find old frieuds, rare. 

Plenty as aerrings, new ones. 

Then praise the jolly fisherman, &• 

Like fish, then, mortals are a trade. 

And trapped and sold and bought ; 
The old wife and the tender maid 

Are both with tickling cauzht : 
Indeed, the fair are caught, tis said. 

If you but throw the hne in. 
With maggots, flies, or something red. 

Or any thing that's shining : 
With small fish ^ou must lie in wait 

For those in high condition. 
But 'tis alone a golden bait 

Can catch a leam'd physiciAn* 

Then praise the 'ys\\^ fa!tMttMa^^ hx.% 
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TUB NBGRO-WOMJVS SOyG. 

(.DsfhcB of DtTMutiUT.) 

The load irind nnied, the nin fcD bd, 
Tbi 'hiic BSD yicUtd to ihr klur ; 

P« man, ud, and faiai ra tn : 
Aod. ahl DO wife or »ui<Iut'> on, 
Fw bim Ibr milk or con prvp>n ; 
Tlie vhiu mu ihiU onr piij than. 
Al» ', do wife or mMlicr'i on 
For him ihe milk sr toni pnpin ' 
Thi lUinD ii s'n, Ih« tcmnnt pul. 
And iD«Tj'( voic« hu hiubcd ihe blut : 
The uriDd u heud in whiipen tow, 
Th» whiu mu fu >wa; mail go ; 
Bni eta, in hi. bratt, will bnt 
Rtmrmbnnrc of ihe oeEn't rare. 
Go. whiv man, ga : bol with IhM. bfai 
The nr^rv't with, the negro't pnyer ; 
Remembiance oT Ihc atpn'i can. 



ttoFT. i>B Ihe <riolEl btak, ilrepi Ihc hrigbi a 
Gendv Ihe wUen [lide Darmnria^ orar ; 



All yon briehe arbi, in 

Aogel liU, ling U ih 

All mjr fond iboughu, b 



ToiKbe* of M 
I Jnuca'i teii4 



(Shabpeare.) 
WH«T ihall he have that UH'd ibc dc 
Hil lealhcni <kio and boras lo wear ; 
The horn, ibe bom, the luity bom, 
li not a thing id laugh ta worn. 
Take you no Korn to weni the hum, 

Tby father', father «o™'it. 

And Uijr father ban it : 

The bom, the horn, the luily horn. 



THE BOAR- HUNTERS. 
I (Tranilaled from Weber by W. H-GregDt Logan.) 



of day. 
av ^'i!ZZ"' 



1— ibeheail; ■ 



«Kk. ^ 



With hi 

AU*i peace with la<<d]r PiMj. 
Knonf h thai, far tarn v^t of ibm 
Cloada frowD, and an^ billom n>a 

Slill b he bfiak and jml j : 
And. while camiuiiigwith hit matea 
Her health he drinki — anlicipaUEt 

The imilei of lorelj PoHj. 
Should thonder no Ibe borinn prtii 
Uockiog our liguli of diA^w, 

E'en then dull ueluicboly 

In hopei to find a aim within 
The uiowj umi of Polly. 

THE LAST ROSE OF .IDHlfSB. 

(T. Moo 
Tib the Lui nw o 

heU blooming aloB 
All her lately camp* 

No Bowel of her Endm 

To reBea back herblaib 

Or giie ligh for ligh. 

Ill not leave thee, Ibon 




eems ihon while w« all piuh (long. 
re'f plenty of food for the mind -, 
1 men, and thon men, and mtddle-i 



: all duh away •! 

JKEN.] BleMme 

dirty, disagreeable, place London 
" you, sir, inform me mAdvwbaithalbqiMua 
thckpr Oh.ye*,inem.ihar>the JfswU.^. 
I, the leal oC the LarJ IHorjftr ; built bj 'i iifi 
. in the /ronic orcEer, an^ a very tine buildinK il 
lok at the Poilxgal of it, and the ornameaD al 
in tho bate leanng* of ibat well-known aithi- 
Sir, yon woold mitrrially oblige me if foa 
powibly emigrate a little hirtber^ Tor yoa 

Than what, liil Than enough, air. Tie a 1«, 
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he * If yim are ce«-dealen, then I most affirm 
that yoa are a anm man, and your friend a jproeer. 
Ah, jon most have lome ootusier motives for what 
TOO Miv. Come, come, gentlemen, let's have no 
qoafrelling. 

But let OS sll push along surprisingly gaV| 
With a rattle on, dash — dash away, dash away ! 

tttill, question and answer merrily go round. 
And crabbed old maids throw their spleen up ; 

And grave snariing critics, with faces profound. 
Endeavour to show little Kean up. 

Some pathetically sneese, speak the news of the 

Some of fashions, ^Uc, and fun. 
While some (rf the opera, some of the play, 
AU chatter till the journey is done. 

Spoken.] Stop the coach, I am sure there's a 
Smd man lying in the ditch, for I heard him croan. 
Go on, we are confounded late already, and have 
oo time to look after dead men. Do stop, dear Mr. 
Coachman, and see what is the matter. An please 
your ladyship, there's a man in the ditch, sitting 
■pright, as naked as ever he was bom. A naked 
! oh. U, I shall fsint ! I shall expire ! I shall 
* dear coachman, drive on and leave him ; I 
that he ^hall not come into the coach, for, if 
yon lift him in, I will al^ht, for I had rather stay 
m that place to all eternity than ride with a naked 
, that's what I would. Poor fellow, he has 
robbed, and almost beaten to death. Robbed! 
let ns make all imaginable haste, or we 
dmll be robbed too. Begar, madam, vat objection 
make to have the man vat is killed in the 
1? he is dressed as well as the first man in de 
The first man, I crant you, Mounseer, 
p, for instance. You deserve a Cam for that 
Ah, but are you Abel to give it me ? 
s on the J^e of doins; it. Here's language ! 
panning upon Scripture ; [wish I was out of the 
conch, my goodness !— They'll all be punished, 
that's one good thing — My goodness ! 

^ we all push along surprisii^ly gay. 

With a rattle on, dash — dash away, dash away ! 

We arrive at the inn, the sisn of the boar ; 

And jump out of the coach, full of glee. 
Leave old toddlers behind, as I've olt done before. 

And quite merrily sit down to tea. 
And now I go forth to study charactem new. 

With the clapping of hands aid my cause. 
And I will bring back more laughter for you. 

To soUcat your smiles and applause. 

Spokcm.] Well, here we've arrived at 
d—4mg! For shaune! mv dear Peregrine, 
have a vkked eomtujnom o/ $mpresgioH$ ; I jmrtetU 
yon never ntteis a tj^UhJb without the tradition of 
aoow oath, bat I hope the company will occtue you 
for fonr want of manners. We aU do. Pless ma 
hcatt, vat a peaatiful night it is ; it's for all the 
votid aa if the Young May Moon vas come again, 
aad» now I have got ma telescope wid ma, I will 
take a peep at the fmntamefUl What a peautiful 
Plencmtentiary system, how pright is ponder plan- 
mtt. What planet is it, sir? Oh, sir, dat's Jew 
Fwimwui his lermditet, I beg pardon, sir, you 
foffHOC to pat any sugar in my tea. Have I ? well, 
then, hen's the sugar-basin, if vou don't like it, 
hmp it. Now, that's what he calls his hob mots. 
My dear Peregrine, why will ^ou expose your hig- 
«mHC* ; yoo know these troptca are beyond your 
n^peoftgnsisn, out of your epear — you must leave the 
^sgrasiiso cMf these pinti to your mferion in under- 
Well, then, mother. 111 leave them to 



last, 
you 



So, we all push along, surprisingly gay. 

With a fattle on, daiji^^ash away, datsh away . , 



THE BONNY CHRIST-CHURCH BELLS. 

A ROUND, FOR THREE VOICES. 

(Dr. Aldrick, Dean of Christ-Chnich.) 

Hark! the bonny Christ-Chureh bells! 

One, two, three, four, five, sixy 
They sound so woundy great. 
So wondrous sweet. 
And they troul so merrily, merrily. 

Hark! the first, and second bell. 
That, every day, at four and ten. 
Cries, come, come, come. 
Come, come to prayers. 
And the verger tro<>p8 before the dean. 

Tingle, tingle, ting, goes the small bell at nine. 
To call the bearers home ; 

But the devil a man 

Will leave his can 
Till he hears the migh^ Tom. 



**^^*^^^ 



GLORIOUS APOLLO! 

A GLEE. 

Glorious Apollo from on high beheld us 

Wandering to find a temple for his praise. 
Sent Polyhymnia hither to shield us. 
Whilst we ourselves such a structure might 
Thus, then, combining. 
Hands and hearts joining. 
Sing we, in harmony, Apollo's praise. 

Here, every generous sentiment awaking. 

Music inspiring unity and joy. 
Each social pleasure giving and partaking. 
Glee and good humour our hours employ. 
Thus, then, combining. 
Hands and hearts joinmg. 
Long may continue our unity and joy. 



THE BIRDS ARE ALL SINGING. 

A DUET. 

(Upton.) 

He, — Sweetly, sweetly, the birds are all singinc 
She. — Merrily, merrily, the bells are all ringing . 
While the pipe and the tabor in harmony 
play. 
He. — ^For Edward and Phillis are married to-day. 
Both.-^ For Edward and Phillis, &c. 

He, — Young Edward is generous, pleasing, ano 

kind. 
She, — And Phillis, to shun him, has alter'd hei 

mind. 
He, — He woo'd her, and pressed with the warmtl. 

of the dove. 

She. — Till Phillis grew softer, and listened to love 

Both, — Sweetly, sweetly, che birds are all singing 

Merrily, merrily, the belh are all ringing 

While the pipe and the tabor in hannom 

play. 
For Edward and Phillis are married to-day 

THE JEW PEDLAR SELLING A PIG. 

Vatsh te matter, goot tolks. 
That you pass 3rour jokes 
On dibh new fashion goois what I cry t 
Dant you know very well, 
Dat a Jew ought to she^ 
Vatever a Chrintian will ouy ; 
If itih a long-tail'd pig. 
Or a short- tailed pig. 
Or a pig without never a tail , 

A Jew pig, or a true pi^ 
Or a pig with a curling uil. 

Though I cry no more 
Vat I sold you before. 
Yet, by Cot, it*t comicil^ VM» 



KHbAL SOS<.»IEAi OR, Ml: 




TfaT (ricndihip is ttra in ibt momaii of drniEni, 
Jllld lh< wiDdVer isiiclcomFd with Cudiliimm 



In lirnAaHy pf-we wiih their tow thpy itnt. 

And the nMolc cHhIci of thy diu^hlfrs diiicovrr 

The Banl-fpcatjng bliuh ihu %*yt Cuihlanii 

Wliilr udly I wudrV. xa ciile fivni llfP.' 

And, Atid u Ihy mouiititiDt, no injury' frnring, 

Miiy hHvan defand lu own Ciuhlnmacbree. 

THB GREAT CAT-A-LANI, 

(Uplon.) 
From Kho«l let looH, iDd rtTe in nngit 

O It mr hail ihc pleuing dmngc. 

And Hfk tlio oiM-n , pBit, drball; 
And ihm tn hptr. with fond dcliihi, 
Thp nwn all crjr, by dav and niihl. 

•■ Shr «. .1,.. nm.t. ihe J._all b. mine." 

And, whi1i> ihr Wl'of tiDwni'ruby, 



•B mi ■sua bcitlir la gt 



■ rbeitiin 
TIhh, tl»u abe (hum both ol ^ _ 

Till Doudil ii liiard bmn rm; (oapu 



t hnn ! |;nal Cat'^-cnai CaT-ft-lani 
And while iIk ball ot time. Itc 



BOtmO 'PREVrtCE TO A WAT£RM.IN. 
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ComflMMi Sense eoonpatt 
Safe, at lie doth ever : 

Battlieboj, whoaelook 
Was in hearen that miniite. 

Never taw the brook. 

But tmnbled headltrng in it. 



How the wise one imiled. 

When safe o'er the tonent. 
At that mth so wild. 

Dripping from the current : 
Sense went home to bed. 

Genius, left to shiver 
On the bank, 'tis said. 

Died of that cold river. 



^^»^^^»^ 



RE WOOED, HE WON HER SIMPLE 

HEART. 

(Bishop.) 

He wooed, he won her simple heart. 

He pledged hb faith sincerely ; 
Bat soon from her was forced to part. 
The youth dl&e loved so deariy. 

Ah, woe ! ah, woe ! the day 
Her love for ever left her ; 
Ah '. woe that hapless day 
Of every joy bereft her. 

On hostile plains, far, far away, 
TVe Moorish Moadron braving. 

Be died a hero's death, they say. 
The Christian banner saving. 

Ah, woe ! ah, woe ! the day, &c. 



IRISH MEDLEY. 
(Bryant.) 
Oh, die moment was sad when my love aud I 



Savoomeen, &c. 
I kmed off the tear, and was nigh broken hearted— 
Tsr M <A Brook she went to' be shaved, 
Aad the barber cat her~ 
Jmof iheUelagh and shamrock so green. 
"W'cr had the lock to see Donnybrook fair, 
Aa hiihrnan all in his glory is there. 



. daisy, yon're fat and greasy, 
n^ dumney comer yon sit with — 
2* ^bvrane, now the giris wonld look st me ; 
J7*«a pretty face in Uieir samples they'd work ; 
^*t th^ wonld come, with each copy and sum, 
^tt ^ opinion of — 
5 »ifc, she's a higgling young thing, 
*** viD aoc be nUed by me, for — 
'^ ^ boy iox bewitching 'em, 
v|pWfood hnmoor'd or coy, 
y* <ried, while I was beseeching 'em,— 
^•*fcsck! 

^'lamanakin, 

!!!*^>^ St my heart he hit me a poulter, 
Hlaek! Judy O'Flannigan, 
P *M the girl— 

J'^vhea I was a serving my time at Droghadee, 
JJ'odiag nnr work, just as I ought to be, 
fy^Mter^fsirdauchter, Miss Biddy O'Dogherty, 
fP*^ a hole in the heart of — 
^^ Matt, and sturdy Pat, and merry Morgan 

2^ M srdoch Maggs and Turloch Keggs, 
■«ck Lochlan, and Dick Darfy, O : 
p^ thea the girit, dressed out in whites, 
Jj<..«al7 I^d OHielly, 0. 
rJ^M;iBg, while the merry pipes 



<».4<2r«l»te«ith.mMt«be, 



Dear, dear, what can the matter 
For my grandsire beat a drum so neat. 
His name was Darby Kelly, O— 
With a whack, row de dow, &c 



HERE'S THE BOWER. 
(T. Moore.) 

Here's the bower she loved so much. 

And here's the tree she planted ; 
Here's the harp she used to touch. 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted : 
Roses now unheeded sigh, 

Where's the hand to wreathe them T 
Som around neglected lie, 

Where's the lip to breathe them ? 

Spriiu; may bloom, but she we loved 

Ne'er shall feel iu sweetness : 
Time, that once so fleetly moved. 

Now hath lost ite fleetness. 
Years were days when here she strayed. 

Days were moments near her; 
Heaven ne'er formed a brighter maid. 

Nor pity wept a dearer. 

THE CALAIS PACKET. 

Who's for Calais, the packet is sailing now. 

Pray, make haste, or you'll all be too late ; 
T^ave your lunch, no time for regaling now \ 
Pray can't you beg of the Captain to wait ; 
Wind and tide never stay. 
Come, haste now, let's away ; 
Here, waiter, what's to pay, all's ready now. 

O charming, and very like Twickenham ferry. 
Is crossing over to CaJais, I vow ! 

Spoken.] Now, sir, if you mean to go, you 
must come, I am only taking leave of my rela- 
tions. O, we hav'n't time to take leave ot rela- 
tions now. La, Captain, how I have run, I am 
Juite out of breath. They told me you were gone ; 
had no time to eat my lunch, and hardly time 
to pay for it. Never mind your lunch, sir, it will 
be all the same in an hour's time. Why, Captain, 
there's no fear, is there ? Yes, ma'ana, plenty of 
fear, but no danger. Dear me, how shall f get 
on board. This way, ma'am, step on this plank. 
That ! bless me, it's no broader than a two-penny 
ribbon ; I am as eiddy as a gooM, and I shouldn t 
likeadMcA. That lady's afraid of a fM<cA in. Goose, 
duck, and pigeon, what a horrid pun ! that fellow 
deserves to be sent to the Poulii^ Compter for it. 
Take care ; oh ! I am so frightful. You are, in^ 
deed, ma'am. Stop the ship, the CapUin don't 
know his way. I say, Captain. O, don't bother 
me with your nonsense. I want to ask you a ques* 
tion. Captain,— pray how's the wind? Pretty 
well, thankee, how are you ? Pray, Captain, how 
far are we from Calais f A little better than five 
leagues. A little better ; a little worse, you 
mean. Well, never you mind, youll be there 
first. Why, sir, you*Jre half seas over already. 
O dear, how nice we are going along \ I do like i 
so ; I an't sick a bit ; what a way we are from 
Dover already : there, I do think I see the spires 
of Calais. Where, where ? Where t why at Ca- 
lais, to be sure. Well, sir, you have no occasioa 
to be so sharp ^ I don't suppose you saw them a 
Deal. Talking of Deal, who's tor a rubber T 
doesn't allow of no cards on board my tetenel. 
Well, Twizzle, how do you like it? O, I like it 
wery much, it's just like sailing to Twickenham on 
a Sunday, only it's a little broaderer and a little 
more eaUerer. I should like to have a song ; what 
do you think of the • Slonn.' O. AmC* trw'V- 




. _ my life, till Unit felli 

nuHon chop. Well, never mi 

' Keep — ■ man ncgd h»ve a hui 

p ujthing. I think, O desr. Hi 
- -- ■■mdyiiiK. So.1 

you. Ctpuui, Ciptun, 
1 tie, I'm going lo go. rvay 

penoB ever lo*t here I No, 
' ar<iwBed» but we atwayi foun 

Gillie. If people 1 likca suddenly, people cui't 
Id other peopje'i peliHca, lir. Captaia, mold I 
Uydanma bit! Yea, lir, ibere'a a bed below. 



ere, whemt 

my ti(b > n 
Ibaea all. 


I'd 
0, 


give a hundnd iniiDeB* id mre 
a Khale in all my life. No 
miumejkaliim, lir, that"i all 
>vhiil jJw wean uver ha vig 
■ it; Tben 


Ho^chaimi 
Ueroaaingo 


V, lo Cal J., I vow. 


1 fix koiin 


ifter 


aailLngfiimDorei, 



Safely uichortd ■! Calaii at lut; 

All forgetting their suffering! now ovpr, 

Bui vblt's lo fbllow i> woru (Iian the pail, 

Cin't make the -^-- -- ' '-" 

Carried on nhoi , 

Sauie in tha water unick, (bete are tlie joys now. 

.hhA Tell me. Captain, can't you make 

the pier of taliii? Ya, uu) 1 eiu run foul of 

tlie bar, too. No. no. I bar tliat, uyi Twiulc. 

WhereV Ibe breaken! There, a.bcid. Whu'i 

en a-head. Wbat'i (bat the bsrl dear me, I 
|J« ay a thought it vat a targe jioU of iron. And 
1 alirayi Ihongbt it wai like Temple-Bsrl Cip- 

Ainil uwt'aa, mn'^m; £m, thu 
UK frenchmen will carry yoa on their ibai 
Portlculatly horrid! I rirelaie I am 

tu're right lide upper- 
wn iu Ob, Oh, I'm 



SA>. Dnyoi 

tell.— S«<. Wbu ihall I order lor dmner !— B*. 
Wbal yun like.— Sfc*. 8hr>uld you like chlctca 
boiled ur routed T_/f(. Neither : IhatceSidtM 
~Sb. Then what vill you have T — H*. V 
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«J(« 



Ofc! veiy wdl, »t\^B». Veiy well, 
Thnsy 



Oh ! wedlock b a dzeadful state ; 

Ho! terrible, hey! &c. 
When eold hearts are join'd by fate. 

Ho * tenible, hey ! &c. 

LIFE LET US CHERISH. 

Life let OS chenah while yet the taper glows. 
And the fresh floweret plack e'er it dose ; 
Why are we fond of toil and care, 
WhT choose the ranklii^ thorn to wear ; 
And, heedless, by the luy stray. 
Which blossoms in oar way ? 

Life let as cherish, &c. 

When cloods obscore the atmosphere. 
And forked lightnings rend the air ; 
The son resomes his silver crest. 
And smiles adown the west. 

Life let as cherish, &c. 

The genial seasons soon are o'er, 
ITien let ns, ere we quit the shore, 
Cootentment seek, it is life's xest. 
The — f'^i*** of the breast. 

Life let us cherish, &c. 

Away with every toil and care. 
And oease the rankling thorn to wear ; 
With manful hearts lile's conflict meet. 
Till death sounds the retreat. 

Life let us cherish, &c. 



THE FOX AND THE CROW. 

It ehaneed, one day, that a Crow so black, 

Down in a meadow so green. 
Bad stolen a crust from a pedlar's pack. 

And carried it off unseen ; 
Up in an anple-tree flew the crow. 
And. ere m the taste of her prize could know, 
A Fox came hy and stood below, 

AU in a meadow so green. 

flap Senaid, Jove's eagle sure I see. 

Up in a tree, so high ; 
Says the Crow to herself, he surely means me. 

And a very fine bird am I. 
What eyes, says Renard> and what an air. 
That p^iumage, so divinely fair. 
Never was beauty seen so rare 

Up in a tree so high '. 

The Cimr, enchanted, dapt her wings. 

Alack! and a well-a-day, 
flays Renard, I'm sure that angel sings, 

Conld I but hear the lay : 
The Crow locked round at what he said. 
For flattery often turns the head ; 
Sh* qp^nffd her mouth and she dropped her bread, 

Renard caught it and galloped away. 



It bade me rove, my sole support 
My cymbals and mv saraband : 

The woody dell, the hanging rock. 
The chamois, skipping o'er the heights. 

The plain, adorned with many a flock. 
And, oh, a thousand more delights 

That grace yon dear beloved retreat. 

Have oackward won my weary feet. 

Now safe returned, with wandering tired. 

No more my little home 111 leave. 
And many a tale of what I've seen 

Shall while away the winter's eve. 
Oh, I have wander'd far and wide. 

O'er many a distant foreign land. 
Each place, each province, have I tried. 

And sun^ and danced my saraband. 
But all their charms could not prevail 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 



THE SAVOYARD'S RETURN. 
(H. K. White.) 

Oh * yonder is the well known spot. 

My dear, my long lost native home ; 
Oh . welcome is yon little cot 

Where I shall rest, no more to roam : 
Oh! I have travelled far and wide. 

O'er many a distant foreign land ; 
Each place, each province, have I tned. 

And sum: and danced my saraband ; 
Rot all their charms could not prevsil 
To steal my heart from yonder vale. 

Of distant climes, the false report. 
It Inred me fr<Hn my native Una ; 



AH, SURE A PAIR WAS NEVER SEEN. 

(Sheridan.) 

Ah, sure a pair was never seen 

So justly formed to meet by nature. 
The youth excelling is in mien. 

The maid in every grace of feature. 
Oh, how happy are such lovers. 
When kindred beauties each discovers. 
For surely she 
Was made for thee. 
And thou to bless this lovely creature. 

So mind your looks, your children thence 

Will early learn the task of duty. 
The boys with all their father's sense. 

The girls with all their mother's beauty. 
Oh, how happy to inherit 
At once such graces and such spirit. 
Thus, while you live. 
May Fortune give 
Each blessing equal to your merit. 

JOLLY MORTALS, FILL YOUR GLASSES 

(G. Carey.) 

Jolly mortals, fill vour glasses ! 

Noble deeds are done by wine ; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces ; 

Who'd for love or beauty pine. 

Look within the bowl that's flowing 
And a thousand charms you'll find 

More than Fhillis has, though going. 
In a moment, to be kind. 

Alexander hated thinking. 
Drank about at council-board. 

He subdued the world by drinking 
More than by his conquering sword. 



CHAPTER OF NAILS. 

My merry gentle people, pray 

Will you list a minute. 
For, though my song it is not long. 

There's something comic in it. 
To sing of nails, if you'll permit. 

My sportive muse intends, sirs, 
A subject which I now have pat 

Just at my fingers' ends, sirs. 

The world it is a bag of nails. 

And some are very queer ones. 
And some are flats, and some are sharps. 

And some are very dear ones. 
We've sprigs, and spikes, and sparables. 

Some little, great, and smell, sir. 
Some folks love nails with monstrous headSf 

And some love nona %l i&i> uk% 



UNIVERSAL SOXGSTEH; 



The dsetnr na 

Which odr^ 

The Dndcnat 



Youni often End Hch uent 
Ta be nailing bii employer j 

Tlw Uwrer naili hi* client. 
And Ok devil niilt the lawyer. 



Thru, if 1 fain youi kind appltuie 
For what Its sung oc uid, lir. 

Then jgull admit thai t have bil 
The r^ht nail on the head, lir. 



THB LAST W0RD9 OF MARMION. 

(Sir Walter S.OB.} 
TiiK war, thai for a (pan did fail. 
Nnw, (rebly'thuadering. swelled ihegaie, 

A iiphi on Mirmion't yingt (pread. 

And lired his Elniine eye : 
With dvina hand above hi» head. 

Be «boali the fragment of hia blade. 



COMIN- THROUGH THE RYE. 



Need a body cry ? 
mnbody haaabod*. 

Ne'er a ,ne hne fi 
Bat a the lada they lo'e rae. 

And what Ihe waur am I T 
Gin a body meet a body 

Comin-frae the veil. 
Gin I body liiaa a body 

Need a body 1^11 ! 

Tlka body Km a body, &c. 
Gin a body meet ■ bwly 

Comin' fru the loirn, 
Gin a body kiu ■ body 

Need aindy frown. 

nta Jenny has her Joekry, la, 

NO PLEASURE LIKE HUNTING IS FOUND. 

Do you hear, brother Bportnoon, the lound of (be 

With n«lha"IwM"m"™jo™ ' "" ' ° 
Through the wood and the valley the tnutor veil 



loundi^in 1^1 




THE DYING SOLDIERS' FAR£WBLL. 

(Bom..) 
Faheweli.. thou (air day, choa gnen earth, an 



Thon rrim king of tcnvn ! then life'i glonny foe 

Qo friEhloa the coward and alave ; 
Go, teach them to tTcmblr, fell lyranll but kno*. 

No lerrora hut thou to the brave. 
Thou itrik'n the dull pcataitl— he nnki in iha 



eckof a 



Thou jirik'it the yoni^ hero — a glonoiis mark ' 

He falli in thetlaie of hit &nie '. 
In the lield of proud honour, aar ivorda in 

Our King and our Countiy to tave— 
WMle vidlory •hiOFt on life'* lut ebbing unda 

YOUNG BRANDY i I 

a awMt Dtll* 

Slic had abig hump It her back, but iheptlnt 
Now Bhr lived ^e' Draff, and the boy) ihey al 



n love (he F 



andy. 



Singing— huia for Katty O'WIiack! 
Faith, she lov'd him by day and by Digbl, 

Out lov'd whiikey much better than Shandy, 
And >he awore that for him ahe would Gabt, 

For ahc UHd Ihe ihellelagh quite hauOy ; 
Now she fought through a uir with audi am 

That the devil hiiuKlf could not ilaBd bet. 

She vrai ai hw a> the great Alexander. 

Wiib a dithenw, duddrio, la. Ac 
Now, to tell you the truth, aince the truth i* tb( fi 

And we mut not il nicetiei aland. 
Therefore it ii proper you know 

Something mare of thii queen of out land-. 
She mamed poor Darby, 'lu true. 

But Ihe devQ k coan d her diy ibnitlle. 
Thai one nicht at the whiakey the Oew, 

And, be d d, but ibe iwallow'd the boiL*. 

With a ditheroo, doddrio. la, ftc. 
Now, the battle gave Katty no pain, 

For ihe bed a mighty big thnitile, 
And it ne'er enter'd Darby a ooor hniB 

That Kate carried a cheat 
At lengUi Ihe report went ah 

That poor Kate waa in labom far fitoa. 
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lad the vQUifen came to the root. 
To see Mr. O'Shand^'s sweet too. 

With a ditheroo, doddxio, la« &c 

we midwife, as blind as a bat. 

When the seczet was qaicklj onfaxled, 
that an an^l of Daxby^ and Kat 

Had shown its sweet pbix in the woild. 
Krhen the midwife came forward to show 

A spalpeen wr ap ped op to the throttle. 
Says tne giris it's a beaoty we know. 

Bat chej jomp'd when they gaxed on a bottle. 
With a ditheroo, doddrio. la, &c. 

They look'd at the thing in and out^ 

Faith they look'd, and they look'd, too, again. 
And they found a small cork in the snoat 

Of a bottle which show'd itself plain ; 
The Tillageis laughed at the joke. 

They sent for some juice for Kate's throttle. 
And, while they so merrily smoke. 

Drink— long life to young Shandy, the bottle. 
With a ditheroo, duddirio, la, &c. 



THERE BE NONE OF BEAUTY'S DAUGH- 
TERS UKE THEE. 

(Byron.) 

These be none of Beauty's daughters 

With a ma^ like thee. 
And like music on the water* 

Is thy sweet voice to me. 
When, as if its sound were causing 
The channed ocean's pausing. 
The wares lie still and gleaming. 
And the lull'd winds seem dreaming. 

And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her brif^t chain o'er the deep, 

Whoae breast b gently heaving. 
As an infisnt's asleep. 

80 the spirit bows before thee. 

To listen and adore thee. 

With a full but soft emotion, 

the swell of summer's ocean. 



^^^^^^^^ 



AULD ROBIN GREY. 
(Lady Anne Lindsay.) 

Wim the sheep were in the fanld, and the kye a 

athane, 
Awik k the warld to sleep are gane. 
The waca of my heart ra in snowers firae my 6e 
When my gademan lies sound by me \ 

Jamie loo'd me weel, and he sought me for 

his bride, 

laving of a crown, he had naething beside ; 
To mak thai cnmn a pound, my Jamie ga'ed to 



And the down and the pound were baith for me. 

He had mam been awa a week, but only twa. 
When asy mither she fell sick, and our cow was 

sUmn awa ; 
My £ither brak his arm, and my Jamie at the sea. 
And Auld Robin Grey cam a courting to me \ 
My father coold na work, and my mither could na 

spin, 
I toil' d day and night, but their bread I could na 



win; 



Aald Sob maintain'd them baith, and wi tears in 

hisie, 
Said, " Jenny, for their rakes* O marry mc!" 

My heart t said na, I look'd for Jamie back. 
But the wind it blew high, and the ship it was s 

wreck ; 
The ship it was a wreck, why did na Jeuny die. 
And wh> do I live to say— O waes me I 



Auld Robin argued sair, though my mither did na 

speak. 
She looked in my face till my heart was like to 

break; 
So I gied him my hand, though my heart was at 

the sea. 
And Auld Robin Grey is gndeman to me. 

I had na been a wife a week, but only four. 

When, sitting sae mournfully at the door, 

I saw my Jaonie's wraith, for I could na think it 

he, 
T^ he said — ** I've come back for to marr) thee." 

sair did we greet, and muckle did we say. 

We took but ae kiss, and we tore ourselves awav. 

1 wish I were dead, but I'm no like to die. 
And why do I live to say — O waes me ! 

I gang like a ghaist and carena to spin : 

I dare na think of Jamie for that would be a sin ; 

But 1*11 do my best a gude wife to be. 

For Auld Robin Grey s kind to me. 

CLOD'S JOURNEY TO LUNNUN. 

Thooght I to myself, one day sitting at home, 
I've a nation great mind up to Lunnun to roam ; 
So to get me there quickly I went to the book. 
And a place in the new flying-waggon I took. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

The first thing I seed when I entered the town. 
Were a large sight of bridges rang'd up and down ; 
And the waggonner told I, as one I've pass'd over. 
They were going to build one from Calais to Dover. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Says I, master waggonner, that cannot be. 
So none of your fimniment, pri'thee, give me. 
For great folks already too quickly there prance. 
And spend English money, shame on 'em, ia 
France. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Next I went to the Park, where I see'd the great 

Which they told I a present from Spaniards did 

come: 
A queer kind of giving i think, by the mass. 
We lent 'em our gold, and they paid us iu brass, 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Then I went to the playhouse — and, 'gad, I must 

tell. 
That I relish'd the fim I see'd there mighty weel ; 
There were sumuai 10 laugh at, and summat to 

cry — 
And I grimi'd at one Clod till I thought I should 

die. 

Tol de rol, &c 



^#'^^^«^ 



ANNA'S URN. 

(Burgoyne.) 

Encompassed in an angel's frame 

An angel's virtues lay ; 
Too soon did heaven assert the claim. 

And called its own away. 
My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms. 

Must never more return ; 
What now shall fill these widowed arms T 

Ah me ! my Anna's urn. 

Can I forget that bliss refined 

Which blest when her I knew. 
Our hearts, in sacred bonds entwined. 

Were hound by love too true. 
The rural train, which once were useu 

In festive dance to turn. 
So nlcasnd when Anna they amused. 

Now, weeping, deck her uin« 
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The foo] escaping from its chain. 

She clasped me to her hreast ; 
To part with thee is all my pain 

She cried — then sank to rest. 
While Memory shall her seat retain. 

From beauteous Anna torn. 
My heart shall breathe its ceaseless strain 

Of sorrow o'er her urn. 

There, with the earliest dawn, a dove 

I/aments her murdered mate ; 
There, Philomela, lost to love. 

Tells the pale moon her fate. 
With yew and ivy round me spread. 

My Anna there III mourn ; 
For all my soul, now she is dead. 

Concentres in her urn. 



THE HAPPY MASON. 



M 



Air—" The MiOer of Mamfieid,' 

How happy the Mason, whose bosom still flows 
With friendship, and ever most cheerfully glows ; 
The effects of the mystery lodged in his breast — 
Mysteries revered — and by princes possest. 
Our friend and our bottle we best can enjoy. 
No rancour or envy our quiet annoy. 
Our plumb-line and compass, our square, and our 

tools. 
Direct all our actions in virtue's fair rules. 

To Mars and to Venus we're equally true. 
Our hearts can enliven » our arms can subdue ; 
Let the enemy tell, and the ladies declare. 
No class or profession with Masons compare ; 
To give us a lustre we ne*er need a crest. 
Since honour and virtue remain in our breast. 
Well charm the rude world when we clap, laugh, 

and sing. 
If so happy a Mason, say who'd be a king ? 



THE MID-WATCH. 

(Sheridan.) 

Whbn 'tis night and the mid- watch is come. 
And chilling mists hang o*er the darkened 
main. 
Then sailors think of their far-distant home. 
And of those friends they ne'er may see again. 
But when the fight's begun. 
Each serving at his gun. 
Should any thought of them come o'er his mind. 
We think but should the day be won. 
How 'twill cheer 
Their hearts to hear 
That their old companion he was one. 

Or, my lad, if you a mistress kind 

Have left on shore, some pretty girl and true. 
Who many a night doth listen to the wind. 
And sighs to Uiink how it may fare with you ! 

Oh ! when the fight's begun. 

Each serving at his gun. 
Should any thought of her come o'er his mind. 
Think only, should the day be won. 

How 'twill cheer 

Her heart to hear 
That her own true sailor he was one. 



DRINK TO HER WHO LONG HATH 
WAKED THE POET'S SIGH. 

(T. Moore.) 

Drink to her who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh \ — 

Thegirl who gave to song 
What gold could never buy ; 



For woman's heart was maui: 
For minstrels' hands alone ; 

By other fingers played, 
U yields not half the tone ! 

Then drink to her, &c« 

At Beauty's door of glass. 

Where Wealth and Wit once stood. 
They asked her what might pass ? 

She answered, " he who could !" 
With golden key. Wealth thought 

To pass, but It wouldn't do ; 
While Wit a diamond broi^ht. 

That cut its bright way through. 

Then drmk to her, &c« 

The love that seeks a home 

Where wealth or grandeur shines. 
Is like the gloomy gnome 

That dwells in dark gold mines ! 
But oh I the poet's love 

Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
Its native home's above. 

Though woman keeps it here ! 

Then dnnk to her, &c. 



SHELAH O'NEAL. 

(Bums.) 

When fir^t I began for to sigh and to woo her. 

Of many fine things I did say a great dva). 
But, above all the rest, that which pleased her the 
best. 
Was — Och, will you marry me, Shelah O'Neal ? 
My point I soon carried. 
For straight we were married. 
Then the weight of my burden I soon 'gan to feel. 
For she scol^d, she fisted, 
O, then I enlisted. 
Left Ireland, and whiskey, and Shelah O'Neal. 

Tlien tired and dull-hearted, O, then I deserted, 

I fled into regions far-distant from home. 
To Frederick's army, where none e'er could harm 
mc. 
Save Shelah herself in the shape of a bomb. 
I fought every battle 
Where cannons did rattle. 
Felt sharp shot, alas ! and the sharp-pointed 
steel. 

But in all my wars round. 
Thank my stars, I ne'er found 
Aught so shaip as the tongue of curs'd She.ak 
O'Veal. 



COME, AND GLOSSY PEBBLES BRING. 

Comb, and glossy pebbles bring. 

Where no sun-beams play. 
And where the little busy spring 

Low gurgles on its way. 
Brii^ your shells and shmy ores. 
Sea-weeds green, and coral stores ! 
And 'neath the shade. 
Our grotto mad*. 
We'll listen, listeii to the bells. 
Dear simple sound, that sinks and swells 

Its ding dong, ding dong dell. 

Moonshine silvering our retr^t. 

Sparkling in the rill. 
Shall light our fairy flitting feet 

Around the grotto still ; 
Leaving then Uieir moss-grown bow'n. 
Sister Sylphs will dance the hours. 
So near, so near. 
That we shall hear 
Their steps trip through the dying beOft 
Soft sinkmg sound that faintly swells 

Its ding dong, ding don^ dell. 



UNTTERSAL S0N08TER; OR, MUSCUM OF MIRTH. 

CATCS ADVICE. 
(H. Caiey.) 

What Cato adrifet most certainljr wim it. 

Not ahrayt to Uboar, bat sometimes to play. 
To nua^e tweet pleature with thirtt after trea- 
tme, 

Indalcing at nicht for the toilt of the day : 



And while the dou miter etteemt himtelf 

Hit bagt toincxeate, while hit health doet d»> 

Oar «mlt we enlighten, oar fancy we brighten. 
And past the l<mg eveningt, in pleature, away. 

An cheeifol and hear^, we tet aside par^. 
With tome tender fair the bright bumper it 
crowned; 
That Bacchnt iniritet nt, and Venut delightt at. 

While care in an ocean of claret it drowned ; 
Sec here't our jphytician, we know no ambition. 
Bat where there't good wine and good company 
found ; 
Hint happy together, in tpite of all weather, 
TSt cuaihine and tummer with at the year 
round! 



OH, CRUEL! 

Aii^" CaUer Fair," 

Om, cnel Tat my parents that forced my lore from 

oae, 
Aad end Tat the prett-gang that took him out to 



*4) 



Like me. touII be revarded, and hare all your 

heart's delight. 
With fiddlins in the morning, and a dnp of max 

at night. 



cmel Tat the little boat that rowed him from 
the ttrand. 
And crael irat the great big thip that tailed him 
from thelaml. 

Too rol, too rol, tec. 

Ok 1 cnid vat Uie vater that bore my love from 



(the£iir rind that wouldn't blow con- 
traiy; 
And cruel rat the bo^ttwain, the captain, and the 



Thai didn't car« t farlen if we never met again. 

Too rol, too rol, &c. 

Ob ! cmel vat the q>linter that broke my poor love's 

leg. 
Vow he's obliged to fiddle for't, and I'm obliged 

A Tagabondii^ vagrant, and a rantipoling wife. 
We Mdles, anid we limps it, througn the ups and 
downs <tf life. 

Too rol, too rol, &c. 

0%! crudl vat the ei^;;agement, in which my true 

love fought. 
And duel vat the cannon-ball that knocked his 

right eye out ; 
He sted to leer and ogle me, withpeepert full of 

fun, 
Bfftaow he lookt atkew at me, because he's only 



Too rol, too rol, &c. 

^J We he plays the fiddle well, and vanders up 

snd down, 
^ I follows at his helbow through all the streets 

in town; 
^c apends our days in harmony, and wery seldom 
, fighte. 
•*<«pi when he's his grog aboard, or I gets queer 

at nights. 

y MORAL. 

"**• ladies, aQ take vaming, by my true love and 






fate should 



yon, remember con- 



OH » THE PLEASURES OP A PLAY. 

(J. H. Payne.) 

Ne'er shall I forget the day. 

Oh ! the pleasures of a play. 

Hark ! hark ! to the crash of the band ! 

The overture's beginning. 
With a flourish load and grand. 
From all attention winning : 
Then a solo on the horn. 
Then the flute obligate, 
At<d bassoon so legato , 
Then the hautboy all forlorn. 
Then the violin's starato. 
Now to wi ding up they go, 
Cliord upon chord — fortissimo. 
Bell nngs— curtain rises. 
Gay scene next surprises ! 
Palace rare, lady fair. 
Tyrant proud, ranting loud. 
Now fighting — now loving — 
Now constant — now roving. 
Then while her woes each heart appall 
The tyrant and the curtain fall : 
Ne'er shall I forget the day. 
Oh ! the pleasures of a play ! 



GREENWICH MOORINGS. 

(Vint.) 

With timbers peen, from childhood's docl 

Bnoy'd up with youthful notions. 
My roving fancy dared to mock 

The raging storms of oceans ; 
Thus braving fear, my mind became 

Well sheath 'd with emulation. 
Tight rigg'd, on board the good ship Fame, 

I took an early station ; 
Nor dreamt, when first I went to sea. 

That, after hard endurings. 
It so would hap, that Tom should be 

Laid up in Greenwich moorings. 

From boy to xx^n, from clime to clime. 

In quest of glory roaming, 
I weather'd oft and many a time 

Rough gales, and billows foaming ; 
Where lightnings dread and thunders jar. 

Where fever'd seas are rolling ; 
Where merma*ds smile in liquid car. 

Mid tempest's coarsest howling . 
Still Hawser's heart was rigg'd with giM, 

In spite of all endurings ; 
Nor harboured e'er a thought, that he 

Should lie In Greenwich moorings. 

Whate'er I eam'd by sweat of brow. 

Was squandered soon in folly ; 
Not one reflection did bestow. 

Except on lovely Molly. 
But though love's compass still my heart 

To Molly's charms directed, 
I ne'er from duty did depart.. 

Nor Britain's fame neglected ; 
W hen bit grew scant I went to sea. 

And left her fond assurings ; 
Nor thought my batter'd hulk should be 

Laid up in Greenwich moorings. 

I made my charming ^irl a vow. 

That, barring all miscarria^, 
I*d take her, when return 'd, in tow^ 

And plough the seas of marriafs t 
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Hy nu-boanl limb wu •liivir'd ton, 
Bejoud ilid power of tpUoAtf ; 

t Coimd Iha fflir one'* clou^leil brnw 
ObMUr'd Let late alluriDip^ 

■ Degone !' ihB crint, ' jim'ro BtWM i 
To lie IB GnBavich ninurin)^.' 

Then (o otir gndoiu king ill drink. 

Oh, Diaj fell bnioo quk^ij tiitk. 

Deep gnppled by old Davjr T 
And ben'i [Dereij^liuu Isi, 

tn peue if Briuin'i kind, in wir 
Hell check each buld mvuler: 

With iwo limb. lc» Ihui God gave m. 
1 vuilc el past endorinp, 

And boot* HIT ctb oi erog with glee, 
Laid up in GTCcnwich tnuuringi. 






(.Allin Cunuinghsni.) 

Throwi trB liight'i wetd of [rilgnm gray , 
Ere fU the liaH, cower'd eloae trnm view, 
Licki ttom her fleece the clover dew ; 
Or wUd (wan ihskn hei mawj «in|>i, 
Bjr hunien mueed fnini lecret iprtngi ; 
Or birdi upon the boiighi iwekr, 
Till gtsen Arbiglandi' woodlandi thake. 
She cooih'd her CDiliog ringlcu down. 
liBced her green jupea uid cli 

And from her haine, by Pre«. .. 

Came forth the rival light nl niara. 

The luk'a wag dropt, now loiid. now hiub- 

Tlie gnld^pipk auweied ErDiii Ilic biuh : 

The plover, fed on heatbei crop. 

Called Ihim the miity iuo>iataia-iap. 

Cmwi into gold from lilveiy gray ; 

To liearkm, hHTeo, and biuh, and brake, 

Slreun bloe Iram'hBll ud bower beu'ealh, 



Y». Uivi^lj one! aiid doit thou mark 
The moral ni yon carolling larkT 



Tak'et thou from Naiqre'. com 
The waroira precept of her »d 
Ku!h bird thai takei the dewy 
Watrnt it. wild not,) with nup( 
The bird, the bcr. with vnnu 
PnKlainu tlic •wecte of wcdlo 




THE MUFFIN H 




CT.Dibdin.) 


"on 


your open-tqualleri too 



111 ne'er bothnmy head with what other fotki ail 

Uilt carcleu and fniky, ny boll I keep ringing. 

And walk aboal merrily crying mj mumi. 

I,illy white mnlGu, 0, rare enimpHf imokin^. 
Hot Yorkibire caku, hot loaTca uui charmiti; 



OR, MI'S ELM OP UtRTB. 

ihem drink a* they hmt, vbiln 1 



Kty.] What have I lo do with ndiiicii 
ir Your J'arlMmwl coin, cvoj bod) kl 
n.' iauahl and Mild ill ovn the uujon. 



tict lailon and aaldien. conMndiag (or tloiy. 

Delight in thv rallle of draini and of umnpeUi 
Jndenaton get living, by oUiar bilk* dying -, 
Vhile arton make uiinicy by laavhinc or crying ; 
Ut lavyen with ijuiuins and quidditiea ban ye, 

peu. 
Spoken.] Wbildalcararor lawrem' A'ai I 
I baker and Ha>ler of the RoUi nnelfr-DroU 
nMf h, too, fot a HulFT of the Balh la b* ay- 
Bg — Lilly white anSna. Ak. 



FRott Sow en which 
Love Itself may irulmr 






l>eck pride in iu biHhi^g 
*n h»ih betrVfL --' 



To wuli that are bent on a «ai 
What a moral the tiinAower ' 

With a look uitn'd awray' fmt 



Bui be Uiubt by tboK blocuou of Digbli 
ho>e »lit»de, darkneu frowu ovr in vain. 
Tit in duktwH their udaun ate bright. 



And diily cnei Id cheerful 'ilrua, 
"^ m" nkeTuTw^lSi^'™. 

The muiky rose that hreathea pwrfonke. 
And round tla fragniKe tcuteni 

Eicrh not Nan in beauty'* hlooo. 
Though dad in humbM ta" 

— una ni«tr«„,. 

of Cw, 




"y 



> the balmy bmalh of mom, 

. _ . jtr than IhoH who wealthy boiSi 

et the, rcfanllu* of each frown. 
With lovely labQm atatet. 




B*n b( « tr<H ^>y. '"■! '-ik'' ""■ -i jmiKielf. 

With 70IU IM> nJ Ul loo, tK. 
■j '"^J 1 1'"'^. ■nd oft (an hn t kiu ; 



Ihl b^. » 1 






„..,l,i' 


s*t<r«»i' 












:zrsf 


-install.,. 




















a«. 


^»-™' -•— " 


ilfuIiriMiituhycn 












udclxo 


Bii, •■■■ 


JOB know 


^PHk'c, (ubn. 


»y.l, ' 


bill I'd » 


udinlbcc 



■« ni bp » ftfod bi; «Dd Uka can ol m^lt." 
WlUi my too nl lal lew, he. 



THE aPIWT Of THE 8T0RM. 

I tl» halrfnn quil 



r iTi.-.«. 



Loud rOBis the ipim of iho iiorm. 

Then bnuii Uic Ui^ry billowi tanr; 
BunltDi Ih«i boimili, ibpy mmii (oua 

And baulE villi |)» murkir kir; 
Thr Diariacr [Ima cajmlj feoLi 

The perili at hi* hapfcu ilitu ; 
Before high heaven lin Uoiobling knettl. 

And tolii. >iU raiiiD. Ii>< fnir. 
Iliaiiijh homn rum »ii»D Jiw view, 
Rewlved lu iieor the veuci Uue. 
BoarH brtys the trttmp«t'a ihroit^the ^^b 

The Aeodi uf wu iheir (iK-bcuDdi eluk 
Aod ramage, on wme buraiait )jile. 

Sin blooding o'ot an rmpimm wMck— 
Til tbcQ Lhe (Dldier'i mulf bran 

To hoine one tsar-dmp dotb b«uueaUi ; 
Bend* to that power tbul puiuu i£g dui, 

Juit midway ■twi.l life and deatb. 
Thuuuh Iionon rite upon hii view, 
Rnufved to Ggbi the batlle tnie. 



BY HIM WE LOTB OFFBNSBD. 
By him n lore nIFcndrd, 



One d*< I 



' aiigef aica, 

od it din. 
vviag hniber. 



ehoJd hiin, a 
LbaI night ]rrHir t 

Enrng'd, 1 bad 
And tun hi* rudi 

OmoiVd ID Im* my hewl : 
Ym, wen b* DOW hijore ma. 

In (pile ot Injur'd pride. 
1 ('-at mj f jfhi would pardon 

Hrfots njr lan^iiii (wild ihiOe. 
Wiih tnithit-'--'-' ■ ■ 



•■ 1m . 



ibolddi 



r 
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swonihowlindnrova, TbnfljjuCim, Ogcoikmlnp! 

Vbrn dimplci Istigb Iht whilr ; PI; wX aw tmniUc durlliuc j 

fttornt ({ipnr r«mlfiil Hh »iiga»h in oblirioB ««p, 

Wbtn kcaKB hu Kunp'd > (nilc.** The tm*i!c of iha put nwUiiiE ; 

..,.,^. IndMdiwftniiomof deiiglu 
Prom »iry (umj bonow. 



■nS BEAtnT aoLD8 TBE SCEPTRB. 
(R.W. Spencer. « 
NaTdBE Kith nifduu ano'd ibe hone ; 
Sbt ^ve Uw ruyal Una foree 

Hjfl dtstioed prey tai«ie cm; 

To guide Ihc raifUiat of the hofse. 

To umc llif rojn^ lioo'i fone. 

She pfud man villi nuon. 

Pix» vomui 1 irtial 

Wu then 001 IH 1 

flubnuBion, truth, uid duly. — 

Oni gifts wen imkll -, 

Some god iDvenied b«ut;- 



She tftnly nlu ■ viceroy « poii. 
Tit Beiutj baldi UiF UFptre. 
Poor waaiu I what, &c. 

TRB MAD GfRL'8 80}IG. 
(J. H. L.Hi.ni.1 
Tlltn1;ennnflithe«le. 

And roHi they purple ibOTC ; 
But how cin [h™ nloriet pnviil 

Wilh > (mile fmm the Upi of mit lov 
But my low he wu UUe nod iinllind. 

When he bade me depart inmt the gi 



ni pWi up til* flo«eri that an dead. 

That love ihall come, pauiog my head, 

Andneal all Ihvii blnuomt a*ay ; 
Bui no, he iha'D't mb me 0\ lhc«, 

Refuial hit wuhei nhall prove ; 
Far he *nnld not. my pauion to pl«a«, 

Inipiic the cold brrui of my love. 
I will viirit l).« eypren lo tad, 

That hanga o'er the duHi nhadoo'd grave 
And I know, lhou>;h ihey lell me I'm mad. 

Thai III IFBC 0» iu bnnihei to wave. 

And ihow all my Fnendi how I vove ; 



Bni mj love, I'm alnid, won't 

To lake the pom gift, though 
Far he (coni'd ihil fond Buttcrii 

And all Ihe wvm wealth of i 
Then III keep it, and Iwine In i 

The green and the boucha iha 
And, when it ihall fade away i 

Sing iXtf^a to it and my love, 



be pr,^«'d 



Lt he Jn< 



THE JGOUAN HARP. 
(Dibdio.) 
ANruios'i Intie and Orphetu' lyra 

Our atnairun' land haips ifupire. 

And ibote we heard no Term. 
Karpi that aauM each femile cham. 
The anowy hKnd, and tvnnded aim. 
That turn xilh man than monal gw* , 
The ilalcly neci, anil lovely lacc. 
Ai npidly the finpn inee 

Each nalunl. But. and ihaip \ 



That 



to f^l. h. 



lo fBH»lhly CR«t, 
Pnun the leraphic, telf-piayeO, )«««l 

lEoiian iMtp. 
The love-sick maid her aniiiou paia 

Venti from yon low'r above. 
And to Che harp poun forth |J» itr^in 

Sacicd to niifht and lo>e. 
Now, irhile the lover ««lei the eus*. 

Ditdalnjng wUeh-dogi or ipriac-gaab 
rbe hour of awignalioB waiti, 

Nor father, brother, bniband ihnmi. 
Their weapom e'er » iharp \ 
the npen'd windon lulls bii feaci, 

While, lollly riding on the bnew, 
Ine veil-known ilpial to hi* e&n 

It gently wafted through the De*t : 
Soundi Ihe chann'd car K unogthly gml. 
From the teraphic, aelf-pla/d, «nc« 

.Goliin harp. 
ttiLa oelle, thsi holding in diwUin 

A-V.'iaclhitlyie. 

Thr Irishharp, Scotch hup. Wclib harp, 
ought o 



The chord, they o 


uuu^k. •uiin, and 






tlOtllHD 10 Ihe lop. 








1 




flat, and .harp. 




>.cht the K 
tie dear « 








TIml 
Th 


ssx. 


'Cno^e^Vplaio. 



.- -ar fo imooihly greri, 
nrihie, aelf-jdsj d, (wee 



SALLY HOV. 



haarl of (iielUle SalU, 
u the hero'* name ; 



i;iii« 
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&om tlie anna of weeping love. 

As ns'd the wair in yonder valley. 
He Tosh d, hit martial pow'r to prove. 

While, £aint with fear, sank lorely Sally. 
At noon, the saw the youth depart ; 

At eve, she lost her darling jo^ ; 
Sie night, the last throb of her neart 

DecUu^d the fate of Sally Roy. 

The virgin-train in tears are seen. 

When yellow moon-light fills the valley. 
Slow stealim^ o'er the dewy green. 

Towards the grave of genUe Sally ; 
And, while remembrance wakes the sigh. 

Which weans each feeling heart from joy ; 
The monmfol dirge, ascenmng high. 

Bewails the fate of Sally Roy. 



TBOU HAST LEFT ME EVER, JAMIE. 

(Bums.) 

Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou haA left me ever ; 
Thoa hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou hast left me ever. 
Often hast thoa vowed that death 

Only should os sever. 
Now thou'st left thy lass for ay — 

1 will see thee never ! 

Thoa hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken : 
Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 

Thou hast me forsaken. 
Thou canst love another maid. 

While my heart is breaking ; 
Soon my weaxy eyes 111 close. 

Never more to waken, Jamie ; 
Never more to waken. 



THE BLIND STAR-GAZER! 



OE, A DREADFUL PREDICTION 



f I 



»» 



Air—'* (kUn Chmtp*t Ramblet,* 
(E. J. B. Box.) 

I'M the showman, with face so brass-mounted. 

That none of the buffien can startle me ; 
The hipk-^ of the fair I am counted. 

And wonder of wonders at BirtUmv! 
If joa come to my booth, there yoall see 

A inse head — and, what's more strangely comi- 
cal. 
That the head of my blmd pig will be 

Full of science and skill astronomical ! 

Spoken.] Walk up, ladies and eemmen ; the 
int booth in the fair, though I am the last to say 
it. Show 'em in there ! the most wonderful won- 
der in the world to be seen ; though blind of both 
eyes, he is a real star-gazer — none of your shams ! 
nbank yon, ma'am ; show that lady to the boxes, 
she has just paid a penny! Walk up here ! Show 
'em in there ; jost going to begin : all ready now 
bat the brads. Now is your time ; only two-pence 
a-piece, and a penny for a whole one. Here's 
the wonderful pig from Constantinople ; only ten 
BMmths old and speaks eleven of the learned lan- 
giuages ! He is just arrived from the East, and is 
as oec^ as the North Star. All ready ; just going 
to begin— the — 

O-whee ! whee ! such a wonder tme 
fiartlemy fair never knew ! 

Be IS the Milton of swine and the Moses 
Of gronters ; I don't blush in telling it ; 

Wlien Copemicas' system he noses. 

He knows it from Newton's by smelling it ! 



Tycho Brah, he allows, might know much. 
But accounts himself more philosophicffJ ; 

And says — Ptolemy's wisdom was such 
Asa blind pig must call pfumiomophieal ' 

Spoken.] There, ladies and gemmen, there ! only 
look at his proboscis ; there is a countenance ; all 
wisdom to the tip end of his nose I " Bear Lard, 
what a pretty creeter !" Pretty, ma'am, he is 
quite handsome ; beautiful as a Circassian vestal, 
or a Spanish bona-roba ! Constitutionally warm, 
his ideas all are tropical ; and the zenith of his 
learning is the nadir of his science ; though he is 
blind, he knows all the stars when he looks at 
them, and can tell the left limb of the moon from 
the right end of a potatoe by astronomical instinct* 
" Can he tell my nativity, mister?" Ill ask him, 
ma'am. He says you live in Petticoat-lane. 
" Bear me ! that s right ; but I means my planet, 
when I was bom ?" I'll ask him that. lie says 
Mercury and Venus were in conjunction, ma'am. 
** Oh, curse his little impudence!" Nay, don't 
be angry, ma'am ; you see he is the real thing ; 
and, as a star-gazer, he is allowed in — 

O-whee I whee ! &c. 

Had my pig been in fair requisition 

(Through his science in poles and polarity) 
To have sailed with the pole expedition 

Success would have been, without parity ! 
But he says, as the North Pole they seek 

Without him, he can clear through Mathesis see 
The danger, if they the pole break. 

Soon Uie world will all tumbled to pieces be ! 

Spoken.] lliere he is, ladies and gemmen ; the 
lirst astronomer in the world and the greatest ma- 
thematician in Europe ; a real Archimedes: knows 
the parallax of his appetite from the equator of his 
stomach, and measures the distance between his 
eye-tooth and his nasal hiatus by his tongue, with 
true mathematical accuracy ; tells all the celestial 
luminaries, from a blazing comet to a wax taper. 
" Pray, sir, I would ask, does he know all the 
signs; the goat, the lion, the ram, the" — The 
ram, oh ! yes, sir, he knows the ram ; that is here, 
in Smithfield. " Lard, sir, why my husband 
means the ram in the zodiac!" Oh ! yes, madam, 
he knows every thing oddyic ; but he does not like 
the ram, because it is an unchaste animal ! He is 
very particular in every thing ; eats nothing but 
lamb-pasties ; and, although he is blind, he won't 
dine without a hnking-gXsLSS before him ; changes 
his coat three times a year, and makes a new 
almanack every month ! " Amazing !" Quite as- 
tonishing, ma am ! He is an — 

O-whee ! whee ! ttt. 



CHEERILY SING THE FOX-HUNTERS' 

ROUND. 

(East.) 

When Sol from the east had illumined the 

sphere. 
And gilded the lawns and the rivlets so clear, 
I rose from my tent, and, like Richard, I called 
For my horse, and my hounds, too, loudly I 

bawled. * 
Hark forward ! my boys, Billy Meadows, he cried : 
No sooner he spoke, but old Renard he spied ; 
Overjoyed at the sight, we began for to skip ; 
Tontoran went the horn, and smack went the 

whip. 

Tom Bramble scour'd forth, when, almost to his 

chin, 
O'crleaping a ditch — by the lord, he leaped m ; 
When, just as it happ'd, but the sly master Ren 
Was sneakingly hastening to make to his den. 
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TO LIVB WITH THEE, MY I 

(Sit Vt\ut Rtleifb.1 
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OUB COUNTRY IS OL'R SHIP, D'Yi! S«- 

(Cobb.) 

Oun eoiinlty ii our ihjp, d'y» tvt. 
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whate*er his station be. 
When dnhr's tail commands, 

Shon/d take his stand. 

And lend a hand. 
As the common canse demands. 

And when our hao^t^ enemies 

Onr noble ship assail. 
Then all tnie-heaited lads despise 

What peril may prevail ; 
Bat, shnnking from the cause we prize. 
If lubbers skulk below. 
To the sharks 
Heave such sparks. 
They assist the conmiim foe. 

Among ourselves, in peace, 'tis true. 

We qoarrel — make a rout ; 
And, having nothing else to do. 

We iairiv fight it out; 
But once tne enemy in view. 

Shake hands — we soon are friends ; 
On the deck. 
Till a wreck. 
Each the common cause defends. 



"HERE'S COMFORT IN A DROP OF GIN. 
' Tkt White GMAufe."— (Tapsell.) 



While srane roar out " the Dog's Meat Man, 
And others chant *' Sweet Lovely Nan," 
In pniae of HoDOEs' Best I sing. 
There's ctmifbit in a drop of gin. 
A drop of gin, the girls thev cry — 
A drop of gin^ the Uds reply ; 
And aU wb^ Irve to ay or grin. 
Find eomfort in a drop of OIN. 

The grave, the ^y, both rich and poor. 

For sorrow find m ^ a cure ; 

The stiff old maid, with pious song. 

In private takes Old JoUp Tom, 

A drop ai gin, the old girl sighi, 

Btes fiM sparkles in her eyes. 

And iriule she prays to keep from sin. 

Finds eomfort in a drop of gin. 

By maiqr names dear Gin is called ; 
" Strip Me naked,** is by porter bawled, 
" Fkuh of Ughlning," the am'rous spark. 
The daadv asks for " Nancy Clark;*' 
** A ward of tape,** and many more, 
Whii^ to repeat is quite a bore ; 
Yet all who wake to cry or grin. 
Find comfort in a drop of OiN. 

llien, while we live to laugh and sin. 
Drink om Old Friend in jolly ein ; 
Care to the wind ! — another glass, 
Soeeess to trade, and smiling lass. 
Let parsons preach, and dotards scan. 
On all the worst of mortal man ; 
Yet all who lose the day or win. 
Find comfort in a drop of GIN. 



THE TOM CAT. 

(Upton.) 

Well, here I am to tell, 

Became it is my fancy, 
I loved a pretty giri. 

And some folks call her Nancy : 
Then Nance, I thought, loved me. 

Or else I dreamt or read so : 
And aU because, d'y'see. 

Why eomebodg had said so. 

Fal lal, &c. 

Vew 'twas bat t'etherday 
I called, a little mellow. 



When out she pops the light. 
And down stairs runs a fellow : 

Says I, pray who's been here ? 
When she, who thought me boosy. 

Cries, nobo(fy, my dear, 
Twas only Tom, our pussy. 

Fal lal, &C. 

Oh ! d — n that Toiu, says I, 

If he comes here, a mousing. 
Then, Nance, my love, goodbye, 

I hate your cat s carousing. 
But we shall wed, says she. 

And everybody cries so ; 
No, that, says I, can't be. 

When everybody lies so. 

Fal lal, &c. 

And ai^ body now 

May cake my darling Nancy ^ 
Because I must allow 

She does not please my fancy : 
That Tom, that d— d Tom cat. 

Should Nance in marriage catch me 
Some strange things may be at. 

And, now and then — may scratch u 

Fal lal, dec 



THE MAID OF SNOWDON. 

(Morton.) 

Lew ELLIN with his Patience, dear. 

Was joined in wedlock's band. 
When war's alarms assail her ear. 

The foe invades the land : 
He march'd among the valiant throng, 

AU proud of heart was he ; 
And, smiling, cried, ' my hrrely bride 

I'U soon return to thee.' 

Oh, Kora, oh! oh, Kora, ohl 
111 soon return to thee. 

She hears the drum, the victors' cry, 

* Your laurels now prepare :' 
She views their march wilh eager eye. 

Her lover is not there ; 
His knapsack blue, shot thro' and thro 

They laid down on her knee, 
^nd, sighing, cried, ' ah, luckless brid 

Hell ne'er return to thee !' 

Oh, Korah, oh! &c. 

She lost her love, she lost her wits. 

She hasten'd far away : 
And now on Snowdon's cliffii she siu. 

And wildly sings her lay : — 
' My eyes I strain across the plain 

In hope my love to see. 
My joy, my pride, behold thy bride ; 

O ! sweet, return to me. 

Oh, Korah, oh! &c. 



THE LABOURER'S WELCOME HOME 
(Dibdin.) 

The ploughman whistles o'er the furrow, 

Th» hedger joins the vacant strain. 
The woodman sings the woodland thorough. 

The shepherd's pipe delights the plain ; 
Where'er the anxious e^e can roam. 

Or ear receive the jocund pleasure, 
Miriads of beings thronging flock. 

Of Nature's song to join the measure. 
Till to keep time, the village clock 
Sounds sweet the labourer's welcome home. 

llie hearth swept clean, hia partner smiling. 

Upon the shining table smokes 
The frugal meal ; while time beguiling. 

The ale the harmless jest ptovokftS\ 



Irm pUyil 



UNIT ESS A L SOSCSTKH 

V* (nnuiH of the lofty doDB, 
Admire hifl lot, — hit eliildretu 

To than hii imilc 
And faiihful Tny, %aiie aum, thit imjing 
Tradgfd with bim, till the villsgs dock 
ProcUimed the Jilwuier*! wrrkdiiie hoDiQ. 
The cheeriag i^^ggttt burnt to poibcn^ 
While lam roaod their ligili keep, 
Thlt poser, vhich poor >nd ikk lemnnben. 
Bach thuilis. naa then rrtirei to ileep ; 
And now the lark cUmbi hlavcn'f Vigh dome, 
Fi»h fiom repoHi — toil'i kind rrliever. 
And. fumiahed with bi> daily nock, 
His dog. bin (tiff, bla keg. hii heaier. 
He travela, till the •iUaie dock 
Squnda, «w«i, the labourer i welcome home. 



OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 

Tarae Urri&c, hierof;l}pUe, 

Aatrononual, all ao ci ' '' 
Oh, fsibei had a jolly 



LITTLE LOVE IS A MISCHIEVOUS BOV. 

(J. a. Payne.) 



Then he pouta, throw) a down, und breaki ii 

Hia vnila haa inch witchery in it. 

That all thfl world withei to win it ; 

But when in hia crosa mooda iliej hear bim. 

All wiah they had never come near him. 



THE ALMANACK MAKER. 

(Kenncy.) 
Oh, falbiuhul It jolly knack 

B^^e^dtfl,"""" ' 

Vety well, 
Ofeclipaeaandwua, 
Of Tenua and Man. 
Vhen ploia were prevenied. 
Fenny pMla were invenicd, 
Of Tume'a dire reproachei, 
And the Itnl hickney CODvbei : 

There'd be bwl or be thuw ; 

Much tain or much heat 

On the fourth or the 

The fifth or Gleventhj 

The tenth or the fiflt 

Tho twentieth or liitrRath. 

But to gua'tl agunal laughtci 
Hb wiaely did guu) 
There'd be more ot 1c» 

Day before, or day after. 

Oh, father hadajollykoack. 

Ot cooking up ar -' ■■ - 

Very well. 
Of >ehea and of paina 
In the tolna and the re 
In the lipa and the uc 
In the l ■ ■ - 



iih. 






Ofa 






When Khool-boya might play ; 
Vhen tempen* would cUltsr, 
When earthqaakci would ihatter ; 



Whencometi 

And Ihe worid be undone. 

Bat yet itill there waa laughter; 
For people would cry, 
Though he aayawo'ivto die. 

It may he today, or day after. 




THE TIGHT LITTLE ISLAKOiJ 
(T. Dibain.) | 

DtDDV Mcptune one day to Freedom did Mfl 

Ifever Hive upon dry Und, 
The <pul I ihonld hit on would he little Brit 
Saya Freedom, why thal'i my own island ; 
O what ■ mug little laland ! 
A right little tight little iiland ' 
Search lbs globe tuund. 
None on be found. 
So happy ai tfaii little ulaod. 
Juliui Cieur, the Roman, who yielded to no 
Came by water— he coo'dn't come by iand 
nd Dane. Pict, and Saion, theii homes t 

And all for the *ake of nur iiland. 
O what a rang little ialand ! 
They'd have a touch at the iiland '. 
Some were shot dead, 
Some of them ded. 



Cried, d-n it. I never lik'd my ! 
t would >>e mare handy, to leave II 
And live an you beaulifnl island ' 



And ha kick'd up a 



it help'd the Non 
hey manued to b 



'. very tni. 
I could he 



ad lake theii 
Oh, the p 
The Dons 



d Billy, tk 



irialM^^H 
ialand^^H 
islaadi^^l 

1 land,* 

ialand^^H 



And but was the woid at the islanil. 
'heie proud pua'dupcakeslboughl to make dufka 

Of our wealth ; but they could hardly spy land. 
Vhcn Dur Drake had the lack to make iheu pride 

duck. 
And Rtoop to the lads of the island- 

Huua for Ihe ladi of the island '. 

The godd noodcn walla of the ialand '. 



Then Freedom a 



my of England, or all they coal< 



e'd ihnwVmsome play for the 
Well fight for our right to thi 
We'll give Ibcm enough of ihc i»l 
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Fiendunen ■lumld JQft 
Bite at the dost. 
Bat not a bit more of the island. 



A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 

(Dibdin.) 

While our minds are expanded^ 

And the ^ass widely handed, 
9o £ace, on this day, bat in smiles shall appear ; 

And since men, all related^ 

Were brothers created. 
Let US wish all creation a hi^y new year. 

No climate so rigid. 
So froaen, so fr^d« 
Bat of sweet love and friendship possesses some 



Those in deserts, so homing. 
The night once returning. 
The U^it of good fellowship welcome the dark. 
Then our pleasure expanded, &c. 

All climates inherit 
Some portion of merit. 
Hint no rice can eclipse, or atrocity quench ; 
Vmj, their rirtue resuming. 
Did reason illumine, 
Iliej're strayed minds our ^)od wishes we'd give 
to the French. 

Then our pleasure expanded, 8tc, 

QUI FOR A PELTING SHOWER OF RAIN. 

A BURLESQUE BRAVURA. 

(Devis.) 

BwBST maid ! like yon meandering stream 
My fond affiections flow ; 
So 1»tsk and clear at &m they start. 
Bat as they cross vour pebbl]^ heart 
IWj sqoeak ! they babble ! boil and steam, 

And seem to say heisho ! 
Hei^M ! oh, oh ! heigho T oh, oh ! so, so, tec. 

My bosom's fires jroar fierce disdain. 
Both like a mIIows blow ; 
I scorch I I bum ! the flames aspire ! 
Now, cruel nymph ! I faint ! expire ! 
Oh ! for a pelting shower of rain. 

To COM me ere I go ! 
flei^o ! oh, oh ! heigho ! oh, oh ! so, so, &c. 

Bait if the rain will not come down. 
Bring all the engines in the town, 
Tlwyni do as well, you know 



STUFF THY SKIN WITH JOLLY GOOD 

ALE. 

(Bishop of Bath and Wells, 1566.) 

Back and syde go bare, go bare. 
Both foote and hand go colde. 

But bellv, God send thee eood ale enough, 
Whetner it be newe or olde. 

I cannot eat but litUe meat. 

My stomache is not good. 
Bat sine I think that I csn drink 

With him that wears a hood ; 
Though I go bare, take ye no care, 

I am notbing a colde : 
I atuffe my skm lo full within. 

Of joUy good ale and olde. 

Back and syde go bare, &c. 

I love not roast, but a nut-brown toste. 

And a crab layde in the fire, 
A lytle bread shall do me 'stead, 

M ach broi^e I not desire i 



No frost or snow, no wind, I trow. 

Can hurt me if I wolde, 
I am so wrapt and throwlv lapt 

Of jolly good ale and olde. 

Back and syde go bare, kc^ 

And Tyb, mv wife, that as her life 

Loveth well good ale to seek. 
Full oft drinks she, tyll ye may see 

The tears run down her cheeke ; 
Then doth she trowle to me the bowJe, 

Even as a maulte-worm shoolde. 
And •ayth, sweetheart, I tooke my part 

Of this jolly olde ale and good. 

Back and syde go bare, &c. 

Now, let them drynke tyll they nod and winke. 

Even as good fellows shoulde doe. 
They shall not mvsse to have the blisse 

Good ale doth brine men to : 
And all poor loales that have scowred bowles. 

Or have them lustily trolde, 
God save the lives of them and their wives. 

Whether they be youi^e or olde. 

Back and syde go bare, && 

• ^^^^^^^^ 

HAIL, DIVINE URANIA, HAIL! 

(Jackson.) 

Wake the lute and quivering strings, 
MytHe truths Urania brings. 
Friendly visitant, to thee 
We owe the depths of Mannry, 
Fairest of the virgin choir 
Warbling to the golden lyre. 
Welcome here, uy art prevail. 
Hail, divine Urania, hail ! 

Here, in /r»end«Af^'« sacred bowV, 
The downy- winged and smiling* hoar 
Mirth invites, and $ocial song. 
Nameless mysteries among. 
Crown the bowl, and fill the glass 
To every virtue, every grace. 
To the brotherhood resound 
Health, and let it thrice go round. 

We restore the times of old. 
The blooming, glorious age of gold ; 
As the new creation free. 
Bless *d with gay Euphrosyne, 
We with god- 1 ike science walk. 
And with fair Astnea talk : 
Innocence adorns the day 
Brighter than the smiles of May. 

Potir the rosy wine again. 
Wake a lou(fer, louder, strain! 
Rapid Zephyrs, as ye fly. 
Waft otir voices to the sky. 
While we celebrate the nine 
And the wonders of the trine. 
While the angels sing above. 
As we below, of peace and love* 



DON GIOVANNI. 

(Moncrieff.) 

There liv'd in Spain, as stories tell oh. 

One Don Giovanni, 
Among the girls a deuce of a fellow \ 
And he had a servant they call'd Leporello» 
With his prime, buffo, canto, basso, 

Heigho, sigh'd Don Giovanni. 

He serenaded Donna Anna, 

Did Don Giovanni, 
He swore she was more sweet than manna ; 
Then into her window he stole to trepan her 
With his wheedle, tweedle, lango dUlo, 

O wicked Dun Giovanni* 



ksa 
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The commandant, her guardian tnie» 

Caught Don Giovanni ; 
Says he, you're a blackguard, ran, »ir, do» 
I will, says Giovy, and then run him through. 
With his carteH>, tierce-o, thrust-o, pierce-o. 

And away ran Don Giovanni. 

1 weddine he met, and the bride 'gan to woo. 

Fie, Don Giovanni ! 
' am running away, will you run away too ? 
iaid he. Yes, savs she, I don't care if I do ; 
(Vith my hclter, skelter, questo, presto. 

What a devil was Don Giovanni. 

To a church-yard he came, being once at a low. 

Lost Don Giovanni, 
Where the commandant's statue sat on a stone 

horse, 
^Ake King Charles' statue that's at Charing-cross, 
With his saddle, bridle, falchion, truncheon. 

Will you give me a call ? said Giovanni. 

To call on Giovanni the statue wasn't slow. 

Bold Don Giovanni, 
Will you sup, Mr. Statue ? said he : — it cried no ; 
For you must sup with me in the reeions below. 
Off my brimstone, sulphur, pitch-on, smoke-oh, 

111 be d — n'd if I do, cnod Giovanni ! 



STAND OFF!— I'M NOT YET WED. 

(J. H. Payne.) 

No, no, no, no, — I'm not yet wed ; 

Stand off, stand off !— O fie, sir ! 
Till " Yes," at church, these lips have said. 
You shall not them come nigh, sir. 

And yet I don't see 

What harm there can be — 

And if there's the blist 

In a chance-stolen kiss 
That the minstrel so often hath vaunted. 

Oh it must have a spell 

Moi« than minstrel can tell 
When by virtue to love it is granted ; 

So, I think there's no sin. 

Just a single one in ; — 
No, no, no, no, — I'm not yet wed, &c. 



VIVE LE ROI! 

A DOET. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

For whom do you sigh ? 

Mon cher ami. 
Where does he lie f 

Dans votre lit. 
Say, is he nigh T 

En verity, oui. 
Any thing more would you ask of me ? 
Say to your true love — " how do you do ? 
Eh bien !— comment vous portez-vous ? 
How here did you come ? 

Travers le mer. 
Where is your home ? 

En Angleterre. 
England you love ? 

Ah oui, ma foi ! 
To her king youll be true ? 

Vive le roi ! 

England I love for you. 

You love for me, ma foi ! 
You love it too? 

Ah oui, je crois! 
How here did you come T 

Travers le mer. 
And where is your home T 

En Angleterre ! 



From whom did you roam 

Mon trcs joli pere. 
England I love for yon. 

You love for me, ma foi. 
You love it too ? 
Ah oui, je crois. 
Fidelity I expect from you ; 
Eh bien '.—comment vous portes-vous. 
To her king we'll be true ; 
Vive le roi I 



^^^^^^^*- 



MR. AND MRS. PRINGLE. 

An obstinate man had a scold for his wife, 

Mr. and Mrs. Pringle ; 
They led, you'll suppose, a queer cat-and-dog life 

Like tavern-bells, always at jingle. 
Mr. P. was a man to his word who stuck fast. 

He declared — when he'd said it, he'd said it ; 
Mrs. P. stuck to her word, and would have th« 
last. 

So for comfort youll give them some credit. 

Poor souls ! 

To Richmond by water determined to go, 

Mr. and Mrs. Pringle; 
He wanted the sail up, but she said no ! 

The thouffhts of it made her tingle. 
He insisted it should be put up, with a frown. 

And declared — when he'd said it he'd said it ; 
She vowed if it was put up she'd pull it down. 

So for fimmcss youll give them some credit. 

Firm souls ' 

For the sail then beginning to pnU and to haul, 

Mr. and Mrs. Pringle ; 
Says the boatman — " Youll into the Thames both 
fall, 

With other odd fish to mingle." 
And into the river they sure enoogh roU'd 

As soon as the waterman said it i 
So out of hoi water they sot into oAd^ 

For extremes then you 11 give them some credit. 

Wet souls. 

Then the drags were procur'd, in an instant, to find 

Mr. and Mrs. Pringle ; 
Mrs. P. was brought up, but her spouse left behind ; 

She, in tears, cried— I'm lost, I'm le^L single. 
At leneth the odd fish was logg'd out, almoat 
drown'd. 

Dispelling her fears as she said it : 
So with nursing and kissing they speedily fcmna 

That perversity gain'd 'em no credit. 

Loving souls ! 



THE GATHERING OF CLAN CONNELL 

(Walter Scott.) 

Pibroch, of Donnell Dhn! 

Pibroch, of Donnell, 
Wake thy wild voice anew. 

Summon Clan Council ! 
Come away, come away. 

Haste to the summons ; 
Come in your war-array. 

Gentles and conunons. 

Come from deep glen an'. 

From mountain so rocky — 
The war-pipe and pennon 

Are at Iverlocky ; 
Come every hill-plaid. 

And true heart that wears one ; 
Come every steel-blade. 

And strong hand that bears one ! 

Leave the deer, leave the steer. 
Leave nets and ba ig a a 
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ml your nlsidi, drsn 

Pihretb, of Donnrll Dbu! 
No* for lb* au«l ! 



LE^'I LYON. 



Ana, ihoiuh nlled fc i»At rogue. I'ju * very good 



Ib dc bnar, in do field, i 



t gtMt rogue. I ui » very guci 
■1 liutdj, fct. 






Faldstsl faddy, &c.' 
I'm nDcd ■ ;rail fool by ihe hi of the Jewt. 

Faldncsl, &c. 
*C.W 1 Mm. TO ihcn pucklei where ll>e folk^h 






-I rani«canho.goon. 
Fal dr ml loddj, &d. 



U I fed Ui llii* rOiiDtry my bunniih tlihi'e, 
Pnl de n.' 
I^doa't kninr bnl [ mighl c»lrnlale on a vi 



Ttl de nl laddy. be. 



^f BBIXO PLOWBIIS. 

(Mr4. R™»n..l 
B(l«e Boven, ynuDg Do' 
" *icaijir tlu cvp 

— .„__■ .1 g (priBging 



the rmil board . 



Bnag Smrvn! Omj * 

TlKir bnwii loao ool on ihc uuibern gali 
And tba Uwb of tbe ino-beain bath wa 

To dMk lb* hall •here tb* bright wine Am 
Brinj Down*. 10 mow hi Ihe conijm-for'i i 




Cbal iny tougue can never tell, 

:e thii pledge— b lovrr'i tighi, 

-bat Mill I love tbee, Routel, 

Bow I love thee, Roiabe.. 



__^ idlly^. 

Thai th^ nusnnaa ne'ei wai in waiu of a fan. 
Wbai ligbti of fine follu be oft mw'd In hit 
wfierry; 

Twaa clean d ool lonice, and » piainled witbal ; 
Ae wu al-ayi 6nt oan when tbe £ue eiiy ladie* , 

In a party lo Ranelagh went, or Viuiball ; 4 

And ofieiiiiinee would they be ginlioE nd l«eriasl,,1 
Uui'lwu altooelDToiD their nbing and jeering I -^ 
For loiiDg or Uking he little did care, i 

And yet, bnl to aea bow mange Ibinn happm. 
At be roVd aionv, Ibinliine of aothinr U all. 

He wai piyd bv a damtel lo lovely and charmiiift 
That ihe imiVd, and w iiraighiway in Inve Sim 



^^ 
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Add would thii young damsel but banish hit sor* 



Re'd wed her to-nieht — before to-morrow. 
«.nd how should this waterman ever know care 
^hen he's married, and never in want of a fare. 



ELYSIUM ON EARTH. 

(T. Moore.) 

Come hither, come hither ! by night and by day. 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone. 

Like the wave of the summer — as one dies away 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on ; 

And the love that is o'er, in expiring, gives birth 
To a new one as warm, as nnequuled in bliss ; 

And, oh ! if there is an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 

Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 

As the flowers of the amra just oped by a bee, 
And precious their tean as that rain from the sky 

Which turns into pearls as it falls to the sea. 
Oh ! think what the kiss and smile must be worth, 
When the sigh and the tear are so perfect in 
bliss : 
And own, if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 

Here sparkles the nectar that, hallowed by love. 
Could draw down those angels of old from their 
sphere. 
Who for wine on this earth left the foontaini above 
And forgot heaven's stars, for the eyes we have 
here. 
And, blessed with the odour our goblet gives forth. 
What s])irit the sweets of his Eden would miss ? 
For, oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is tnis. 

There's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has 

told. 

When two, that are linked in one heavenly tie. 

With heart never changing, and brow never cold. 

Love on through all ills, and love on till they die. 

One hour of passion so sacred is worth 

Whole a^ of heartless and wandering bliss ; 
And, oh, if there be an Elysium on earUi, 
It is this, it is this. 



GIVE ME A FACE THAT MAKES SIMPLI- 
CITY A GRACE. 

(Ben Jonson.) 

Still to be neat, still to be dressed 

As vou were going to a feast ; 

Still to be powdered, still perfumed. 

Lady, it is to be presumed. 

Though art's hid causes are not found. 

All is not sweet — all is not soimd. 

Give me a look, give me a face. 
That makes simplicity a grace ; 
Robes loosely flowing, hair as free. 
Such sweet neglect more pleaseth me 
Than all the adulteries of art, — 
They strike my eye, but not my heart. 



A BUMFER, A FRIEND, AND THE GIRL 
OF YOUR HEART. 

(Upton.) 

To Venus and Bacchus those spiriu divine, 

I pledge in fiill bumpers libations on earth. 
For friendship and love shall e'er hallow the 
shrine 
Prom whence ail such comforts of life owe tfitir 
birth ^ 



Though care may embitter the pleasures of man, 
'Tis wine, cheering wine, that can temper the 
smart ; 

Then quafi* it ye mortals, and make it your plan 
To bumper a friend and a girl of your heart. 

Should envy intrude on the raptures of love. 

And her poison fraueht adders malignantly hiss : 
Let constancy follow the faith of the dove. 

And the narpies shall die through sincerity's 
kiss \ 
Then fill me a flagon, fill, fill to the brim. 

Ami let each good fellow with me bear a part. 
For my song and sentiments made but for him 

Who driiiks to a friend and the girl of his heart. 

To sonow or discord I ne'er turn my mind. 

What have I with the minions of trouble to do! 
With Venus's myrtle my brows are entwin'd. 

And each throb of my heart e'er to friendshi}; 
is true: 
While I breathe in this world, let me taste sucl 
delieht. 

As Bacchus and Venus can only impart ; 
And like a true Briton, III drink day and night 

To a brotherly friend and the girl of my heart. 



»^^^^^^^ 



THE SOLDIER'S BRIDE. 
Air—" The BM I>ra90on.''— (Fitcsimoot.) 

The moon was beaming silver bright. 

The eye no cloud coidd view ; 
Her lover's step in silent night. 
Well pleased the damsel knew. 
At midnight hour. 
Beneath Uie tower. 
He murmurs soft, — " Oh ! nothing feaiia^ 

With thine own true soldier fly. 

And his faithful heart be cheering. 

List, dear, 'tis I, 

List, list, list, love. 

List, dear, 'tis I, 

With thine own true soldier fly. 

Then whispered love, — " Oh ! maiden^ bir$ 

Ere morning sheds its my. 
Thy lover calk, all peril dare. 
And haste, to horse, away. 
In time of need 
Yon eallant steed. 
That champs the rein, delay reproving. 

Shall each peril bear thee by 
With his master's charmer roving ; 
List, dear, 'tis I, &c. 

And now her gallant si^dier't bride. 

She's fled her home afar ; 
And chance, or joy, or woe betide. 
She'll brave with him the war ! 
And bless the hour 
When 'neath the tower. 
He whispered soft, — " Oh ! nothing feaiing* 

With thine own true soldier fly ; 
And his faithful heart be cheering. 
List, dear, 'tis I, &c 



THE MORN UNBARS THE GATES OP 

LIGHT. 

(Cherry.) 

The mom unbars the gates of light. 
The landscape smiles in beauty bright. 
The nightingales now swell their throatit 
And on the wings of silence floats ; 
Hark ! the huntsman's hom so shrill. 
The woods around with echos fill ! 
Badi sportsman mounu his panting steed* 
And o'er the trembling earth they ^P^edf 
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The welkm nsonndi. 
With horns and with hoondi, 
Tantara, tantara, &c. 

Tae itag ponnea his eager flight. 
The hnnteis keep their prey in sight ; 
The standi old pack, with wondrons qieed. 
Rash forward o er each plain and mead ; 
Haik, hark ! the hontsman blows his horn! 
The stag's at bay— his fate forlorn ! 
Hie trwnbling tears steal from his eyes, 
▲nd, lost injmef, the antler dies. 

Tlie welkin resounds, tec, 
^^■^^^^^» 

iAN THE BOAT, BOYS,— YEO> HEAVE, 

YEO! 

(Ward.) 

I'm a toogh, true-hearted sailor, 

Carelesa and all that, d'ye see, 
Kerer at the times a railer, — 

What is time or tide to me ? 
All most die when fate shall will it. 

Providence ordaios it so ; 
bollet has iu billet, 

Man the boat, boys— Yeo, heave, Yeo ! 

Life's at best a sea of trouble, 
" He who fears it is a dunce : 
Death, to me, an empty bubble, 
I can never die but once. 
** Blood, if duty bids, I'U spill it, 
** Yet I have a tear for woe ; 

** Every bullet has its billet, aw. 

ShnMided in a hammock, glory 

Celebrates the fallins brave ; 
<Ni ! how many, famed in story. 

Sleep below, in ocean's cave. 

rang uie can, bovs — let us fill it, 

Sbll we shun the fight ? oh, no ! 

Every bullet has its billet, &c. 



a« 



«« 



•« 



»* 



FAITH, I'LL AWA' TO THE BRIDAL. 
Aii^" F^ MMs' to the Bru/a<."— (Planche.) 

rAITH, 111 awa' to the bridal. 

Tut there wiU be tippling there ; 
For nry lady's a going to be married. 

To whoai I don't know, and don't care. 
B«t I know we shall all be as frisky 
And tipsy as pipers, good lack ; 

lo that there s plenty of whisky. 
She may marry the devil for Mac. 
So, faith, I'D awa' to the bridal, &c 



I once left the bottle for Cupid, 

And bade an adieu to my glsss ; 
I a iMu e ie d, and sighed, and looked stupid. 

And courted a cherry-cheek*d lass. 
She tnm'd out a jilt : — 'twere a lie should I 

Say, that it give me no pain ; 
For sor l o w i ng made me so dry, that I 

Took to my bottle again. 

So, faith. 111 awa' to the bridal, &c. 

Tliey say there's five reasons for drinking, 

Jm. more, I'm sure, may be got ; 
For I never could find, to my thinking, 

A reason why people should not. 
A sixth 111 not scruple at giving, 

m name it, while 'tis in my head ; 
"Tis, if you don't drink while you're living. 

Yon never will after you're dead. 
So, faith. 111 awa*^ to the bridal, &c. 

MY HIGHLAND HOME 
(Morton.) 

My Highland home, where tempests blow 
Aad cold thy wintry looks ; 



Hit mountains crowned with driven snow. 

And ice-bound are thy brooks ; 
But colder far the Scotsman's heart. 

However far he roam. 
To whom these words no joy impart, — 
My native Highland home. 

Then gang with me to Scotland, dear. 

We ne'er again will roam ; 
And with thy smiles, so bonny, cheer 
My native Highland home. 

When summer comes, the heather bell 

Shall tempt thy feet to rove ; 
The cushat dove, within the dell. 

Invites to peace and love : 
For blithesome is the face of day. 

And sweet's the bonnie broom ; 
And pure the dimpling riUs that play 

Around my Highland home. 

Then gang with me to Scotland, &c. 



THE WELSH HARPER. 

(Parry.) 

Over the sunny bills I stray. 

Tuning many a rustic lay ; 

And, sometimes, in the shadowy vales 

I sing of love and battle tales : 

Memly^ thus I spend vay life. 

Though poor, my breast is free from strife * 

The blithe old Harper called, am I, 

In the Welsh vales, 'mid mountains high« 

Sometimes, before a castle gate. 
In song, a battle I relate ; 
Or, how a lord, in shepherd's guise. 
Sought favour in a virgin's eyes : 
With rich and poor, a welcome guest. 
No cares intrude upon my breast ; 

The blithe old Harper, he 

When sol illumes the western sky. 
And evening zephyrs softly sigh. 
Oft time, on village green, I play. 
While, round me, dance the rustics, gay ^ 
And oft, when veiled by sable night. 
The wandering shepherds I delight. 
The blithe old Harper, &c. 



WHEN I DRAIN THE ROSY BOWL. 

(Fawkes.) 

When I drain the rosy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my soul ; 
To the Nine I raise my song. 
Ever fair and ever young ; 
When full cups my cares expel. 
Sober counsels, then, farewell : 
Let the winds that murmur, sweep 
All my sorrows to the deep. 

When I drink dull time away. 
Jolly Bacchus, ever gay. 
Leads me to delightful bowers. 
Full of fragrance — full of 6owe«ii ; 
When I ouaff the sparkling wine. 
And my locks with roses twine. 
Then I praise life's rural scene. 
Sweet, sequestered, and serene. 

When I sink the bowl profound. 
Richest fragrance flowing round. 
And some lovely nymph detain, 
Venus then inspires the strain , 
When from goblets, deep and wide^ 
I exhaust the generous tide. 
All my soul unbends ; — I play 
Gamesome with the young and gay* 






UXITERSIl S0>' 




HERBY SOl'VDS THE DRUM. AND HKR- 

RY SOLNI*S THE FIFR. 

(B. Kiufki.) 

Meexv Kranjli the dnuit uul mairiaaiuU die 

Aim! nen j, boji, hlfttj. hoyt, u ihe •oldier'f life ^ 
Mbtj, mmy, ai«n, boyi, ii ihe m^Aiti'i life. 
Pot aieny tQimd* ifae dnun, boji, Bbd merrr 

tcdibiB ibe fife. 
WIul, ihou^ lit died in bitlle. Mill he lini in 

For uninoiul ii Ihe heut ihu b«a ill hM in 



THB PORBCASTLB MAX'S THE SHIP. 

(DibdiD.) 
YnCR fiqikiof; iie* any, m finerr. : 



Od cbe dedu. 



ttem. wi^nu 



wf, u 



ig the head. 
OLd tough experienced tailun inoi*, 
WhEre'er Ihey tiUw theit Oij), 



The forecuile man't the f hip. 
Ytmr delic»fe frab-vtler piaiien m*y 
With diintin, aod !<te nUling aldetiD 



Old loogb experienced lailon ki 



HAIL! MASOHRY. THOU SACRED ART! 
Hail! Huobtj, Ihonucredart! 

Olori^ndivine-, 
Kind inrtaec of each KKiil hean. 
And favourite af (he nine. 
And favooriu of the nine. 
Bjihee we're Uuihl out act* to iqsace, 

To mea*ure life\ ihon *paa ; 
And each infinoitj Id bru. 

By Ihee we'w tanghl. Sir. 
Though Envj'i tongue •h'-uld btut ihj fame. 

And iroonace msj meet ; 
Yet, Hill th. ancient hoDODred name 

li, to cad) brother, dear ; 



Then f Hike the blow. 



I,0!*DOS CHEATS 1 
Ol. WHAT ARE YOD ATT WHAT ARE YOD ABTER ? 
In Loodmi, Then comical jokei ;o Iree, 
There are comical modeK of cbealing ; 
Birch-broomt are cut up for Bauchong and Buhea, 

And piaster for bread you're eating. 
Sl-OKEH.] How do Ton do. Mn. Cophuulum, I 
nope yuu approve of ute f^nuine tra: Oh. yen; 
newbmomt iweepelesn, and I have no oec aiion 
to buy birch one* while I deal at your shop far Ice. 
There's nothing like my cheap bread, uyi Doughy, 
the baker. Oh, ye*, layi Needy, yon fotgel, 
waiter of Pari* i> very like it. 

niiat are you all radh knave rany cry, 
■" hnfeel. mybone- ' 



What are y 



rpply. 



IBMle-wap i* ui'i ahiii. 
Spoken.] Bj the pewm of Pnll Kcflw. ■ 
Mai, but you've mordered mydear frigid, P^iru 
O'Sbanghnei^, An, after laViug a nocgin of vh 



off ID a htaie. and aet fire to the hoou ; I 
■othing at sU but tpititi of wine, you liogn 

What are you at ! fcc. 
Moist fofiBi ia made from thebAi red nui 

Kewmilk, frem whiting and a-aier i 
Sloe juioe pOLKUu half the land. 

And the weighti gM thortei and ahonet 
Spoken.] I hope, layt Mr. Deputy DboU*- 
thjoat, you found the port I taa yon laU of ihe 
right HrtT ail yean n bottle, bc; I wart 
lude your heaK ^lad. You meHu ny b 
Mr. Deputy^ out of liit fricnda whom ] innwd tB 
partake of it, foar have already been booked, ii 

Mn. Fribble have been eonfined with inaamcalk 
ever since : instead of importer of foreign «iM . 
Deputy, I'd have you vrile up, rtoiler of 



Bngliihp< 



Whalaieyonal! h 
>flee is hone-beaiit grmodt 



Sporen.] 1 

laireoktlLan 

t fortnight, — 1 



if it, you Judy, is *hi( 



more milk drank is U _ . 
t cow* in England nuld gfv* 
Blunderakull. bow aa ttat 

What arc jronai! 



LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY. 
And the river >-ilh the aceu. 



Why not t 
And Ihe wi 



And the i 

What are a 

If thou k 



laim kias high hfkvm 

m™rd"be'^veo 

ighl clups ihc eanhi 
on-beami klia Ibe •« 



TIS LOVE, TI9 LOTK! 
i^'- CenriMovr."— <W. BaJL) 
Love, 'twas Love, that made A* « 



What prompu the wife'i deure to pld 

What lightly drawl whew Pleaan* « 
Eirusing itill the sweet Bac«B I 
What imooth* the rosd, wh*n P 
A nd Gmnd'-ur keep the gate T 
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imtkewtt, tlMpo0tAraf 
makM the meiMt triilen joj t 
lay the hrnte with mniI inspife* 
istanU vige to hrave employ t 
lat call* our humble graces 
?o quit their fortnncs low f 
xi%melefla honouri placet 
>n many a wadded brow? 

Tit Love, 'tit Love, &c. 

ly a friend and patron warm 
makes the ▼ent'root artitt tare ? 
rmptt 6eeh yoath each native charm 
ck with Faahion't every lore ? 
K> aendt on wild-goote chatet, 
LUke the grave aod gay, 
.ong the iwetty facet!- 
le very wise ones say. 

Tit Love, 'tit Love, &c. 

the farthest, wildett hillt, 

n the ooort or cottage pale, 

r, air, by fieldt, and riUt, 

ud hall, or rural vale, — 

lat makes fond hntbands, tay yon ? 

lind wives, and lovers true i 

ar turtle-doves, I pray you ? 

Lnd what your cnckoos, too? 

Tit Love, 'tis Love, &c. 



THE CHINK ; 
hbt! thou master op all things 

BELOW. 

(Dibdin.) 

y! thoo master of all thinss below, 
diain thon'rt the principal link : 
purchase a' friend, or can buy on a foe, 
t black appear white, like the chink ? 

ers, physiciauis, in short, every tribe, 

eat dip the pen in the ink, 

f write, or advise, or contult, or pre* 

not for the sake of the chink ? 

and at women, high, low, great, and 

n. 

life, 'tis the victuals, the drink ; 
I universal acknowledged — all, all. 
It the sound of the chink. 

Uk of Cupid, for thine, far above 
er to nothing can sink ; 
istraction, could have her I love, 
' I had but the chink ! 



THE CAVALIER 
(Sir Walter Scott.) 

e dawn on the mountain was mitty and 

■* 

ve has mounted his steed and away ; 
over valley, o'er dale, and o*er down, 
ield the brave gallant that fighu for the 

led the silk doublet, the breast-plate to 

r, 

Kced the steel cap o'er his long-flowing 

r; 

lelt to his stirrup his broad sword hangs 



bield the brave gallant that fights for the 



mi. 



His watch-word is honour, his pay b renown — 
God strike with the gallant that strikes for th 

crown! 
They may boast of their Fairfax, their Waller* 

and au 
The round-headed rebels of Westminster-hall ; 
But tell these bold traitors of proud London town . 
That the spears of the North have encircled th 

crown* 

There's Derbv and Cavendish, dread of their foes 
There's Erin s high Ormond, and Scotland's Mon 

trose! 
Would you match the base Skippon, and Massey 

and Brown, 
With the Barons of England that fight for th« 

crown? 
Now joy to the breast of the brave cavalier ! 
Be his banner unconquered, resistless his spear. 
Till, in peace and in triumph, his toils he majr 

drown. 
In a pledge to fair England, her church, and her 



crown; 



:ht8 of fair England that broad sword hr 

ws, 

I his leader, her church is his cause ; 



CRANIOLOGY ; 

OR, THE POWERS OP OALL. 

Air — " Derry down,** — (T. Jones.) 

If you talk about doctors, the head of them all 
Is that long-headed doctor, the great Doctor Gall, 
Who shoots off his lectures, and brings down his 

gulls. 
And rows on to fame by the use of his skulls. 

Derry down, &c. 

One Lavater, we know, put his faith in the fsce. 
But the great Doctor Gall takes in moro of the 

case ; 
For he thinks the craw^iiwi shows us more plain 
The passions and notions that float on thp brain. 

Derry down, &c. 

He fancies his skill can decide a man's fate 

By a view of the lumps and the bumps on his 

pate J 
But for lumps and for bumps, I must candidly 

own, 
I suspect he's a precious great lump of his ^wn. 

Derry down, &c. 

If to jail he repair he soon finds out by fcclinsc 
That thieves have strong symptoms o( picking i.nd 

stealing ; 
In mad-houses, too, the same theory hits. 
For he finds out that madmen are out ot ihcir wii«. 

Derry down, 6s.c. 

If by lumps on the skull, and by bumps on ihH 

pate. 
Can be told of each man both the conduct and 

fate: 
How desirable trulv it must be to all 
To know all about nere and her after from Gall. 

Derry down, &c. 

But I doubt very much if our passage through 

time 
Can be sweetened bv Gall or his science sublime ; 
For 'tis pretty well known what he's hitherto said. 
Has but little effect on the heart or the head. 

Derry down, &c. 

As for judgement by lumps or of bomps I hav 

none. 
If I had, by this Gall 1 should soon be outdone ; 
Su on this grave subject I choose to sine small , 
And leave heads to the head of the long-headf 

Gall. 

Derry down, kc 
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EMMA, THE MAID OF THE MILL. 

(Upton.) 

I LOVE and mm loved by a maid. 

No language her charms can expreat. 
She is more than e'er painter portrayed. 

And fairer than fancy can dress ! 
Then she, thoagh unconsdons of sway. 

Can humble me proudest at will ; 
Oh, yes ! and to prove what I say, 

'TIS Emma, the Maid of the MUl. 

But why should I sing in her praise. 

When thousands, more able than me. 
Delight to enrol in their lays 

The beautiful Nymph of the Dee ! 
And the Dee, winding Dee's silver stream. 

As it flows by the slope of the hill. 
Can prove that the villagers' theme 

Is Emma, the Maid of the Mill ! 

Come, virgins, your chaplets twine. 

For Emma, your friend and your queen! 
For Emma, that's soon to be mine. 

And you shall her bridemaids be seell. 
In truth, we have dallied too long, 

And Hymen his ritM must fulfil ; 
Then now let her charms be vour soiu;. 

Sweet Emma, the Maid of the Mill! 



AH ! COUNTY GUY. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

An, County Guy ! the hour is nigh. 

The sun is on the lea ; 
The orange-flower perfumes the bower. 

The breeze sweeps o'er the sea ; 
The lark his lay, who thrilled all day. 

Sits hushed, his partner nigh ; 
Breeze, bird, and flower, they know the hour. 

But where is County Guy ? 

The villager steals through the shade. 

Her shepherd's wish to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattice high. 

Sings hieh-bom Cavalier ; 
The star of love, all stars above. 

Now reigns o'er earth and sky. 
And high and low the influence know. 

But where is Coimty Guy ? 



WHILE PENSIVE I THOUGHT ON THE 

BENCH. 



Loeer 



1SJ£NUH. 
Air — " When penrive I thought on n^ 
(J. A. Pearce.) 

Whilr pensive I thought on the Bench, 

There came at my door a loud rap ; 
It gave my poor heart such a wrench, 

My creditors round me did scrape ; 
Oh ! I wished that Old Nick had been there. 

To have snatched tailor, lawyer, and all. 
From a wretch given up to despair. 

But told 'em to-morrow to call. 

Says they, your to-morrow won't do, 

Tis a tale we've too oft had before ; 
So, thinks I, I must now bid adieu 

To Fashion's gay life and uproar ; 
Yes, yes, my swell coves ! we must part. 

To the Bench I must now quickly hie : 
If three months there does not break my heart. 

Your debts will then be all my eye. 

In limbo three months there I lay, 
*MongBt gamettert, and blaeklegt, and Greeht ; 

My time it passed gaily away. 

Bach day of them learning fresh freaks ; 



I went in a complete Jemmy Oreem, 
But came out again more discreet ; 

The finishing toiidi having seen. 
My learning is now quite complete. 



GO, ROVER, GO! 

(Kenney.) 

Go, rover, go ! from clime to dime. 

In search of pleasure range ; 
And as the flagging wing of time 

You cheat with endless change. 
May each new friend afar yon find. 
Be true as those you leave behind. 

Go, rover, go, go, go. 

And should some charm, as yet unfelt. 

Around that bosom play. 
Some beauty's brighter ra^diance melt 

Its icy fears away ! 
May she you love be true and kind. 
As one you joyless leave behind. 

Go, rover! go, go, go 



1 LOCKED UP ALL MY TREASURF 

(Dibdin.) 

I LOCKED up all my treasure, 
I journey d many a mile. 

And by my grief <j[id measure 
The passing time awhile. 

My business done and oreTp 

1 hasten *d back amain. 
Like an expecting lover. 

To view It once again. 

But this delight was stifled. 

As it began to dawn, 
I found the casket riAed, 

And all my treasnre gone. 



^^^^^^^^ 



OH THE DAYS WHEN I WAS YOUNG 
(R. B. Sheridan.) 

Oh the days when I was young. 

When I laughed at fortune's spite \ 
Talked of love the whole day lon^. 

And with nectar crowned the night. 
Then it was, old father Care, 

Little reck'd I of his frown. 
Half thy malice youth could bear. 

And Uie rest a bumper drown. 

Oh the days, &c. 

Truth, they say, lies in a well. 

Why, I vow I ne'er could see ; 
Let the water drinkers tell. 

There 'twill always lay for me ; 
For when sparkling wine went round. 

Never saw I falsehood's mask. 
But still honest truth I found 

In the bottom of each flask. 

Oh the days, Stc. 

True, at length my vigour's flown ; 

I have years to bring decay. 
Few the locks that now I own. 

And the few I have are gray : 
Yet, old Jerome, thou mayest boett. 

While thy spiriu do not tire. 
Still beneath thy ace's frost. 

Glows a spark of youtkful fire. 

Oh the days. Kc 
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VITB L'AMOUR. 
(Moitoo.) 

DSAR hntbuidy take no jealous flights* 

Twill make jcni forehead tingle* 
TLe dames of France know well their nifttM, 

Or better far live single. 
The heart will still go pit-a-pat. 

T he eye will seek to lure ; 
What, banish ogling, and all that! 

An contraire — Vive rAmour ! 

Of spinning- wheels I hate the sound, 

Abd knitting b so teasing ; 
But in the damre's giddy round 

I find the art of pleasing. 
My loot is to the tune so pat, 

I cannot sit mum chance. 
What, banish ogling, and all that! 

An contraire — Vive la Danse ! 

MISS BRIDGET ADAIR. 

Miss Bsidoct Adair UyM up one pair of stairs. 

In a street leading out of Soho ; 
Ajid though lovely and fair, had seen thirty years. 

Without being blest with a beau. 
Bmt it happen'd one May-day, the morning was 



She heard in the passage a tread : 
It was just as the clock of St. Ann's had gone nine. 
Miss Bridget was just out of bed. 

The tread it grew nearer, the knocker it stirred. 

And a rapping did gnitly ensue ; 
Who's there ? cried Miss Bridget ; — a whisper was 
heard. 
Off, ' madam, I Afs for yoa!' 
What ! for me does he diief — cries the love-stricken 
maid. 
To the glass, as she bustled in haste ; 
fte a^juMed her gown, — nut her cap on her h^ad. 
And adom'd with a ribbon her waist. 

Piua-nat went her heart, as she open'd the door. 

And a stranj^ appeared to her view ; 
St^pin^ in with a smile, and a bow to the floor. 

He md, — ' Madam, I dye for you.' 
n ibe liked his demeanour, so courteous and meek, 

Yctlus looks were enough to amaze her; 
°*lus&ce was as black, as unwash'd for a week, 

And his beard cried aloud for a razor ! 

Itle^ph he address'd her, in this killing strain, 

* Mi« Bridget, I dye for you ; 
^^kere are the silks, which you sent me to stain, 
^ t beautiful mazarine blue.' 
*** sm! disappointed and nearly in tears. 

Blading still, — ^with a eape and a stare ; 
'^4 hsidly have thought, had you known her 

,^ for years, 

^ns lovely Miss Bridget Adair. 



TRUST NOT IN LOVE. 

^' Wd not Love's sieh, nor his eloquent eye, 
'^ Uie soft tender tale he would make you l^- 



w. ^ neve ; 

^"jfltt and his smiles are but so many wiles, 
Wbich the artful young urchin has spread to de- 



ceive. 



Then trust not in Love, 
an we not told, of the syrens of old. 



Ob! 

uov their soft breathing strains would poor sea- 
. Bien ensnare ; 
^Ufft'u syren lay woald the heart betray ; 

Oh ! then, ere too late, pray attend, and be 
And — trust not in Love. 



SILENT GLANCED 

Oh ! there are moments, dear and bright. 

When love's delicious spring is dawnin|. 
Soft as the ray of quiverins light. 

That wakes the early smile of morning. 
"Tis when warm blushes paint the cheek. 

When doubt the thrill of bliss enhances , 
And trembling lovers fear to speak. 

Yet tell their hopes by silent glances. 

And when young love rewards their pains. 

The heart to rosy love beguiling ; 
When pleasure wreathes her myrtle chains. 

And life's gay scene is fair and smiling. 
Oft shall they /ondly trace the days. 

When, wrapt in Uncy's waking trances. 
They wish'd, and sigh d, and lov'd to gate. 

And told their hopes in silent glances. 



^^^■^^^^^ 



beware. 



AN IRISHMAN'S MOTTO; 

OR, THE DEVIL MAY CARE ! 

(Bryant.) 

Oh, an Irishman's heart, to give it its due. 
Is a thing that is noble, right virtuous, and true ; 
He fights for his country, or fights at a fair. 
And, when he's knock'd down, cries— the devil 
may care ! 
With a smilliloo, dideroo, filliloo, la, &c. 
He's always the same both by land and by sea. 
So, long life to old Ireland, for ever, huzza ! 

If a man's in distress, faith. Faddy will stand. 
And is ready to give the poor creature a hand ; 
And, though others cry out — we don't know who 

they are. 
An Irishman cries out — the devil may care ! 

With a smilliloo, dideroo, &c. 

He loves all the ladies he happens to meet. 
And, while he has hands never takes to his feef ; 
They drive into battle wherever they are. 
And, when they are kill'd, cry — the devil may 
care! 

With a smilliloo, dideroo, &c. 

Here's long life to the heroes who drive from the 

west. 
And cheer up the hearts of poor nations opprest ; 
For, if tyrants presume, they their feelings de- 

clauv. 
For they bother their gigs with--the devil may 

care! 

With a smilliloo, dideroo, &c. 

Oh, success to the island that grows in the sea. 
Where its children are boys to support liberty. 
For its men are so brave, and ito women so fair. 
And their motto was always — the de>il may care t 
With a smilliloo, dideroo, Ike. 



LOVE IN THE HEART. 

(S. J. Arnold.) 

What is it that drives the red rose from the cheek. 
Or the lily displaces with blushes that speak ; 
1 hat dims the bright beam by a tear in the eye ; 
That checks a young smile by a murmuring sigh — 

Tis love, 'tis love in the heart. 

And what bids the soul the emotion declare. 
By the glance of an eye when the lips do not dare. 
And what, when its meaning another can guess. 
Emboldens the tongue the fond thought to express 

Tis love, 'tis love in the .henrr. 



1«0 
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WHO WOULD THINK OF MARCH IN MAY. 

(C. Dibdin.) 
RECITATIVE. 
Low inward mormun agiute the eaith. 
And fear's dark gloom all nature's face o'er- 
spreads ; 
Dirk presage of the lava's direful birth. 

Whose mad eruption, from sulphureous beds. 
Deals desolation round : its fury spent. 
Nature, though marrid, still smiles and hails 
content. 

AIR. 

No more the flowing lava fleams. 
But sweetly-smiling monung beams ; 
Attain the birds, in merry mood, 
Wliistle joy and gratitude. 
Whistle notes that seem to say — 
Who would think of March in May. 

No more the village fears intrude. 
Again the village toil's renew'd. 
While the plodding peasant-boj 
Whistles forth his careless joy. 
Whistles notes that seem to say — 
Who would think of March in May. 

JEMMY GREEN ; 

OR, THE COCKNEY BEAD. 

Ai^-" Nothing at ai/."— (T. Jonea.) 

My name's Jemmy Green ; many toisits I've paid 
To the halUes, and plavaet, and gay masquerade ; 
At Tattersall's, too, I am werry veil known. 
'Cause I bought there a none, and I caL'd him 

mine Aone ; 
I thought him a ntmitr, he ad sich an Heye; 
At kicking and prancing 1 found tm so sly ; 
I rode MM aoay, and I thought im no dregs. 
But, before I got home, he had only three legs. 
Sing tooral lall, looral lall, looral lall la. 

I eent out a sliding von day on the Aice, 

The vind it oas keen, but the Aexercise nice ; 

I Mded so far, and the Aice eas so thin, 

I slipped into the vater, and hung by my chin ; 

I bawl'd for assistance both lusty and loud. 

Fen there came round about me a norrMe crowd ; 

Some laugh'd, and some ieer'd, some look'd on 

vitri a grin. 
To see Jemmy Green (they said) slide on his chin. 

Sing tooral lall, &c 

My life being saved, though my fortune look'd 

^ueer, 
I sought a nould ooman, the future to hear. 
To ax her ohy Fortune to me ras so cross ^ 
But, Lord, eat a morrid hmUd ooman she oat. 
I didn't like her, so I bolted aoay. 
And sail'd o'er the eater to France one fine day ; 
For rambles and sprees I eas eell know'd in town. 
But I found that in France Jemmy Green eas done 

brown. 

Sing tooral lall, &c. 

Fine buildings and places in France though there 

are. 
Yet a a*neU ofa*nohhU I got into there ; 
And as in all countries I foimd 'tmw the same, 
I sat ofi* in the packet and home again came ; 
Resolving no more lo go gadding about. 
Lest in seeing ot life f should see my life out ; 
For if thev should calch me among them again. 
Perhaps they mought wk^ me to tight against Spain. 

Sing tooral lall, &c. 

Now to Hinalamd returned, as the place of my birth, 
I confess it^ the best place I've found upon earth ; 
So frogs and soup maigre, for ever adiew, 
I'm a'Nmglishman bom, and I hates parlem fooua ; 
For my own native land I would lighi till 1 die, 
Thougn at fighting I own I am not wenyjl^ ; 



But in order hereafter my deeds may be teen, 
I mwUe you,— come often, and hear Jemmy Green 

Sing his tooral lall, &c. 



Ige man} 



CHERRY CHEEK PATTY. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

Down in yon village I live so snug, 

Thfy call me Gifos, the plowman's boy ; 
Through woods and o'er stiles, as I trudge 

miles, 
I whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, Jerry, 

Icry; 
My work being done, to the lawn then I fly. 
Where the lads and the lasses all look very sly. 
And I'se deeply in love with a girl, it is true. 
And I know what I know, but I munna tell you. 
But I'll whistle. 111 whistle, for of all the girU I 
ever did see, 

cheny cheek Patty for me. 

Though the squire so great, so happy mayn't be. 
As poor simple Giles, the plowman's boy ; 
No matters of state ever addle my pate. 
But 1 whistle, I whistle, and whoop gee woo, 

Jerry, I cry. 
Now cheny cheek Patty, she lives in the vale. 
Whom I help o'er the stile with her milking pail ; 
.4nd Patty has a like notion of me, it is true ; 
And I know what I know, b\^t I munna tell you; 
But I'll whistle. 111 whistle, &c. 

I'ze able and strong and willing to work. 
And when the lark rises off trudges I -^ 
The cows up I call, and harness Old Bifll , 

1 whistle, I whistler and whoop gee woo, Jerry, 

I cry. 
Then I'ze fifty good shillings, my luck has been 

such. 
And a lad's not to be grinned at that's gotten so 

much; 
And when that I'm married to Patty so true, 
I know what I know, but I munna tell you. 

But I'U whistle, ni whisUe, &c 



UP, UP, IN THE MORN ! 

(Ryan.) 

Up, up, in the mom. 

To the sound of the horn : 
On every hedge now lie the moming's beams ; 

Why should dull sleep 

O'er our eye-lids creep. 
And our fancies exiut but in withering dreams? 

Oh, Slumber ne'er shed 

O'er her fav'rite's bed 
A sight half so sweet as before us now lie»— 

The Day-god on high. 

The sweet breeze blowing by. 
These, these, are the joys that we love and we priae. 

Oh, who that e'er flew 

Through the silvery dew 
To follow the hare on his /int sporting day. 

But exulted, when old. 

When the story was told, 
■Tho' years since that moment had wandered away ? 

But what joys can he. 

Led by memory, see 
In hit pilgrimage past who for ever hath lain 

In Slumber's dull arms. 

While Mom's holiest charms 
For him were unfolding and wooing in vain. 

Then, sportsmen, away. 

While breaketh the ray. 
And the dew-drop each flower an4 wild hedge ad<mit 

No lonser delay ; 

But— Tantivy !— Huzxa ! — 
And bid the woods ecoo the aoond of your hom 



i 
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THE BBADLB OF TUB PARISH, 
TbHch thcT h; I 



ighty mu. 



Ito eM ne I'm the bcidlc of the puiib. 
Hm ud thm— Bven vfacn : 
HM1«. Do> !-Wh.t-i. the nwt 
FiMtodo— Who.f,you! 

Vkf, >nuid«! I'm tha beadls of ihe p* 

JlpoKEN.] Coming oul oT rbareh lut Su' 
Ihrre ™ . o™ol= of bl.ctgaud. pUying « 
bla. •• Knuklc Aowa," wya onr : ■■ Ufi 

■Bfriblc fnnk. Tur 



■rilet al lilt hat. ■• Piu 
bcr; bu I pUy«l ai 



.yed » jkckingM itp. 



uyi hr. " Who >» ,ou •" Who >i 
Why, lOBDdi ! I'm Ihc btidle u 



fhr b 



My look* wr » ■ncry and icxnih : 
Likcochrrcilytblht. 

Whca '^^h^yn \Jl,Z I o^ll. 

For you know I bar Iht Ml, 

It«>iue I'm ihr beadle of tlir pariih. 

None and riatter— H'hat'a thr matlei 

HoIlM, lelJow !— You in- mirllow : 

Look u me— Don'! you tee : 

Wiy, amndi '. I'm dw beadle of ihe n 



Spokek.] Crouing over Bl ukf nan-bridge tb* 
olher day. ihere -u a ma'am waiiJ arroM a jack- 
mm, dreiied oul in while ribboni. Whal'i all L'lii 
for T (aid I. ■■ Ai my donkey," aava ahe ; asa 
then ] lamed my eyea (o ihe Icfl, and there wu a 

ma^m. uyn I, you miut be olf wiih your itinkini 
£ifa- " By Ivaii," (lyi ihe olher, ■' I wiih he'd 
lend me hia onbrdhal and lured coat, and I'd not 
be long pniiinr (hem op the ipoui." You pui my 
cocked hat and land coal up the Ipoat! Ooyoii 
know who you are lalking lo, ma'am • •• So, nt,' 
•ayitbe. ■■ Who are you ■" Who am I! 

Why, toundi! ) 'm ihe beadle of ihe parith. 



..y I do pretty fairiih : 
Sunday ilnil aboill, 
erp the raljble out ; 



Became I'm (he beadle of the pariih. 



pnKKN.I I have of(en been called on by (he 

[hboiiri lo driur away a lidlc girl, who iuih) (n 

[— ■■ I cry my motchea all round the mewi," 

Comi- my |[irl, nyn I, yon mini ^0 Lome. 

r fathi-r' ami uiMheV then, >ayi I.' ■■ AU^\ 
" .ay* ,he, " I have none." What, no homr ■ 



BcJM«e I'm the beadle of tbtfain)^ 



■<1>l>riVERSAL SONGSTKR; 
ALFKKJ) AND Et.LBN. 
CP«rjr.) 




1 priihe. .ho. t 


n^Ui^ 


u*me 




MyBan,.i.f 








TbU mc who WW 


thy nur 






PcMh jouth i 








Wbtl -as tby m 




.i\^ 


KHi! 


Sid light witl 


grew .1. 


inoy. 




Whm lulled the 


»>leeil 






Sweet •peedi, 
Till me where i 


which 1 


«« 


ben: 


Oivdwe 
ufnu. 


ling- place t 


In pntle heu 






I>otheith«rtiBie 


oiage 






BrinsthecviW 








Vo. no! de.ire 




«od 


ie> 


Ten ihoiiHind 


Uin« li d 






Then fond d»ir 


farewel 
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gllectioD of appnivfd oiodtn) ■wtwm. i 

-[oo-i»blet, i»iilu«, ind *o fnrili — »11 | 
nd "ully «grc«»l>le ; >b1e mutkiani. m 
■pon bonunr : hIIqw " ' 



SI'OKKNJ "Mt. Finikin, whit tnburiben hive 

V<"i '" •■ There'i the hook, miidiin." " Benjt- 

<Mn Burlyfue, Eh.; Miii l.ydilTiibilhiLnviDii 

fnidiCi Modi, PdiU D'Aneal: Aldennin Cils- 

h >nd Lady: Mr. Hilly Gimp;— no nun« ihM 

,no» • l-n'l it dull hete t" ■■ Why. miditn. <i 

I heeil dull — moal drplorably, UmeaUibly. de- 

leiubiy dull ; but comiitny now poun in fui — not 

• tlHtgiiig (0 be pyl, I Bwnn you, midBm; die 

,.11. -riogly, niidjiui; bopo I ihdl hivf 

>n|[iy pioud, I uiurg ion. midun; cboicc 






lun." " Ku. I'll w.>> ■ few dajL" 
To the libruy then well go, tt, 
ircolwing libmry U evetj vuunf 



There' 

rlice. 
And ifiJiny & love-vck rile, lir, that Ubnuy dolb 

And daodiei who on airy ul« oC tolly daily feed. 
To iba libiuy tben ve II ga, tu. 
Spoken.] " O, ban you nad Kenilvunb' 
Itu't it eujiiiaite T" " Ha? bow de do! ba* 
lonK have you been at Margate !" ■■ Came y«a- 
tvrdAy." " I Kc yim've (ubicTibed to the IJbnty." 
"Yes; I'm always nidiag: deprive in* of dear- 
dear boaki, and 1 should eipire!" " So abo^ 
I : Pa and Ma brine homo larjo volione* af Uf 
lory, and such rf-y U^fft but I no.ei look IMa 
Ibem; I ^niao inyiSt to novel., aad m« 
poetry." " Apropoi: I ondentand yon are a 
child of Ibe MuBs;" " 0. air, ywi flatter ne'" 
To the library then well (D, he. 
Now, of all tbp watBring-placn, ante Halgan 
And MaiKiis'e («nioa> library all oihen muni n- 

For rendlug leamHl inillum requirot % Ul nf I ma. 
But the ihflv« oi MargalE Ubnry you nwliaf 

To ilie libniiy Ihen we'll go, Ar 
aroKEN.] " I «y, Milter Whai'aii, I wsati 
the Venter* ol Robeltun t'ruier!" ■■ Tli oal. 

»r." ■• Well, the Zevc^o Champiu of GatO- 
dam, or the Kew^te Calenilar, or Mmber SI' 



! Calenilar, or Mmber Ship- 
it either, .ir." ■• So' why 
t D[ a Utmwrv .' 1 wouUbS 



(Ummut howiuodanr, and 'H* no vuu 
.tulTitii, >aloDg;aiiti(abook." 

Tc the library then well (O, ft) 
iitrcu of a giQ-ihop. who IJToa isToelq 



tod at the public librarv th»e Udim daih BWBf„ 
To the library then well go. Is. 
SiMKES."! ■■ Voll, I perteai it ii wejj pIcnMl 

lody jetrm quite anntber lortofa body." ■■ Qioet 
lonliej, laJiei." " B«ky, (hall <u take a lidet 
'o may a> veil: maw. voDl you tid* too^ 
■ Now, 8« along gently V f Sj»«ife.j. J " O. led' 
•liiill be upiei'— Diive ui lo that ihera •bap. 
rhere they leudi booki. "To Ike libW— J. 
adies?" ■• Aye, aye! la the wbu d*j* c^ &; 



it may do well anoutb . 



.«11go.»«. 
. dnialk! t^ 
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■ WcU, B»>. ihrn I won't wklk with vou lo ihc 
■od I II pup iota Ibit here public-boutr aad lake k 



iw, I a 



mpo[i> 



7 then well 



. libnrir depend an rrvirr 
• ieeprr of & knO"L(dg*-ihop 
pick ■ bone; 



^^^ftad Ihe tireidaiing Ijbnry ii ■ place foi Cupid'i 
^^B To the libnry Iben well go, la. 

^^^ArOKKN.] " Who il ihu young lad; in the >kx- 
^^Hha eiwDm !" ■■ O, lir, mtie u the wud of ihu 
^^■lifcii nabob ; h« fonone. iliey mj, aTill ba iwenij 



ilr!" " H»ni-(»i«d 
iiicfaho'MT." "ThBurofi 



lib tbu I 
:, Hin 



aiMainiiiininulon.' C^Milm.J "Coi 
Malapan, IpI iub«EiuBgi I've nad the 
BC*. " Adieu, charmer, adieil! By Jupiier, ibr 
euc* • bvuunhit gluce behind!'' ■' Really. 
Hr. Gimp. I miut cmnpUment yon on yoiir ex- 
UrtM EJUury, ■it ; hope ii may turn out m vouf 
■ilikd , ail." '' Have ymi heard the newt of the 
■Uy, madam f " No, madam." " Why ihea, 

ill) Urn Lydia lUitha Lavinia Pnidie. in 

jirr-Sniy»r.iadiKiiveKdiobo with ." 

■LocUu! O nuniiroua! O &e, Ge, fie!" 

■Vb Diaum, Ihne baa been an elopemnit-*' 

" •! " " Ye» i and who do jou ibink 1 Mi. 

ibe babrrdaihti, ba* actually cairieil off 



-IVIIBK BJlCCHl'S, JOLLY GOD, INVITES. 



[ Wrntn Burhua, jolly god, i 



iMBfh mfj nymph my lipi pnx 
jr bun alin obbpcn Cbltw'i ni 



MKTIVV, huzza! boys, HLZZA' 





THE POOR SOLDIER'S DAUGHTRII. 
Air-" A.daSaihr, *.W Siri."— tTapwII.) 
Some pi^ afloRl lo a pnoc •oldiei'i daughter. 

Deluded uiray by man'a artful nnilea. 
Who, wiib many an oath, ab! daily be aoughi bNtil 

And ihe fell a yictim— a prey to hii nilea. 
I once Itad a lather, wbn biar'd ev'ry danger 

In defeoee of hia king and hi« coontry difar. 
Who tenderly luved me, lo guile waa a Mnugrr. 

Abl redev'liua how keen ! — bow acalda the ult 

Which bedewa my wan cheek, aaftieadlen I walk- 

Thtouoli Ix>odon'a proud city. Oh! pray (i»« 

To a poor famish'd girl I and on my wow p<.ndar, , 
My heart il i» breaking with lickneu and giio). 

Ab I why did I liiten, by fahwhood deluded. 
To lb« talc of the wretch who poiwmcd 



Oh: ye daughten of Albioi 



The Hducer, wboH * 



Is preymg i 
hich itiiri 



my wiKi, 

illWdal 



nor admit •• a iue« 
I. ud pleaaure^ bla 



uypoot • 
. though 



THB ODDFELI 




tinch 



twintrjlr 



Londoti rigs, uid then — 



'd difl nighl to-iliiy. 

blood, 

1 aur nwi, I oCtta liid n tumble in ihc m 



Spoken.] Oh, we Mmfi an a Ht of deviliih 
otminL ilofia; oh, cune my old gni&dm.athrr^A 

wbuwenm'imu faavo lakcnan ouh li»i:r tu du; 

never iveal, ibv 1. 'lii imh a it d bad Imhii 

—thill's all i but heio I am got Into a byB-cori>L-t, 
all nlODc by myaell, >iDi|;iiig — 

Ail— ■• Fal <U nl HI." 

One nicht, vhcn strolling alonii the rtrttt, 

A HboDlfelloir gf mine I chmc'd to meet. 

Me (wore he would me qtiickly take 
Tn a ouw odd-rellowi' club ; 

WUh all my Kill, my burk. uy, t ; 

Come on, you quU. nur r'rr be to ihy ; 

•, quoii, 

" Loid bleii your Mfmnling peepma'" »ayq I lo tfii' 
Noble Grand, ■' I cad no more fiing, nor aing no 
more, tbaQ ■ nohuHf mdkw. 

You're an odd fellow. Hvi he, 
I ran plainly let. 
By the cm and tnmdd oi your jrA. 
You mutt iauf^h, nng, or czy. 
Or, or, or— What, aayi I. 

Or tell a d d lie, or Gb. 

Sroi;eN.]Lord,Hyi7toMyKj/.wha»niiintdoi 
ling, uya mjmJ/, i.y. I, (or you know 'U. m 
fnAhiouable with youi Jitte lingers Dow«-dayi to 
make Kalf a tuAcl at apDiogiei. aDd all that, on 
purpose to HI the company's enpecution on Up-tot. 

iDfuliKVr aboat il, bul coaviacelhem yoacansiae 
'ike— yoo shall hear what il is like, Hyi I— 
Wben thus I slmck up, 

U«haAM Oir cnWi frown. 
My prauy /■«!» wag. 
Fit for CDuDUy ur town. 
Ail—" BtU-Chmeum." 

It?*' 

I. Ifaey all fell in 



C 
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Ye parena. who h*ve children . 

And eke ys thai hire none, pap iddls, &c. 
If ion KoDjil kn-p them safe abroad. 

Ne'er let thrin uiy «I home, pnp iddle, ttt. 

Spoken.] There ii somFihi 
pathetic in (hi* little ditty il I 
pimple to cry (heouelves to death ; it ia almoM ai 
diuretic ai (he tnite whirhiohn, tbe toadiman 
whiitlea to his hones when drinking [ trki^tt I , 
while lome people bavedeclated it ii(aw>uari£ca> 
Ihechimpptnt^af onoKlio a a>iif-6kcit MyAt, *lMa 
n^ibwn is tinhig (w/uvpi tihemtauil); and other 
people (v divera]£ed ia human opinion) h 
.... .. __. ---lutai the Cf- 



s guiur. &c. per way, mew, JK. 



II I'm tight, I'm not wr 
Wiihing mirth and good chtcr. 



THE WITtlKREO ROSB. 

(Cunning 
Sweet object of (be lephyta'kisi 

Come, rose, come courted tap 
Queen r^ tbe banki I the garden'i 

Come, and abash yon lawdryflovet. 
Why call ns to revokelew doom t 

with grief the opening buds nply ; 
Not snffemd to eitcnd our bloom. 

Man having puMd appoinled yeal 



THE LADIES' DARUNO. \ 

(Miat Bryan 
My father he lived in Lime 
That iweel little place of greal n 
Which mirth and beaiily call ihei 

It is so gay and frisky. 
My (aiher was digging potatoea lO avMi, ^ 
My mother was iiliing down to koh. 



Irinkm 



SpofcEN.] ' __, . 
Judy Fngerly; " he's 
of a dad, if he was oi 
■■ Why, bad luck to 
*' hasn't the boy got ai 



bealtb in vhiskEy. 



picture of hji 6erS 
lays Jady Nagtc, 



' s*yi my (Uher."aDilwb(* 

e grows up a man won't he he a tight vauh f 
' Aye.upon my loul, bewili, if hecan only diial 



whiskey in my 



- Why, bad lad 

;. " would you be aner thtowiof 
see!" Add then Ihey bl 
, learing, jigging away. 
Innking, all tbe day. 

For I was the Udica' daiiing. 
Now the tables were spread wiih borrow'd drii 
They hniugbt the whiskey from the al *' 
They called me a tittle laii^ elf. 

The goMip) were Jerry O'Brien, (ha I 
A devil for fighling, or eating pig. 
While faiher Lraiy, wilb i>i» wig, 
Sal sighing (or hii dinner. 
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8f )Klll.1 " Now Uien, path the whinkey | 
•boat." Mjs my father. " So we wiii," mt> my 
■MCher. liieii they tent it rolling down mv tnroat. 
'« Now give OS a toast/' tayt father O'Leary. 
" Here's long life to the little boy, may he alwavs 
have a great shellelagh in his fist, the sool of the 
re in his stomach, and a tkioHpimg red4tot 
in the middle of his throat!" '< Bravo! 
give OS a royal toa t" says O'Fagan, the 
soldier. " Here's Ions life to the Prince of York, 
■oeeeestothe Duke of Wales, and eood luck to 
the Irish Ambassador." '* Hussa ! hussa ! Now 
op & j>g#'' Mrs the tailor ; " give ns Petti- 
oose ir •• First let's wet my eye," says the 
Mind piper, " then I shall be able to see what I'm 
abooL Bat faith he was blind twice, for first he 



blind with his eyes, and then he was blind 
drank, and he began — 

Swearing, tearing, jiggii^ <^v*y» &c. 

Bat soon, yon mast know, I grew ap a man. 
Then all my trembles at once oegan. 
For I fill in love with one Kitty Megan, 

And that yooll own was a folly. 
A fellow got Kitty's heart into a snare. 
My friends they told him to beware. 
And swore they^d fi|^ him at the fair^ 

So ranting, gay, and jolly. 

Spoken.] '• Ave, won't we fight him V* says 
way eoosin. " To be sore we will," says I. Then 
away we went, with sticks and stones, and marrow- 
bones, till we came off to the fsir. There was Jerry 
McCarthy, Terry Malloney, Patrick O'Donough- 
ongh. Gerald OTlannakin, and Phelim McCarthy 
Moce. Whack went the shellelaghs, ap went one, 
down went another, till at last one fellow gave me 
a Cm of the noddle, and down I went on the floor 
as iat as a tenpenny : when op came agly Jerry, 
and says he, •* Padreen! Padreen!" " What do 
yoa mean by distoibing me ?'* says I ; " don't yoa 
that I am dead T" " Devil bam yoa," says 



he, *' if yoa're dead, why don't yoa get op and 
ran away, for here comes tall Pat to kill yoa 
ansnf" " Oh, by the powers," savs I, " that's 
a Doll ; do voa Uiink he'd be after killing a dead 
man twice f when ap came tall Pat, he gave me a 

a», I was ap in a moment, and I ^at Jerry 
'Carthy, Terry Malone, Patrick O'Donoaghoogh, 
and Phelim M'Carthy More, and I followed his 
great-oandfather over nine ploughed fields, and 
while I was lathering away at the tough old devil, 

I was swearing, tearing, jigging away, &e. 



FILL ALL THE GLASSES. 

(Shakspeare.) 

Fill all the glasses, fill them high. 

Drink, and defy all power bat love ; 
Wine gives the slave his liberty, 

Bat love makes a slave of thand'ring Jove. 

Then drink, then drink away. 

Make a night of the day, 
nis n(>ctar, 'tis liqaor divine. 

The pleasures of life. 

Free from angnish and strife. 
Are owmg to love and good wine. 



FROM OBERON IN FAIRY LAND. 
A OLEE. 

(Ben Jonson.) 

Fkom Oberon in fairy land. 

The king of ghosts and shadows there. 
We fairies, all at his command. 
Are sent to view the night-posts here. 
What revel root 
Is kept about 



In every comer where we go^ 

\v s. will o'crsee. 

And merry be. 
And make good sport, with ho ! ho ! ho! 

When lad» and lasses merry be. 
With possets, and with juncates fine. 

Unseen of all the company. 
We eat their cakes, and sip their wine. 

Oh! then what sport. 

The wine runs short. 
The blushing cheeks with anMr glow ; 

Their cakes they miss. 

And shriek who's this? 
We snswer naught but ho ! ho ! ho ! 

By wells and rills in meadows green. 

We nightly dance our hey-day gnise. 
And to our iairy king and queen 
We chant our moonlight minstrr Isys. 

Fiends, ghosts, and sprites. 

Who haunt the nights, 
The hsgs and goblins do us know ; 

And beldames old 

Our feats have told. 
So frolic it with ho ! ho ! ho ! 



THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

(Campbell.)' 
OOR bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud hao 
lower'd. 
And the sentinel-stars set the watch in the sky. 
And thousands had sunk on the ground, ovct' 
powered ; 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 
When reposmg that night upon my pallet of straw. 
By the woli-scaring faggot, that guarded the 
slain. 
In the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw. 
And twice, 'ere the cock crew, 1 dreamt it 
again. 

Methought, from the battle-field's dreadful array. 

Far, far, I had roamed on a desolate track, 
Till nature and sunshine disclosed the sweet way 
To the house of my fathers, that welcomed me 
back. 
1 flew to the pleasant fields, travelled so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was 
young; 
I heard my own mountain gosu bleating aloft, 
And well knew the strain that the com-rcajKirs 
sung. 

Then pledged we the wine-cup, and fondly 1 
swore. 
From my home and my weeping friends never to 
part; 
My little ones kissed me a thousand times o'er. 
And my wife sobbed aloud in the fulness of 
heart. 
" Stay, stay, with us, rest, thou art weary and 
worn !" 
And fain was the war-broken soldier to sta^. 
But sorrow returned with the dawning of mom. 
And the voice of my dreaming ear melted away 



OH. URGE ME NOT TO WANDER. 
Air—" A RoBcTree mfuU bearing,*' 

Oh ! ur^ me not to wander. 

Or quit my pleasant native shoie. 

But let me still meander 
On these sweet banks I loved before. 

The heart o'ercharged with sorrow 
Can find no joy in change of scene. 

Nor ever cheat ** to-morrow" 
By aught of what to-day has 



|0b* 
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If pleasure e'er o'ertaket me, 
'Tia when I tread the wonted round 

Where former joy awakes me. 
And shows its relics o*er the ground. 

There's not a shrub or flower 

But tells some much-loved tale to me. 
Or paints some happy hour. 

Which I, alas ! no more may see. 



WIT AND BEAUTY. 

(Dibdin.) 

As Wit and Beauty, for an hour. 

The other day were jarring. 
Which held o'er man superior power. 

They almost came to sparring : 
Cried Reason, — Wit, you're grown a fool ; 

You look quite uzly. Beauty : 
Come, take me with you, botn be cool. 

Sure mortals know their duty ; 
To them submit. 
Whether 'tis Wit 

They most admire, or Beauty. 

So said, so done, out they both set. 

With Reason to protect 'em ; 
Resolved, that the first men they met. 

Should to the truth direct 'em. 
Instant they asked a midnight throng. 

Who to Bacchus paid their duty ; 
Wit, cried out they, teems in our song. 

But 'tis inspired by BeauW : 
Learn wisdom. Wit, 
Like us, submit 

To the sweet power of Beauty. 

'ried Wit, no tricks on travellers here, 

I saw you smile, you gipsy ; 
Twas bribery and corruption, clear, 

Besides, the rogues were tipsy : 
Yon bard the truth will quickly hit, — 

Come, Poet, do your duty ; 
Doyou not owe your fame to Wit ? 

TV> Wit, fool ! no, to Beauty. 
Adieu to Wit, 
When men submit 

To be the slaves of Beauty. 

Quaint roeue, with his satiric page. 

The fellow is a lover : 
If I'm condemned by yonder sage, 

111 give the matter over. 
Didst not the world, say. Hermit, quit. 

Imposing this hard duty. 
Better to contemplate on Wit T 

No, — to reflect on Beauty. 
Then, in fond fit. 
He turned from Wit, 

And squeezed the hand of Beauty. 

Wit rules the mind. Beauty the heart. 

Friend one, and wife the other ; 
Thus, cleaving to the better part. 

Men leave friend , father, brother ; 
Hence, eried the sage, my presence quit. 

Adieu, friend, know thy duty ; 
Then, shutting rude the door on Wit, 

Was left alone with Beauty. 

Since when, poor Wit, 
Glad to submit, 

Has owned the power of Beauty. 



•^ 



A NEW IRISH MEDLEY^ t 

(Cb-Frflamrtt.) V^ • 

OOH, lore is the soul of a note Irishman, 

Ue loves all that is lovely, loves all that he can. 



With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock m 
green: 
His heart is good humoured, is honest and soniid 
No malice or hatred are there to be found. 
He courts — 
Kate Kearney, 

Who lives near the lake of Killamey ; 
From her love beaming eye what mortal can fly. 
Unsubdued by — 

The girls who revive without pother. 
The mode of our darling origmal mother. 
For Eve was as straight as the sticks of sky-rocket 
And first set the fashion — 

When the leaves were green, 

And blossoms decked each tree. 
Young Teddy then declared his love. 

His artless love to me ; 
On Shannon's flowery bank we sat. 
And there — 

By the big hill of Howth, 
That's a bit of an oath. 
That to swear by I'm loath. 

To the heart of a stone ; 
But be poison my drink. 
If I sleep, snore, or wink. 
Once forgetting to think 
Of— 
An Irish hay>maker. 
One Mr. O'Rafferty — then it is me ; 
And my father, he was — yes, he was a stay-maker. 
And I am the whalebone that danced on his knee ; 
And, och ! ever since with the girls I've been 

Whocnr— 

I was the boy for bewitching 'em. 
Whether good humoured or coy. 
All cried, when I was beseeching 'em, 

" Do what you will with me, joy." 
" Daughters, be cautious and steady," 

Mammies would cry out, for fear, 
" Won't you take care now of — 
Judy O'Flannikin! 

Dearly she loves nate Looney Mactwolter. 
Judy's my darling, my kisses she sufien ; 
She s an heiress, that's clear. 
For her father sells beer. 
And he keeps the sign of — 
A snug little cot. 

Which by one trifling accident T never got ; 
For dying — 
As beautiful Kitty, one morning was tripping. 
With a pitcher of milk, to the fair of Coleraine, 
When she saw me she stumbled, the pitcher h 

tumbled. 
And— 
Murphy Delaney, so funny and frisky. 
Reeled into a shebeen to get his skin full. 
And popped out again pretty well lined with 

whiskey. 
As fresh as a shamrock, as blind as a bull. 
When- 
Slow Phoebus had shown through the window to 

bright. 
Quite happy to view her blest cnildren of light ; 
So we parted, with hearts neither sorry nor sore, 
Resolvmg next night to have twelve bottles more. 

Twelve bottles more, &c. 



MY JEALOUS HEART WOULD BREAK 
SHOULD WE LIYB ONE DAY ASUNDER. 

(Earl of Rochester.) 

My dear mistress has a heart 
Soft as these kind \o6k» the gATe ine» 

When with love's zetiatleti art. 
And her eyet, the did entlave me i 
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Bat her oooslMKy's lo weak. 
She's to wild uid apt to wander. 

That mv jealous heart would break. 
Should we live one day asunder. 

Melting jojs about her move. 

Wounding pleasures, killing bliasesy 
She Ckn dress her eyes in love. 

And her lips can arm with kisses ; 
Angels listen when she speaks. 

She's my delifht, all mankind's wonder ; 
But my jealous heart would break. 

Should we lire one day asunder. 

ROY*S WIFE OF ALDIVALLOCH. 

(Mrs. Grant.) 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, 
Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, 
Wat she how she cheated me. 
As I came o'er the braes of Balloch. 

She Towed, she swore she wad be mine. 
She said she loed me best of ony ; 

But ah \ the fickle, faithless quean. 

She's taen the carle, and left her Johnny. 
Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, &c. 

Her hair sae fair, her ten sae clear. 

Her wee bit mou, sae sweet and bonnie. 

To me she ever will be dear. 

Though she's for ever left her Johnny. 
Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, «c. 

But, oh ! she was a can^ onean. 

And weel could dance the Highland walloch ; 
How happy I, had she been mine. 
Or I'd been Roy of Aldivalloch. 

Roy's wife of Aldivalloch, &c. 
^^^^^^^^ 

BANG-UP IN ST. GEORGE'S FIELDS. 

Air-" WUhSpkUga^." 

TIKI06H bang>np prime has been the rage in Bond- 
street and the city, 

Here are some kiddiet in the^SeUr as knowing and 
as witty; 

While at the wett, wlthfour-h^-htrnd, the noble gem- 
men shine, 

YouH find some blades, that swell on foot, quite 
as bang up and prime. 

rhen Temple-bar and Bond-street, too, must not 
rule the roast, 

rhe Obelisk and London-road have ^ their girls 
lotousL 

8POKE1I.] There was Bill Breese, Phil. Racket, 
tad Harry Hairbreadth ; they were the bovs to 
keep the game alive. — Prime coveys, show blood 
'ike n raee borM — no stairters — always saw the 



candles out. To mill a waiter, back a dog, fight 
a oocfc, sine a song, crack a joke, make a speech, 
and tip a bailiff Uie Umg trot ; d — ^me, there was 
nooc to equal them. 

Then keep it up, for fashion's all, as long as money 

Let other bloods say what they will, we're bang-up 
in the fields. 

With gallimaufry cards and ball, we often keep a 

f*J day. 
And in every ipree that offers are as gallant lads as 

any. 
For fun and glee, and life and row, we're always 

oo the scent. 
And ofit have joined him in the song, of ' (herboard 

If true such lads we are, when ont pockets lined 

Withrey, 
Hiea Rotten-iow and Ludgate-hill shall, in future, 

cease to brag. 

llPOKFw. in HffermU eoictff.l Bill, what did 



you do with yonnelf, last night ? ' Why, went 
to the Surrey Theatre : ' a box-ticket for three shil- 
lings, take two in the pit and save you a shilling ; 
a pit-ticket for eighteen-pence.' Chopped with the 
old lady, pushed in with the crowd, shook the 
Nonpareil by the fist, cracked a bottle of spruce 
with Harris ; ' Overboard he vent,' cries the gallery ; 
' down in the front,' says I. 'I omA you'd pull off 
your bonnet, ma'am, says a uilor.*^ ' I shan't 
pull off my bonnet, neither, /«/2er; it shows where 
you was edicated, to ax such a thing.' ' Is that 
the Blind Boy ? by St. Patrick it is ; how pratty 
he looks now, with his eyes shut !' Came out with 
a grand shove, quizzed the girls, drank negus, got 
luidnf, and reeled home at three. 

Then keep it up, for fashion's all, &c 

With sparring, billiards, betting, and driving in 

the Ruiet, 
Well show in pleasure's gay routine, the Surrey 

lads a'n^ fools. 
With concert, ball, and masquerade, we often spend 

the night. 
And when we get msulted, then, d — me, we ghcw 

So puuk awav in fashion's throng, and never dread 

a crush. 
For when our brads and credit's gone, why then 

we make a brush. 

Spoken.1 Got devilish boosy last night : roll- 
ed into the Dog and Style : a free and easy, prime 
swells, all select ; found the chairman on his legs : 
' What's the use of kicking up this here row, when 
vou sees as how I'm going to make a speech.' ' O, 
bar all torments,' cries the company : ' let's pro- 
ceed to harmony.' 'Well, with all myhea.t; 
Mr. Spriggins is called on for a song.' * Bravo ' 
silence, gemmen, a noble call,' Indeed, gemmen, 
I never sings, 'pon my word and honour. 'No 
'polngy, sir, no 'pology. ' Well, then. 111 try and 
make a noite, gemmen.' ' Bravo ! bravo ! ' As I 
vat a vaUang, one morning in spring, for to hear the 
birds viUle, and the nightingales sing ; that's all, 
gemmen.' ' Bravo ! thank'e, sir ; what shall we 
say arter that ere good song ?' ' Why, gemmen, 
I'll give ye— success to Old England.' ' Bravo 1 1 
hope you'll do honour to that toast, gemmen : 'v' 
the toast circumlated at your end of the room, Mr. 
Deputy ?' ' Yes, sir, it's gone round well.' 

Then keep it up, for fashion's all, &c. 

COME, DEAREST MARY, YOUR LOVER IS 

NEAR. 

Air—" Fly from the World, oh! Betty, with me.** 

(Kennedy.) 
Come, come, dearest Mary, your lover is near. 

And the moon on the ocean is shining ; 
The breeze o'er the mountain dispels every fear, 

As lo^e on thy casement's reclining : 
The clouds as they pass o'er the sky's silvered face 

Bids nature penorm all its duty. 
And the twinkling stars seem to smile on the grace 

Of my Mary, my love, life, and beauty. 

But hear me, still, Mary, in accents so warm. 

Call down blessings on her I'm addressing. 
And should this sweet scene be o'erwhelmed by a 
storm, 

I'd protect thee, my love, still confessing : 
And should heaven's bolts on my head chance to 
fall, 

I would never forsake thee, my charmer ; 
But angels' assistance to Mary I'd call. 

And would perish 'ere danger should harm her. 

THE YORKSHIREMAN. 
My father who always knew what he were at, 
A cunning and good natured «!£» 
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a <r*itij wall pleued <ri' ihc pluc I In' c 
Ulun I BBf fml de nl, & 

SiDW Diane;, IliEjt iif, mtUiH the nuie (at lo i 

GrllioE moacf muat be tlic bnl plan ; 
Ami, u YaiiihiRmtn Dodinund honefinh, ] 

Ob my hi^by I'll keep vhile t an. 
Tlii* pTiuDd u >I1 flir, ud I [fu nut ■ ytt, 
I'licnll be no filling off, i/ I don'l inar ino hoi 
And tthro lock dHu't gallop, ibe t welcome 



im^ng fal de r&l, 0(c. 



And when I gel mmnied, 1 



eel tti' a p^tiy good hmbuid, T cnut^ 
i' faer 111 bi' plenty ol bait, 
mid lapleuewbcn Tm cboosing, d*ye V 
I came of gooal tin, ukd, beiidu, the m 

[ly, vby — Jui( Htcb inotlier nA me, 
Wbilc 1 ling fa] dr rsl, tic 



IHB SPRIGHTLY HOB 
The apri|:ht]y hoiD awakM Ibe i 



The tpnfihily boi 



And Bcbo illi Ibe tiia. 
See ruddy heiltfa . more dear Ibu wealth. 

The neigbing ileed inrokea our apeed. 



iDDied u tbey Cou^bi. 

n* [liB bow] expand die ftunl. 



THB MAID THAT I LOVB BKST. 



To the maid iliil I love be 
Sotllr whisper in faer ear 

How for her alone I bum ; 
Tell ber, by ibat ligh and le 

Ixive Ukc mine ibODld mei 
Then, 10 ceoi^ my bliu. 

Then, lo make me Iruly bl 



Shell thy tictory repeat. 
Uute, then, huie! on wingi of gpeed, 
Haile. and calm my nSid breul ; 



laeUh UF MIIITB. 
THB WONDEEFCn, «R. BPI^. 
Alt—" Mim Bailty."—iMoBCiica.i 
Quite hungij. coming iqi u> lown, uul lacking 



Wba i> It aeUa thi> beef! aaji I ; qsMb ■) 
Mr. Epps, lit. 

Oh! Mr. Bppt.air, 
Wetl-famnhed Mr. Eppe. In 

For Klling beet 

Oi berf he'* Bami Bppi, an. 
1 scarce had got in Newpu-ilreel, indeed it 
Betoce I Ibongbl 1 with my beef ihould like a 



Where, to my grei 
Bppa, tir. 

Oh '. Mr. El 

Ambidexter Mr. Ep», 
For bam and beiiT 



Ir. Eppa. air, 
LterHr. Ep»,M( 



Ob, Mr. Epp 



lief. 



W-bat grei 

Wilh bun and beef. 
We oiten gel from Eppa, air. 
I (cuce had got inlo Fleet^Iieel, or dae I nuy b* 

Before I tbonghi I with my beef aboold like ■ ttub 

lougue, tir ; 
Bui what longUB my inrprite can lell, hemtw 

gieal adfptj, sir. 

Eppa, lit. 

Oh, Mr. Eppa, air, 
Oronipreeenl Mr. Epp>, air. 

He' d.ee™ on.'pief. 
Chief viciuUet, Mr. Bppi. aix. 
What wond'niai men are London tndnntn new, 

Poaacia > noble rinnf of ihopa ; aye, thirteen V 

Ibe down. 
Then heni'i long life lo Mr. Eppa, ihe hetp j| 

And may 10 hungry men hii ham, and 

Ob, Mr. Eppt, air, 
Proviiiunal Mr. Eppa, air; 

Hii beef'i vnUiu, 
Tbougli in Old Buiij'i Eppa.il 

THB DAIRY-MAID, 

(D. Servi..) 
Modest, by a •ylvnn ihade. 
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Wkf wo fax froan homey my dear, 
WilL thy milk-pail bright and clear ; 
Rite, tweet lam. 111 bear thy pail 
To thy eot in yonder vale. 

Friend, your kindnew I admire, 
Yidd my pail to your desire, 
Fearieet I of guile or harm. 
Yield you, too, my slender arm. 

Harm, my love ! that cannot be 
To inch imilet and modesty ; 
But this pail you must forsake. 
And my dairy's cares partake. 



THE MODERN LOVER; 
, THE DEAE OLD OIRL RA8 GOT THE MONEY. 
(Romer.) 

Though Bridget cannot boast of charms 

That mi^ enthral a lover's heart, 
Ycc still I court her to my arms. 

And act the whining lover's part. 
And thon^ she squints with either eye. 

To that no one can have objection, 
Fv when from them love's glances fly. 

My Bridget kills in each direction : 
Aad what enhances still her ^Qtrth, 

And makes her sweet as Hybla's honey, — 
It is noc beauty, 'tis not birth. 

But the dear girl has got the money. 

V'V"g** in Brid^t's face, 'tis true. 

No winning smiles eternal play, 
Aad thoiwh her cheeks are tawney hue. 

And allher locks are turned to gray, — 
Vet stiU her charms for me suflke ; 

For think not I'm one of those ninnies 
Who pciae the lustre of bright eyes, — 

Give me the lustre of bright guineas ! 
Aai though she's quite an nglv fright, 

Hasp-Mcked, with crookeo nose so funny, 
Tci thrs got that which puts all right,— 
Tht dear old soul has got the money ! 

Aad though to vex 'twere her delight, 
% ith temper e'er pervert and sour, 
Vkile her snrill tongue, from mom till night, 

Oae torrent of abuse should pour, 
Ycttai I ready at her call, 

VWne'er my fair will choose to marry ; 
' V«pslient 111 submit to all, 

Isooer than my suit miscarry : 
Far ia any love there is that worth 

"Httt makes her sweet as Hybla's honey ; 
It • Ml beauty, 'tis not birth, 

TW dear ol^ creature's got the money. 



SPIRIT OF JOY. 

(Moore.) 

*«lITof)oT! thy altar lies 

ta joithfut hearts that hope like mine, 
Aad 'til the light of laughing eyes 
^^ leads us to thy fairy shnne. 
■**'( if we find the sigh, the tear, 

Thej sre not those to sorrow known, 
B« Mctth so soft, and drops so clear, 

Tkat bliss may claim them for her own 
™*>|ivB me, give me, while I weep, 

Ths languine hope that brightens woe, 
Aad tfsehes e'en our tears to keep 

TIs tinge of rapture while they flow. 

VW (kild, who sees the dew of night 
UpoB the spangled hedge at mom, 

ilenpcs 10 catch the drops of light. 
Bat wounds his finger with the tnora 



Thus oft the brightest joys we seek 

Dissolve, when touched, and tun to pain ; 
The flush they kindle leaves the cheek. 

The tears the^ waken Ions remain. 
But give me, give me, whue I weep. 

The sanguine hope, &c 



THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL. 
(Dibdin.) 

'TWAS post meridian, half-past four. 

By sisnal I irom Nancy parted. 
At SIX we lingered on the snore. 

With uplift hands and broken hearted. 
At seven, while taughtening the forestay, 

I saw her faint, or else 'twas fancy. 
At eight we all got under weigh. 

And bade a long adieu to Nancy. 

Night came, and now eight bells had rung. 

While careless sailors ever cheery. 
On the mid- watch so jovial sung. 

With tempers labour cannot weary ; 
I, little to tneir mirth inclined. 

While tender thoughts rushed on my fancy^ 
And my warm sighs increased the mind. 

Looked on the moon, and thought of Nancy. 

And now arrived that jovial night. 

When every true-bred tar carouses. 
When o'er the grog, all hands delight 

To toast their sweethearts and their spouses : 
Round went the can, the jest, the glee. 

While tender wishes filled each fancy. 
And when, in turn, it came to mc, 

I heaved a sigh, and toasted Nancy. 

Next mom a storm came on at four. 

At six, the elements in motion. 
Plunged me and three poor sailors more 

Headlong into the foaming ocean : 
Poor wretches ! they soon found their graves ^ 

For me, it may be only fancy. 
But love seemed to forbid the waves 

To snatch me from the arms of Nancy. 

Scarce the foul hurricane was cleared. 

Scarce winds and waves had ceased to rattlop 
When a bold enemy appeared. 

And, dauntless, we prepared for battle. 
And now, while some loved friend or wife. 

Like lightning rushed on every fancy, 
To Providence I trusted life. 

Put up a prayer, and thought of Nancy. 

At last, 'twas in the month of May, 

The crew, it being luvely weather. 
At three A.M. discovered day 

And England's chalky clififs together. 
At seven up channel how we bore. 

While hopes and fears rushed on my fancy. 
At twelve I gaily jumped ashore. 

And to my throbbing heart pressed Nancy. 



GLOOMY WINTER'S NOW AWA. 

(Tannahill.) 

Gloomy winter's now awa, 
Saft the western breezes blaw : 
Amang the birks of Stanley shaw 

The mavis sings fu cheery O, 
Sweet the craw flowers early bell 
Decks Gleniflcr's dewy dell. 
Blooming like thy bonnie sel' 

My younff, my artless dearie O 
Come, my lassie, let us stray 
O'er Glcnkilloch*s sunny brae. 
Blithely spend the gowden day, 

'Midst joys that never weaiy O ! 



UKrVKRSAL SONO'STKB, OR, ' 

Tow'iitig o'm iha Nenon Wood*. 
LkrVMk'* fan Ihs u»*-whiLc clcudi, 
Sillar unihi <H' down/ badi 

Adjm the bub to btten O ' 
Round the ■ylna (siiy uookf , 
Feuh'ry b-Kkuufrin^ the roclui 
'N«th the bne tbe biunir jouIli, 

And UU tbiDg ii cheery O ' 

UdIhu wi' Ihrt, my delno ! 



•rwAS you. sir. 

(LonI MomiofUiD.) 
IVu 



ill jrou nnihing new. 



the ptcaj sir). 

You look K TUT b)uf , lir. 
m aute you kiuH tbo preiiy girl, 
TulTue, lir, true: 
Oh, air, no, lir. 



i» kJH Ihe pcetty girl — 



mis WORLD IS StRE A PACK OF CARDS. 

(DoltOD.) 

This world ii luie ■ pack of cord*. 



8n muy titat«i ere in the hoI. 

Tliel. >p[W of elate, theybpm u>, 
And. ■■ iM-lridu ibiy nevEr luk, 

"rii evidenl ihey cbeet lu. 

To pley 0Hr oardt quite knowing, 
IjM ni, my boyi, nunae tbeee Klieii 

It ii ihe genu thel'* goin^ 
lee StrephoD with fair Chloe pla^i. 

He hi> dntigni upon hrr, 
And, wrll I know, 'fore menvileyi, 

Wm inrelv [ake h«A»mw: 
Ah 1 |idd;r uir. why not foreme. 

Ha motive «u In win hvr ; 
But UDce "lia (a. why you ind ho 

HuitMTtMn nowconlinue. 

Then ■■ the motim 
TKif rieh and poor, 'lie ell the BHine. 

They bo[h dike ireplayli^. 
Tlie oaly dincnnce ie tht yanu. 

The poor » little ni— H ii Oi iwiint. 

And criiiatt it ihpir pleeeure ; 
But humtrd it iberifh oDe'epnnr. 

With wh.iJi thoy riik their ireatui 
Thon «oce the mej^im 



How^nu^e^ *«J".btite, 

How mgnylove to mrl trrii ; 
Bqt DODO with diamonds ever putj 

Mo meliu whit thegoM. !.. 

Then aitice Ihe mil 



LOVB ASIi LIBKRTT. 
&»» ' »*. iki «IA IfaUeo Ud' 

(Cpion.) 



■e heut not pimid to nia 

Love eiHl librity t 



I, and nut hy beauir won 



■S™ 



Lnve, Ihat Ihrilll wiih Lore'i i 
Ti'lk Dial bliu ii womin't uu 
MuH B>uil kneel lo woman'* eh 
Chirm., like N» 
Fill lhi> glau to Beauty'a powe 
Fill Ihe ^us to Fnedain'i ho* 
Nioghl that breathe* ihonlil II 



THE ODDITtBS. 
(E.W.B™,ley.) 
yoit odd-Fellow* all, now III slug an 

And a very odd inng ii *hatl be ; 

AopI, though very odd, yet it will sol 

i'mm I liule odd fellow like me. 



And tur«dly odd lort of weither. 
PathFrAdam,C).e6nt, wu an odd t 

£llaw hit life 
Tbeir odd daughter*, loo, from i 
day. 
An oddly, to keep OB a level ; 



Why. iia odd, but they\e play'd wiOi 'ih* 
liere'i oild doeton, loo, uid odd lawyen, like- 



1.— 'iwnnld f neiie mneh Huprue 
owihe odd fight on the tea. 



All odd people hirre will Hg 
Vrryodd, far an odd one 1 



(MiH Belfour.) 
The dew each trembling leaf emrnsalhed. 

The red-breatt iweetly lunf , 
Tbe balmy >ir with fngnnce br«*lb>sl, 

Fmni boven with roaei hung. 
The tvU\nf lun yet faintly gleamed, 

Wiih hrr wboie (Riile too artleu mmod 

To hide a heart untrue. 
But now o'er dreary Kene* I taaie. 

Where once audi beaatie* ihnne, 

TJ e [o«» Mill hold* in lowly funn. 

The dew itlU iparkle* on the tree ; 
Ruioh'. thi'uniilethetj 
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THE CATALOGUE OF ODD FISH. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

Yovs mirth to increase I've « with. 

And yoall Ofwn my endeavoar 'tis daily, 
80 1*11 aing yoa a song of oddfiih, 

f f Toa von't My the subject is wo/y ; 
Town s faU of sweet aoaU and sour €Tah§, 

And enoQsh fools to flomvier in reason. 
And, as Billingsgate bieaaties are dabtt 

Tbat's a pret^ place in the «pra<-season. 

TolderoU &c. 

Pretty girb are aU fwJ b 'ft wyt and mmii, 

Tko%nhmk% scandalous tabbies with wrinkles, 
Yoor oelt are yoor slippery blades. 

And patch'd ladies are all f 
As soldiers the lobtten all go, 

Sft s ^ff kerrmg'i a man when he lacks woik. 
And the m l m om, I really don't know, 

Bnt it's mon^rondy take 8abm€n*» wax-work, 

Tol '^'e Tol, &c. 

A eavp of yoor critic-race smacks, 

A pkdee, la! we most of ns like it, 
I doBi't saT yoor doctors ue jacks. 

But we're all glad enough when they pike it ; 
SoBie say that your lawyer's a tJunk, 

I don't mean to swear he is that fish, 
Bnt we ahon'dn't miss much of the mark 

If we set down his clients n» flat fish. 

Tol de rol, &c 

A Wftfnmet is midt, we all know, 
Tonr S K S l sr a pesjrl-dealer made is. 



A K fy mk it€ mmaeU^B a beau. 

And Aor-«odUe« a game lor the ladies ; 
We tadde great men like a trout, 

Twrktaiock like substantial stock-holders, 
Muor Starason's a great bounce-about, 

Aad a glutton's a eod*» head amd Mhoulden. 

Tol de rol, kt . 



! ECHO MOCKS THE WINDING 
HORN. 

The morning breaks, 

Those raddy streaks 
Proclaim the opening day ; 

With glowing health. 

The sportsman's wealth. 
Away, boys ! come, away ! 

The mellow horn. 

On the still mom, 
Poors soundfl which Echo mocks. 

While, following, bound 

Man, horse, and hound. 
To unearth the wily fox. 

Hark! Echo mocks 

The winding horn. 
That, on the expanded wings of mom, 
Thongh sweet the sound, in dreadful yell 

Tolls out a knell 

To the deroted'fox. 

Now off he's thrown. 

The day's our own. 
See yonder where he Ukes ; 

To cheat our eyes. 

In vain he tries 
The rivers and the breaks. 

The mellow horn 

Breaks on the mom. 
And leads o'er hills and rocks ; 

While, following, bound 

Man, horse, and hound, 
% entrap the wily fox. 

Hark ! Echo mocks, &c. 



Now he's seiz'd. 

The dogs, w^ll pleas'a. 
Behold his eye-balls roll ; 

He yields his breath. 

And from his death 
Is bom the flowing bowl. 

The mellow horn, 

Tnat, through the mom. 
Led over hills and rocks ; 

Now sounds a call. 

To see the fall 
Of the expiring fox. 

Hark! Echo mocks. Sec. 



I WILL WREATHE A FAIRY BOWER. 

(Peake.) 

I WILL wreathe a bower, a fairy bower. 
Of greenest thoughts — I will wreathe it well 

And deck it with leelings all in flower. 

And thither my love shall wend and dwell. 

Oh she shall live in that hallowed spot. 

By the cold and common world forgot. 

There, life shall be like one summer hour. 
Not a bud shall drop, nor a leaf df>part ; 

No wandering airs can destroy the b(.wer 
That glows with the roses of the heart. 

Oh, she shall live in that hallowed spot. 

By the cold and common world forgot. 



^^^**^*^ 



MONTGOMERY'S PIG. 
(Devis.) 

Gaily 111 dash along, sorrow's mere flummery. 

Sentiment's all a fantastical rig ; 
I once read a novel, call'd Mord&unt Montgomery, 

He broke his heart for a favourite pig. 

He and his pig were from infancy play-fellows ; 

While they were youog they behavM very well ; 
But when they grew up they tum'd out very gay 
fellows. 

Scamping and sky-larking — where I sha'n't tell. 

Pig grew so rakish, that, spite of his clamours. 
Cross-ways they tied a great stick on his chest ; 

So, losing at once both his acorns and amours. 
He sickened and died— of a pain in his breast. 

Shame and remorse seized his ruthless oppressors. 
But, when Montgomery heard the sad tale, 

Vengeance he vow.'d on poor piggy's aggressors. 
Confirming his oath with three nippers of ale. 

Sound. y he kick'd them; but, hapless Montgo 

mery. 

Nought It availed thee, thy grief was so big ; 

He madden'd, he smil'd ! and, to show 'twasn' 

mummery, 

Breath'd his fast sigh at the grave of his pig. 



LET US BE MERRY BEFORE WE GO. 
(J. P. Curran.) 

If, sadly thinking, with spirits sinking. 

Could more than drinking my cares compose, 
A cure from sorrow from sighs I'd borrow, 

And hope to-morrow would end my woes. 
But as in wailing there's nought availing. 

And Death, unfailing, will strike the blow \ 
Then, for that reason, and for a season. 

Let us be merry before we go. 

To joy a stranger, a way-worn raugei , 
In every danger my course I've ran ; 

Now hope all ending and death befriending^ 
His last aid lending my cares are done. 



UNIVEI13AL SOSCSTERi 

rorh>j1eulD>e[. 

My giief. .re over, m, glu. mot la» ; 
Then, for iliat nuon, mnJ lot ■ huoh. 
Iiet ui bo men; befate ire go ! 

VAT A SflARMING POY 1 PK. 
When £nl a liitle Smoiichy, oo higher ilnm m 

that, 
My dad KDd mHtuay tsuelil in« to Imaw veil vit is 

Thej puI mni lillle check »nd m»i curly head yon 

tDd llics nf ill den> a*r™ vM ■ itarming poy I 

""' Wirt m». in.il« dclighiing. 
Eye. iiivitinB 1 
Oh ', all of dpm sgree vai b uiamiing poy I pe. 
Dea HHiii I graced up piggei, and kept my syg an 

ID pretty whereyet dem [ ice. 
Then Ihcy all of 'om agm) val a ahanning poy I 

Wid mai •milei dclighiing. Sic. 
At laat do gay Mlu Levi vpa vin my under heart. 
And I rcHoTved to tnury her^ and do a buabandS 

K) pti-Lly, the could not cruel pe, 
ouc ......Tii .uu OBver found luch ■ proper maD a> 

■Wid mai ■milei delighting. S«. 
Now, go whne'er I miy, all de pretty litlk dears 
Dcy seek mai heart K> wio—but I'm blind lo all 

Wid mai nnilea delighting, &c. 

O, THOtI ART THB LAD OF MY HEART, 
WILLY. 

(Smyth.) 
■ mv heart. Willy. 
There', lo.e, and thore'i life, and glW, 
There'aacheerin thy voice and Ihy bounding Mcp, 

And tbere'a bliu io thy blithewme e'e ; 
But, oh. how my heart waa tried, WiUy, 

For liulf I thought 10 leo 
Thai the lad who won the luiet all 

Would ever be mia by me. 
Adoirn thii path we came, Willy. 

Twa. just St the hour of eve ; 
And will he, or will he not, t thought. 

My flmtmne bean, relieve f 
So «h we peus-d ai we uunter'd on, 
"Twaa fear— and hope— and fear ; 
111 here, at the wood, ai we parting atooa. 
'TwH rapture hii vowa to hear '. 
Of v««. » .oft— (hT vowa, WiUy • 

luld not, like me. he proud ; 
:. with thy aonring. ethoing loog, 
own from thy rmv cloud- 
merry and light M thy own. 

THE SENSIBLE FAMILY. 
UhVel "^ a™ho rlWlfred « 



OR. ML'SEuu o? Minrn. 

4Dt with her knnckle or boie. 

But with her lotigue tha battered on : 
A'ith cuckold, au. blackhead, and lUonr, 

4nr with her knuckle and bone. 

But with poker and totiga the faattervd oa. 

Spoken.! BuI, pooraoul! ihe happtaiadtBtt 
me rlny. and went uut Ilk* the aniiS ol B CMdb— 
inging. Ka. ha. wa. who, cb, wow, JhC. 
( ItniliaiKg P<mek, Ihefirtt part a/ Ut I* 



With 11 lace like a well-poliihed wmrminf-paii. 
Sl'oKCN.] A dropty carried hei off, p««««l' 

guing to (tir the liie the other day. he layi'bold el 
the hot end of iho poker, and, a* aoaa at be loud 



then vowed to keep mytelf linf^Ie, 
My perton neglected, ilmng taken, fxti 
iut Dorothy't fharmi made my heart lin»le. 

i'bough tome men her love had derided. 
With a ebort and long leg. that went up ai 
Spoken.] Poor creature, the left me mu tW 



Thev took a trifle r 



Ihcy 
Filh 11 



Though hi 



him hopping I 
M, 



t( the pariah to 
I think the " ' 



let-eyed Molly, no. 
e oniy one dao^itn, n 



wonted, aod tnl 



I. and aJwayi tingt— 

Ka. b, 
iffljutt luitt again. 



With ■ title I hope won't degrade hci, laa. 
For. having a hump on her hack. 

Why. you may call hei my ■ ife or my La4y, IB*. 

SPOKEN.] I have bol otu child by hat, lada 
(harp lad he ii. Tuming the comer oF lb Me* 
the other day, he ran fun-but agaiul k> MnHJi 

aud, d me, if he bai been aUe tn apeak ■««■ 

of truth ever iknce. Having giveByoTriDll**.. 
icripiioo of my wivet and tamlly. I wiali ytt ttM 
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LD 18 CADWALLO'8 TONGUE. 

(Gray.) 

!;advallo't tongue, 
h'd the Monnj main, 
Urien ileepe apon lits cnggy bed. 
m, ye mourn in rain ! 
whose macnctong 

hage Piinhmmon bow his dood-topped 
«d, 

companions of my tonefiil art, 
s the lizht that Yiriu Uiese sad eyes, 
i&e ruddy drops that warm my heart, 
d amidst your dying country's cries. 
I weep, they do not sleep, 
ider diA, a grisly band, 
OB sit, they linger yet, 
ns of their native land ! 
, in dreadful harmony, they join, 
▼c, with bloody hands, the tissue of thy 
le. 



THE NEW FLY VAN. 

^« MpLodgmgiiontheeMGrmmd." 

(R. Hance.) 

. me, if all the « fly vans" on the earth 

Mmdocted as easy as mine, 

« woold find theirs a more pleasant birth. 

mid better allbrd to drink wine. 

bcnvts <tf stage-coachmen they are so pcr- 



method they will not learn, 
ftey travel as slow as a funeral hearse, 
" fly-van invention'* wo'n't turn. 

that harness, for mine is more dear, 
trouble of putting it on, 
hones killed in the course of a year, 
■t aid of whipcord or thong ; 
lOffse that's well harnessed will well do his 

nejfy bear his burden along ; 

vans are endangered by a sudden jerk, 

fly-van-scheme your fife may prolong. 

ye stage-coachmen and travellers who 

uxj trag to do with my ** fly- vans," 

ng folks, who wish to amuse themselves 

0, 

vked to follow my plans : — 

tiimMMper cut a narrow strip, 

ich a nne horse-hair youll tie, 

Um m Ibim-hoUk], and fasten it over 

is kip, 

-^' fly-van," and then let him fly. 

THE SEVEN AGES. 
With i4ddilioiu.— (Collins.) 
a t tal poet's pace says that all the world's 



I, with all their airs, are nothing more 
an players, 

ng skill and art, in his turn to play his 
ut. 

All to fill up the farsical scene, O. 
TB, exit there, stand in view, mind your 

MB. 

Hr)f down, ho down, derry dcrry down. 
Auto fill up the fardcal scene, O I 

• infiuit oo the lap, mewling, pewling for 

w hb i t, which we truss. Is swaddled by 
iniM, 

p l snse tlM poppet tries, as he giggles and 
scries. 

All to fill vp the farsical scene, ! 



( The ringtr ktn mitata ihs crying of a child.) 
Hush-a-by, wipe an eye, kiss a pretty, suck a titty. 

Spoken.] Ha, ha! it was its none mamma's 
met^, pretty ; and, if he is a good boysey, poisey, 
ne shall go a ridey, pidey, in a coachey, poachey 
-Ya'.ya! 

Hey down, ho down ! 8tc. 

Then the pretty babe of grace, with his shmmg 

mominri; face. 
And lus sachet on his back, to school, alas ! miut 

pack. 
While, like a snail he creeps, and for black Monday 

weeps. 

All to fill up the farsical scene, O ! 
Book mislaid, truant play'd, rod in pickle, bum to 

tickle. 

Spoken.] (ImUatmti^oolmatterandbosf,) Come 
up, sirrah, and say your lesson. What lettrr is 
that?— A. Well, sir, what is the next?— Thar, 
sir. It is not that, sir^it is this, sir. Now, spell 
B-i-r^m-i-n-g-h-a-m. Well, sir, what does that 
spell? — Birmingham. Put out your hand, sir — 
there (dapping the hoj/'t hand) — It is Brummagum. 

Sing hey down, ho down, &c. 

llien the lover next appears, soused over head and 

ears. 
Like a lobster in the fire, sighing ready to expire. 
With a deep hole in his heart, you might through 

it dnve a cart. 

All to fill up the farsical scene, O ! 
Beauty spurns him, passion bums him, like ^ 

wizard, eats his gizzard. 

Spoken J Oh, my most adorable Amelia, had 
I words sufficiently strons to express m^ admiration 
of your beauty, you would at once believe me your 
devoted lover, and complete my bliss by flying to 
his arms who must for ever pine for the possession 
of that angelic form. 

Hey down, no down, &c. 

Then the soldier, ripe for plunder, breathing 

slaughter, blood, and thunder. 
Like a cat among the mice, kicks a dust up in a 

trice ; 
Talks of nought but streaming veins, shatter'd 

limbs, and scattered brains. 

All to fill up the farsical scene, O ! 
Fight or fly, run or die, pop or pelter, belter skei • 

ter. 

Spoken.] Aye, I shall never forget the last 
battle I was in, such marching and countermarch- 
ing, — up the hill and down the hill, — right and 
left, flank and rear. Bless vour heart, I have 
fought up to my knees in blooa ; and, at the very 
last battle I fought in, I had six horses shot under 
me — saw my comrades mown down like hay ; and, 
just as a twenty-four-pounder was coming towards 
me, I drew my broad-sword — cut it right in two^ 
one half went up in the air, and the other half 
went — 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 

Then, the justice, in his chair, with his broad and 

vacant stare. 
His wif of formal cut, and belly like a but. 
Well lined with turtle hash, callipee, and calli- 

pash. 

All to nil up this farsical scene, O \ 
Bawd and trull, pimp and cull, at his nod go to 

quod. 

Spoken.] Now, sirrah, what's your name? — 
John. John what? — No, sir, not John What— 
John Thomas. WvH, John Thomas, what right 
had you to take liberties with that (lirl ? — 1 didn'% 
take liberties with her ; but I think she takes a 
great liberty with me, when she swears a child to 
me. Vou must lather it, sirrah. — I wv'n't ; let bar 




» bi'i ud roiinil, now w 



V my tDugb uukoyt mc. 

U<7 doWD, ho dOKD. 



Then, to Gniih u. . ,. 

Aaa, liki ilicep tbii'i gal the i 



uuwedo b 



re oR la, wlille tha bcU tolli 
11 ihs Kene £niiha : then. 



Mppy. h)i linpng- 



Adapted to ■■ id Fumr."— (O'Meum.) 
Tilt kaighl wu bnvc, ihi! Dmid wu Fiir, 

Euh mo ■ ^ihei bloom did vut, 
[Fnniffled by like bnue of ai^hl : 

1 nnlfny itowl btrnciitli the (uvfi. 
To !««■ tbc \oiat lu .imy, 

Ur cried. " Oh! flv thy lyranl'i power. 

Th* C*ll of f«ilbftll \o,f obfY." 

Th« knight >u bnve, dw maid wu f< 
The icDOD wu bcuoing »lTer brigh. 

Up cried, " Oh ! butc. mj lovrlr fair 
Til now the lignal liouc loi Sight." 



Heed run the otltopel'i cl»ng of fierre slanr 

1> ihoH that pvei wail on faithful love 1 

Love, nt'ei deceive a*, tc. 
So peace ihall be oof baupT Irauofe, 
Each mam ahaU beaiu wiih uleaiutei 
t:.i«br»>cu in imlh, each can i> o'er. 
Thiu — ihua we moet, W paft — ao more ' 

ROSAMONIi'8 SONG OP HOPE. 
(Blwnuheld.) 



'te 



bring me henlth 



I feel thy preieDce, holy &n. 

My Philip will be Oat. 



n 



PETER PRUIN; 



GooDfoUi.tbi 
For geniiiiiH tea 
Withn 



And nDuine bobea, and ^Diii&e byiou. 
The Emperor ShoDg-Sat.. of Ko Ki, iw KdW 
llu ukeD to me. Peter Pruin. a itasf ; 

baldeidaafa birwing. 




■nioiigh r. 



Z^l 



(Lord Maminglan.) 
D coo] gmr and moarr ct 



VNITERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



i7o 



HEROES AND KINGS, REVERE THE 
MASON'S NAME. 

By MaaonV ait, the Moiring domes. 

In varioiu columns, snail anse ; 
All climates are their native homes. 
Their godlike actions reach the skies 
CHORUS. 
Heroes and kings, revere tbeir name. 
Whilst poets sing their lasting fame. 

Great, |eneroas, vinooos, good, and brave. 

Are utles Masons jnstly claim ; 
Their deeds shall live beyond the grave. 
Which some onbom shall loud proclaim. 
CHORUS. 
Tnne shall their glorious acu enro.l. 
And love, with friendship, charm the soul. 



YID DE GRACE EXTRAORDINAIRE. 

First rid de grace extraordinaive 

I use de foil, and I hit von dere ; 

If Tid de gentillunnme I pury quarte — O ! 

Cm, ca, I tip him on de nsht-hand-heart — O ! 

Bat if vid oe demoiielles I pany tierce — O ! 

Yy den de little left-hand-heart I pierce— O ! 
Fr ap ii M deux fois, ne booges pas, a la garde, I say ; 
Avaaeesy ictires-vons, nn, deuxjitrois, developez. 



Den on de theatre I play so free, 

Yo« never shall see one act well like me. 

1b comedy I send so far away — O ! 

I*arl«t, and Potior, and Brunet — O ! 

1b tragedy I do so tear about-a, 

YoQ link po«» Talma but a stupid lout-a. 

B^udes, look ! and see my tragic grace ' 

Kb eomedy 1 have anoder face. 

DcB at de Opera so much I shine ; 
Dcy ciy bravo bis, bis, 'tis quite divine. 
1 cat so neat and so long up remain — O ! 
Yob tink I never shall come down again — O ! 
And if in pirouette so light I hop-i. 
Yob ask your ami if I never stop-i ? 

t, chaine entiere demoiselles balen- 



Poi-B-doa promenade, cavaliers avancez. 

Dm v«fB in love, such dolce tings I tell her, 
la soft Italian so I call her " bella ;" 
And on my knees I stay three houn or more — O ! 
iHw di pietade takes me from the floor — O ! 
I pcem ner mano to my poor cuore, 
Imt she may feel how fierce is my aidore. 
Cam, sweetest 1 it is for you I die, 
" Ah! BO BOB more !" she so sweet reply. 

DeB for de song, — ah, ah ! I quickly soon 
Shall pot de very angels out of tune. 
Mb aenoaa I've more foro 



force den any, 
make look foolish de great Tramezzani : 
To talk of Nahii, pooh ! it is all stuff-a : 
YoB crack your very side when I sing buffs. 
Sum socto voce, et concompiacenza, 
Stiam fnziosa — finish a la cadenza. 



THE COSSACK MELODY. 

JjOVD the trump of war was blowing ; 

Glory called me to the frav ; 
When my love, with eyes o^^owing. 

Cried — awhile delayl 
Gentle youth, thy steed detaining, 
Btay and hear my fond complsining ; 

Qentle youth, oh ! stay. 

Vain her tears and vain her sorrow. 
Swiftly from her sight I flew ; 

Saymg, if I live to-morrow, 
III rctam to you. 



From that hour which did us sever. 
Never, I beheld her never. 
From that hour I bade for ever 
Peace of mind adieu. 



THERE'S NOTHING I HATES MORE THAN 

DRINKING. 

(C. F. Barreu.) 

Some folks in my place, now, would tipple and 
drink. 

Just by way, now, of drowning their trouble ; 
But to do that just now would be folly, I think, 

'Cause then all my woes would look double ; 
But one little drop, to drive sorrow away. 

Can ne'er make a drunkard, I'm thinking. 
For though I oft love just to moisten my clay, 

There's nothine I hates more than drinkina;. 

With my fal de ral, &c. IHicaqt, 

There's nothing I hates more than dr'.i king. 

But the world, d'ye mind me, so wicked is grown. 

They tell you I often get mellow. 
Though, ifegs, there is not, if the truth they would 
own. 
In Otranto a soberer fellow ; 
For a bottle or two, to drive sorrow away, &c. 

But your soberest folks oft come off with the worst. 

Witness I, here so late in the dumps, sirs ; 
When Manfred knows this, why then I'll be curst. 

If I sha'n't get plenty of thumps, sirs : 
So how to escspe from this turbulent fellow. 

And hide from his fury, I'm thinking ; 
Why, 111 fly to my old place of refuge, the cellai. 

Though tuere's nothing I hates more than drink- 
ing. 

With my fal de ral, &c. 



MY SOUL IS DARK. 

(Byron.) 

My soul is dark— oh ' quickly string 

The harp I yet can brook to hear. 
And let thy gentle fingers fling 

Its meltmg murmurs o'er mine ear. 
If in that heart a hope be dear. 

That sound shall charm it forth again , 
If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

'Twill flow, and cease to bum my brain 

But bid the strain be wild and deep. 

Nor let thy notes of joy be first ; 
I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep. 

Or else this heavy heart must burst. 
For it has been by sorrow nurst. 

And ach'd in sleepless silence long. 
And now 'tis doomed to knoi» the worst. 

And break at once or yield to song. 



IT WO'NT BE MY FAULT IF I DIE AN 
OLD MAID. 

My mother pretends for a wife I'm too young. 

And says that men will deceive me. 
But let her look back, sho'll soon hold her tongue \ 

If not, 'tis no matter, believe me. 
Sweet gentlemen, don't be a moment in fear. 
And suffer a damsel to keep sinking here. 
Remember no thought to a girl is so dread. 
As the terrible one — she may die an old maid. 

Mother preaches for ever against men, the vile sex. 

And says every look is alarming. 
But, between you and I, this she says only to vex. 

For I know that she thinks you all charming. 
Three husbands she has had in the course of her 

life. 
Now I only want one, sir, ** pi ay wholl have > 
good wife V^ 



rwrra 



■I ii n'al b> Bf bA if I fi* M lU ■ 



tClufh. liLt titloBiac it ibM baa Lot* 
brighlcti Wv f 

Her claim* lo nuiBuia Ihn* ■■ jUiAm uvb. 
Who iwbly duplif 'd hii pmiwa « 0(1* 

Id both m pit>.nul aaJ ffclPK Mn 
Thm chimh t^ rapoa Ikit liktm fttt, 

Thim chnitb tba wcapoa ihw Iotth ■■*• ••*« 
Tha inpii^h of mitaj m hemn- 



PotifB 



.. Ac 



Ak 1 JO Ikdiaa. Ih«w« irbn. <f alepM a>a. 

In (ttiiadi gntccfal. an Anhrt j«« iwv. 
Ah ' ya ladiM, bcwiin Int Iht un>*, lUHt*. 

L'niRlajtlj aini'd. h* diiFctnl *> ftnii 
For il f|n M ^ be noi balf w bri^ 

A> thwfl lyn vhleh beam wiih plewnn u 



d hvn> hiamc i 



nDUgbt ma} reaul, kr. 



THK HARMOMC SOCIETT. 

1.T »*.ry Jovlnl ri.-.i .mil. 



"najnial pw*s. aiik cbHrfvl tooki. 

ThecrMcUT dnak ud tlaci 
A^ vntk fitautr* lh« Uxr ft.1 

VarihouKh™,,. 
Aid nab tint luS nn-erdiiig oigbi 



maestouEa. we mist haste avat. , 

TfeS wim » OB lb* bill, 

TW i™» u btoamini f*if , 
Bm Of Htrj il DM ilwn. 

Rait ' Ibc Ml B< raieg da} 1 
Wdgtb—ii. n BiiiH huif ■■■J. 

The «h^hfTd luBra lik* r**4 

cyrr tbv dnr-bv^aa^rd mead ; 

TW ft<«*n no the a». 

Bu B7 Huj B aai (fan*. 



A CiNtils I Kan. «r. a iiii j ■ mi|i|. 

Wlia 1,T« IB Uw titlo;. fiud bj ) 
Ta«miD>«isc a-vHHsg— both tain WMUpiw- 

Unl* Clara a hubaBd lo tiy. 
Tbc bu of dwK lomi, ( [aiiW-hnn yvuk, 
"So fofnipfl anld bcdui of, htc nonihir abd tn. 
\rt bk bsUfB *en buulaoaif, w haadiam 



HM pfofitt tboafht him r:iJ!a 
The orit w ■ tjgnor, wtlb Kiif:« fni 






'Xi^. atm brrwv. ait. Tin Idling irmi inw, 
Tba Tcij old (nc:bl vai ifac hiup erf ym. 
Link Clara frii puBlpd (rhkh v*i tt> daddi 

So>b((aB<, nr. u mf br advic*: 
Sbe dramibrd bulb tbr patlina who ss* 



TbulMUMbrrdDDbtal 
,1. " atj draifhild, '111 

idbuda 11 



Sap.1. ■■ m 
" Tbaibloa 



gl™ 



maiinply cUu 
I Uw apiug <f th* 

bo« brighdj iVj 



brjri pin> 



Tbe ■ooill.lii 

Shmid iwiiu- IB 

NM rian. afainu Nann, dKaynl abiiralW 

Thn tak< a jnn; bridr^raom, am] (Mot III 
old hank*." 
She look R:ir ad>i«,— mih ihc ytmih inal N 

And bf •^fphprd of aiiry aba Isft in >h* Imk 




FBOM rat DRAGON 91V£ US ALL. 

Lbv Wfof* iLw biimbljr plcuting 

tm Kt fuhm. uid mrmothfr. 

r^ Bf wMr, wul m; brotbEr, 

F« Bjr fnrads ihal •lanil bcfun iliue. 

Taw pMnisorr btuahly dnth implurc yc, 

Wan 1^ dngon un ui all. 

flano. UutT.of'MDic-ll.li' 



I f AM nil DIUGON OF V 






:Mk o'lhr wi.lk, ihrnngh ihi vill«g» I itral, 
And tcan ihriii oil viheir 1 gn. 

For 1 (m thfl D^un of Wintly. 
'hrniiEh Utthnn aiul lanlei I run mi| ngi, 
Swallow K »truig of Iko^i paddm^, hot 

inblale H brood ni ntrkvyi, or a litter of pi^i. 

And with unnt hinur-btpwed mmih 'cm dm 

WithmyUldoral, & 



Aad the fnir rhfpk of btnuly wiih Ic 
WliiB Llie bln^T (if w« ■■ unfurled. 



ixhon 



ho* iniMpid Wnvir. 



' dauDtli-H u'cr 

And di( fnr Ih< 
Yflt one [ear ere the heroM drpui , 
One ili-b tixM bn drawn from ihr I 

at kiu trom the chok vitb *wHt i 



;f of «» ii nnfnrlcd. 



No* forth 10 the I 



II with tru* be k. 



am ! IliU loK ' Ou Id 



Fnm Oi. hRHi of aj OIK. 
But. likv > end luh luii, 

OiB toorh, uul jaii.'t* nadinw ! 
The nrr. loo, .• m Iwd. 

Th»> very fc» will uy. . 

Whan l»e appiDferlH nigh. 

Fui liiH In** t ibu Tovi 
Ob' llM*lav«1 iliiiW*' Ikuloie 



OR. KttlRttM OV lUllTB. 
hiiim of Btitnn itilh ihf Coliloiae M Pi^riui 

boUi ur«lD^iieam nbe fncket. Bml sbra inr *ik 

■>« il ni Snikuaih w th* Bsili. Uow ni f « 

Well, whit do you UiiuW of Um StMw.V^«h, 
Ihof an vent Boe. hut llirr'J he ill ihr r^-iint. 

. lifdc wuhlo,. V«. lUld D"- — ■•- 

liidrclMliing. Bvrr. mitT. i.r . 

iboRlc uf ehui|MKIIt. CJu:i 






YwillliDrfiituvoHcat. 
YobTI w»h yon'd ]o»ji,r iwnfd. 



Fur Unnioi'* trni 
.'Ciouilifa il M. 



With bwnklfut Tou optn ih» il^r i 
Tm. eoffoe. *fj«, n«iii. oi -ho plr«B« 

May (willaw hot nufliDi ut May. 

If cotcy in onnpMY, «^- *■ _ , , 

Wilh Houncc anl mj Lard "'■t' ""i 

0», if yon ptkt. yon oiiy driul it 

AlMW, lil« yo" "ulky "•""• . . 

For thit il lohD Bull at Mruncc t, 

A> »m ih'i* «g«io "Uul lenin i 

When England hMmilliom »1»m 

To dancr on thfl banki of the Sc 



hel»ll 



d— ■■»•. Ill poll 1 

ml tXrUiing. a— "a--- , - — ■ . - 

vonr niHtct, uul HI blow hint 



Til rinl. ring, rin 
..J down. d-'«. It. 
Hem. 



your niHtet, «"l HI oio* n™ "P- "— °" 
Tlei«, WkB your bell-repe, d— me. (ihrowing H 
.[ him, «hl(h he hu bmkM.) What will yo. 



,.«. .irt Tike. >itt "J 5 . , . f. 

d—'io* ' (eBd me ua. «affiw, lout, hiin, cold 
nwM bei-t. d— 'me, w^ mutton-chop*. Waiior. 
ihi PMI. He't in hand, tit. (.ounet, wailec. 
,1.^ ,„ hand ^. W "». y-j-v M? -■ 
(.«h(-(M«»llie, hew'WwoTi'iw?- T«oT.m«, 
.k.!-.^ tad Baili^. «•! Jon ■l>*f'l •""J'"'* 
»(« Herald. Preii. Time., Poet, 
) linw nUaMOl: ona tnifbi almou 
■ ■■ Viitccbring 



■■d l>nurlli(l .. 



iVlUW**! 



fa*. Pon'lraii, nii!jHniipf..r 

iD'ir olgku. ihall never gs l» be.! .f im. U ..in 

PbrUueiaJsha Bull .i Mwitwi^ fa. 




To-hnUU. 

No. 1.. .o 

BoiibeM'm 

P« Mourir 


«0B«and.pfi^tl,,rfP»«, 
MadxiiMdbrbi'H 



The (queeic for in Bnglicb diipl*| 

Of beef, iiuddiBc, potalori. auf luitejl, 

la slwTt, all ia Ru^Uh bnt piy- 

SpoKeu.] Ajt, twvtf ibins i> Frn»h lim 

lir, eveeplinf the pay— oatelk Ihe iriu * Ibi 

tiDDdmi lo gM what 1 call prnperly dnuU. I» 
do il brn, dr. for a quarter the nonFy. and * I 
handiomely loo. Wby. jei, half-a-fOiBCi. * 
would find a PmchniaD ia wine for ■ wri 
Prmcbmenl naity beaitt' I bate roi. ihMlM 
p-I draok. Aye. Ihi' i> wbai I call ■ bigs Aa- I 
«! dinner, plenty of legs of manoD andivoJi'' 
beet; Bolhin; Fnndi in it : they'll dien t« ■■ 
egg five diffeienl ways, and make a dmaa iiim 
ouiof aalullinc'awonbof fpinnage. Nr.Whr- 
Mith. what ihall t help you to f A iramul « 
gooH, MI, if YOH plrax. Mt. Writ, will ■" 
you for? doalt and heeli, lir. Waiter. Ii>d, 
-^Ye.. ""-^^^^-^^^ t?y„T' "^W 

porif pow pew OBorfv. Beg your pardon. vldMi 
I aio DU an BniUsbman, tlielefore I cubM ^ 
denUnd your rrtacb. Theie't ■ np <■ V 
linucklej lur yon. uttrh you right, ywi wiB fc 
•bowing off when there'a no accaiion. VU •" 
thaw two urwable feUows in ibe eoraerl «! 
Ihat't Mr. Olom and Mr. Mum. they alwaji md 
thai ronud lahle logciher. and alwayt qunnl ■9 
thrnuidv«: liHcn loth«n. Waiter, bread. n>* 
il i, b - ._ . _ -. -V 



Where T There!* li^*! ^uJi 
tie* why don't rbey decanter ' 
London, eht (UBttii;) wine' 



Oh, Mb- 
i nave il. it* 

natty bUfllW- 



jonhidf Ob; 1^' ah 



war. I baT-u'ldon 



For ibit ia John BdH ni Urarin'fi 
Now, aoiuarmeni ia hem, and the bad 

And I>unmer'( Omtrm CUwI.' 1 

Now. lome laugh at ibo crowd* a* UMflMV | 

While *l Pant toine will aip ibeir ^am, , 

Othin ilick lo their bolile at hnne. 

SpokiH.I Well. Mr. D.>wg(in,wLudl4iMfc ' 
ithyoutKlf 1a*I oicht. Oh. why I wwMMtk ' 
Tlieatn fVoMO, I ihinb Ihry rail il. la tm aVh- | 



gedy-pai 






llhink lh« call il. w , 

on«in«— ,£ere wunnbadrkaM , 
M ety-lo be Kire, I don't «aM- ' 



IRSAL SONGSTER; 



Op*™ 



J,t. Y« 



.7 Why, k™, 
«>r |HntlRau-< 6fn toni mania uiolfaer KCiHle- 
mu 1 fttij' diu^hwn. I nnr lo ihe Port St. Mu^ 
rin, ihr nn^nal vrtrrboiue fof mAids and mankin. 
I «nt to Hr Uu Uug of Motilinris, all nUaral. n 
r.'*l <1«.~WI1I fuu uy u much Tor JDUT Maid aud 
MacpUN I viiiwd (Ik Cgrfu Ifillii CMmw, vhal 
did yondowtlh jnOTMltr Why. 1 weu when? 
Tuu did. What I did; whrw WM IhwT Why, 

ihaiF Why,iuth<.aijr>*NiU.n/eUMm. Pray. 

Vfs. Manau.""/"" •Ith«p1avla«n^i[? No, 
va'un. Ivuii Lady SusarJoafi Inst nighl; ii 
«1H b*t niicbt, UcruiKhl* what da yon meanl 
Why, <rri:ry McHid.y a^lil .he civr. what Ihp 
frmch i.all • Sort Ej/e. Indeed! why, then. I 

beliati ull itHT-mtet. even Tumlay mamitig. 
So ihia ia John Bui at Mewur'tr &c. 



(J. H. Payne.) 
I> th« pmniK a(pIfa*Bi«, the lilly believer. 
BgmefanaliiDg, 10 brave 
Thfl Ixinyiug vnrld'i wave. 

(ad, Tiruc a wndi, Ploaiore'i promiiei bmkrn. 

'hMU irnt, bul um taU. that, wbcnver we mam, 
[%nc*( ■» uUinir« abroad like the pleaamc of 

Bat dimp not, poor canawty ! be not dejected ! 
Pfml the umpetl-wave tpring. 
To jaM inaoeence cling ! 

1( die viriM. though erring, thai will not de- 

kTea' lkDii|;h fraq the worid't heantr-aa bnooQ re- 

^mm TDsr hnin> upon einh, ihuuih can houteWU 



OLD HR. AKD YOUNG MRS. 1 

(B.B. Surh.) 
la j«i*n all tailed npon me (o give yo< 



I Tbw as* Siuidny momiag when all but great ain 



Tbna p<^e »ra uUing of eDaUng iheit din- 

S>Ta he, ITI hate n>.«, >ad 1 witl not be ft.Udd. 
a*r* •>•■' 1^ J<n •>>*ll. (n> the leg ahall be 


ADd b-a 1-ve brwiihl that p*itii>s kia, 
Aa pate u 1 recetved iL 

O thai kiu, jie. 


TWrl)irO|M<D blow.. .«d made .,..iclt .a up- 


THE MARGATK STKAM-YACHT. 

(T. DIMin.) 


mkli Aaliatwd ■ Kenl 1i*ing upon the Gni Roor, 
Wbo 4a*n •■■In dill run. andfirai did (H-Etn 
Wkk nfib.tialaMn after U«k«l down Mt.Trim. 

Tol lol, &c. 
win »f^ Tkbn ta- hn o'd huihand <j»d », 
W-Mb Ik* bt )*( «f .notion ihe h.l Uro-u a blow. 


Tt.A-HCTTI-i;* are beautiful Idiom. 

Ami ItdiRn delight in thi'irbi]lliu(0! 
evmpuhy •»& how a l»-k.'IL}e tin^. 

But whowuold haw thMgbt, with •,, IKIfr lc<.»U 
Tbey-d ever hern brought o, *im».r> u.dbobbU 
From D»Win Bay to ParkgaUt ! 




TAKB A BUMPER AND TRY. 

(AUrrtifmm llit Orlgumi.) 
Tner tell me IVe proved iink.md to my Imi . 
DF«rtnd pone Pliillii, and ituek to my glan 
AlU.nugh1 have Irfl lier. the truth T ■ ' 



dimple. 



B.yet 



1 truth the eoofd 



Oh, irinel nighty «i 

Oh, wine - mif nty wi 
In wine, mighly wioel many comfotti I im'. I 
If you doubt what I«y, uke •bumperanrllr;. | 
Her liliea and mici were \iut in Iheit prime, 
Yitl liliei ud roiea ore conquered by time ; 
n»l. in wine, rmn Hi age, ueb benefit dowe, 
Thni we like it Ihi- better ihe older it growi. 
Let dueli, and batttei, and historyi prove ■ 

The iniidiiefa that wait upon rivib in love-, 
Bui in drinking, thank heaven, no rival cod'fb^. 
For the more «• lov« liquor, the m< 
frie..d.. ^ 

Ob, win^f mighty w 

Oil' THAT KISS, TBAT SWEET, 8\i' EET 

(Lewi..) 



On Baltic billon 



a calline 



°Vn'd"'»id°"w'!!rie''™™w^i'Silin 
In foTMcn climri, O ' Ihink on ihi." 

But brios me b»ek my patting kiaa,' 

A. pure a. when I gave It. 
Oh t tbat kiu '. IhU iweet. iweei kiM '. 

In nain and grief, aii II V.ni^i relief, 

And kept the tear fmm •iJiniiig. 
In bnen and liattle. ftve long year*. 

When pleaiure cairdTl eloa'd my ean. 

And lum'd my ey™ from btanty, 
The wanlon-. ule of boaattd hte 



iHO 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER ; OR. MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



O'er waves ao merrily, merrily, merrily. 
To the tune of — A-hoy, for Margate U ' 

Spoken.] " Aboard the Majestic, a-hoy!" 
■* And, sir, isn't it dangerous if your mfety toalvei 
Bn't in good order ; you may upset the whole boil- 
ing on us ?" ** O ! never fear, madam, my ma- 
chinery's safe as the Bank ; you may breakfast, 
sup, dme, and dress your own paraHet." ** What ! 
m the steam ? O dear, how clever and convenient ! 
1 dare say one might wash and iron into the bar- 
gain." ** To be su'^, ma'am/' 

O'er the waves so merrily, &c. 

Only think what a h'sip to the Indian trade. 

When steam-packets, would you think it O ! 
Shall not only bnng tea, but tJtat tea ready made. 

For all who'rc inclined to drink it O ! 
Fear of weves and winds no longer nrevailmg. 
For nobody minds the danger of sailing. 

From Dublin-bay to Parkgate O ! 
O'er waves so merrily, merrily, merrily. 

To the tune of — A-hoy, for Af argate O ! 

Spoken.] " Then will the London Engineer be 
.ne Favourite, and Kclipse the Victory." " D'ye 
.nink so, sir?" «* Yes ; I do." " But, sir, isn't 
'-here danger in case of an explosion !" " Certainly, 
in such a case you have this advantage, that if 
you 00 up, you lose all fear of going down, depend 
on't. ** 1 say. Squire Kmght's coming on." 
•* Pray, sir, in case we don't get in to-night, can 
we stop ny where to sleep ?" " Stop ; Oh, no ! 
ott^l sleep as you zo along." " What ! with all 
hese young ladies f I shall be quite ashamed." 
«* O Lord! O dear!" " What the devil's the 
matter ?" " Matter ! why there's a large salmon 
get in amongst the wheels, and he's just like a fish 
out of water." " Why then, (tinging,) * what 
a A--d fool he must be.'" " A ssilmon in a 
■team-vessel !" " Aye, and a good way of dress- 
ing 'em too : w4ien he's done enough, let's have 
hjiu up, wnile 

O'er the waves so merrily, &c. 

en to see the folks the dock who throng. 

While paddles, in time to music O ! 
|i graceful moving to every gay song. 

Or dance, if you happen to choose it O ! 
The ladies fair, so sweetly talking. 
Though here and there some reel in walking, • 

From Dublin-bay to Parkgate O ! 
O'er waves so merrily, meirily, merrily. 

To the tune of — A-hoy, for Margate O . 

Spoken.] " What time shall we gei m, cap- 
tain ?" " A little before you get out, miss." 
•• Was you ever at sea before ?" *' That gentle- 
man looks very pale, — he'll throw up his cards pre- 
sently : I told you so, — he's lost €m odd trick.** 
*' Oh, Lord ! the rowl of the vessel and the motion 
of the soy." " We'll ivave that, if you please." 
*' The gentleman, with the phosphorous in his 
pocket, is all on fire ; — fmt him out directly, — put 
a rope round his waist, that's round his tusck, and 
— *' " Oh ! my poor dear husband will be burnt, 
hanged, and drowned into the bargain." " Oh ! 
bless you, ma'am, that's nothing to the pleasures 
Oi" the steam-packet." 

O'er the waves so merrily, &c. 



LEEZY'S SORROW. 

(D. Servia.) 

Why these sighs, oh! tell me, Leezyf 
Why that pearly tear that falls ? 

Siglis like these mak<^ me uneasy ; 
Tean ne'er flow without m cause. 



Nanny, oh! my heart is breaking. 

For Uie swain I late ador'd ; 
Leave of joy and earth I'm taking. 

Earth no joys to me afford. 
Though his pipe and song so charming. 

Echo yet nrom yon retreat ; 
Anxious care and grief disarming. 

Think, oh ! Leezy, life is sweet. 
Nancy, sooner 6oods repairing. 

Backwards to their source uiall flow. 
Than I for Jamie, leave despairing. 

Or his equal find below. 
Sink my spirits, sink in sorrow. 

On the dewy grassy sod ; 
Tears and sighs, your wings 111 borrow. 

Fly and find his last abckle. 



I WAS THE BOY FOR BEWITCHING 'EM. 

(Kenney.) 

I WAS the boy for bewitching 'on. 

Whether good humoured or coy. 
All cried, when I was beseeching 'tm. 

Do what you will with me, joy. 
Daughters, be cauticos and steady. 

Mammies would cry out for fear; 
Wo'n't you take care, now, of Teddjt 

Oh ! he is the devfl, my dear. 

For I was the boy, H^ 

From ev'ry quarter I gather'd 'em. 

Very few rivals had I : 
If I found any I leatherM 'em. 

That made 'em plaguily shy. 
Pat Moony, my Shelah once meeting, 

I twigged him beginning Ids da^ ; 
Says he, ' At my heart INre a u«Atiiig/ 

Says I, ' then take one a* toot back 
For I am the boy, kc 

Many a law that would fly away. 

When other wooers but spoke ; 
Once if I looked ner a die-away. 

There was an end of the joke : 
Beauties, no matter how cruel. 

Hundreds of lads though they'd crow'd. 
When I came nigh to them, jewels 

Melted like mud in a frost. 

For I was the boy, &c. 



THE TOWN CRIER. 
(Dibdin.) 

0, yes! O, yes! O, yes! 

Lost, or mislaid, or stolen, or strayed, the cha- 
racter, the decency, the duty of a youth. 

Who was famed, till this accident, for probity ano 
truth. 

Who assuaged his parenu' sorrow, aUevimted theii 
cares. 

And who, with spotless honour, regulated theii 
affairs. 

And who, with spotless honour, iu. 

Spoken.] This young man was seen to come 
out of his father's bankers, he was beckoned by m 
lady, in a hackney-coach : he drove to a jeweli^a, 
where he bought her a fine diamond necklace* 
dined with a roaring party at a tavern, and, in the 
evening, was heard to talik very loud at the Open 
he was next introduced to a hooae, not a 
hundred miles from St. James's, where, u is sup- 
posed, he could get no suppes-, for Le was aeea, 
about three o'clock in the morning, to twuUow dkic 
and eat car Is. 

Who, to his wretched parents, thjt ouigiiided 
youth will bring. 
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eft the Mfwfartion of doing a good action, 
tbMu, iceeive a nun, far more than India 
minea could e'er aft>rd, 

shall eee the peace and comfort of a family re- 



God saTC the King. 

0, yes! O, yes! O, yes! 

, or mislaid, or stolen, or strayed, the tears 

of a widow, young, wealthy, and fair, 
» noised a rich old husband half a year with 

tender care, 
> loved him not for either her conveniency, or 

pelf, 
vlnch is my trout, for she told him so herself. 

All which is very true, &c. 

*0KER.1 As this poor unfortunate young ladv 
about two hours after her husband s 



k to go 10 the Commons to prove his will, where 
iag with a veiv handsome young proctor, it is 
osed the fire of his glances absorbed and dried 
M teaiB of this disconsolate young widow, that 
has never been seen to cry since but once, 
dwa was detected with an onion in her pocket 
IkeRhisf. 

• to diis wretched mourner, the same precious 

drops will bring, 
les the satisCsction of doing a good action, 
i leeehre a gradoos smile, which is all that 

can 06 p t o fler ed, 
bey will be cried no more, nor any greater 

icwaid owsred. 

God save the King. 

0, jts! O, yes! O, yes! 
«r mialud, or wtolea, ot strayed, the knife 
mad fofc of an alderman — a counsellor's wig, 

lice boot of a Grecian — a parson's tithe pig — 
the Can of a lad^ — a false tooth also — 

the hair-powder licence belonging to a beau. 
And the hair-powder licence, &c. 

OKEH.I As these poor unfortunate sufiTeren 
aaily rained and deprived of their livelihood 
e loos of these respective articles, they being 
woikjac VmIs, the charitable and humane are 
rr bamfily requested to take into consideration 
utloni condition. 

who, to these poor people, these same arti- 

dos will bring, 
dos the satisfaction of doing a good action, 
J ihaidts they shall receive from the charitaole 



hey are bat very little use to any body but the 

God save the King. 



^^^^^^^■^ 



AS IT FELL UPON A DAY. 
(Shakspeare.) 

Af it fell upon a day. 
In the meny month of May, 
Acting in a pleasant shade. 
With a grove of myrtles made ; 
Beasts did leap and birds did sing. 
Trees did grow and plants did spring, 
Bvciything did banish moan. 
Save the nightingale alone ; 
She, poor bird, as all forlorn, 
liTsiied her breast aninst a thorn ; 
Fy, fy, fy, now womd she cry, 
Tcren, tereu, tereu, by-and-by, by-and-by. 
That to hear her thus complain, 
Sesrcc could I from tears refrain. 
For her griefs so lovely shown. 
Made Be think upon my own. 



WILL YOU GANG WI' ME, LASSIE, TJ 
THE BRAES OF BIRNIEBOUZLB. 

Will you gang wi' me. Lassie, to the braes of 
Bimiebouzle f 
Baith the air and sea, lassie, will I rob to fend 

111 hunt the otter an' the brock, the hart, the hare^ 
an' heather cock. 
And pu' the limpet fra* the rock, to fatten ana 
to fend ye. 

If ye will gang wi' me,> lassie, to the braes of 

Bimiebouzle, 
Till the day ye die, lassie, ye sal aye hae 

plenty ; 
The peats I'll carry in a scull, the cod and ling 

wi' lines 111 pull. 
An' reave the eggs o'many a gull to make ye dishes 

dainty. 

Sae cheery will ye be, .assie, i' the braes of 
Bimiebouzle, 
Donald, gun an' me, lassie, ev'n will attend ye , 
Though we ha' neither milk, nor meal, nor Iamb, 
nor mutton, beef, or veal. 
Well fau'k the porpy an the seal, and that's 
the way to fend ye. 

And ye sal gang sate braw, lassie, at the kirk of 
Bimiebouzle, 
Wi' little brogs an a, lassie, vow but youll be 
vaunty. 
An' ye sal wear, when ye are wed, the kirtle and 
the Highland plaid. 
And sleep upon the heather bed, so cozy and 
sae canty. 

If ye will marry me, lassie, at the kirk of Bimie- 
bouzle, 
My chiefest aim shall be, lassie, ev'n to conteiu 
ye; 
III bait the line and bear the pail, an' row the 
boat an' spread the sail. 
An' dad the clatters wi' my flail, to make oar 
taties plenty. 



I WILL KISS THEE INTO REST. 

(Byron.) 

This rose, to calm roy brother's cares, 
A message from the bolbul bears ; 
It says, to night he will prolong. 
For Selim's car, his sweetest song ; 
And though his note is somewhat sad. 
Hell try, for once, a strain more glad ; 
With some faint hope hia altered lay. 
May sin^ these gloomy thoughts away. 
What ! not receive my foolish flower ; 

Nay, then I am indeed unblest : 
On roe, can thus thy forehead lower, 

And knoVst thou not who k>ves thee best f 
Oh ! Sehm, dear, oh, more than dearest. 
Say, is it I thou hat'st or fearest ? 
Come, lay thy head upon my breast. 
And I will kiss thee into rest. 



FAREWELL, UNGRATEFUL TRAITOl. 

(Dry den.) 

Farewell, ungrateful traitor. 
Farewell, my perjured swain. 

Let never injured creature 
Believe a man again — 

The pleasure of possessing 

Surpasses all expressing — 

But 'tis too short a blessing. 
And love too long a pain. 



la ^y ot yval pain, 
Bbi. wbO) we Ion, jon luve lu 

BelOTr n bkvc dnmnJ ii, 
Thtn u Bv bliu bewdt it, 
Bui tin llui unit hu iiuil it 

WiUBnBl<»r.s™. 
Tile pmum yim pKlc&drd 

Wt« oai; lo ntKun — 
Bvi, «bcxi ilu chinu ii foiled, 

Till (i»cDiu jrUB diadun. 

Till «e ban la(t our ueuuit, 
Bui d jiiu i« a plnsJire 
Wlica living ti a pain. 



M<»Mfipy 

iming Isroneblaci d<n aboui rfe houac me kick 
Dl •■)! niy wiaiy UwDy b« enough to makg bii 

r tint inp In ihf Capuiu in, and dicD mc le 



You Kr «. m om night. 
Enry ion o( cai be gray. 

[ch a lilJymotiRybick, you go to luo Ibpy call , 
oun, and all tM lir-na, soon ttrip ww, lAirj 

Tin eourtiiir call him friend, him foe. 

And fifty llory tell, 
Todi - - 



rodaymyyej. lo-momn 

And lie like any bell ; 

: black iu hicArn conntrj 



A KIMCOAT, lacking Boxen 

Wbim thai you ma^ iwcoi 
Fat aownn (n>h bagu la iai 

And BvKH to (tie G«Id, 
E'en wltb hit bud songeaiei 

Nu beUu Buintn dalh yic! 
Bat if tlial winlei could bav 

A iwHtei Smrrr ihan ihii 
I would have >ea( ii pteaenll 



And mark euh Rower hit Dauic. 
fimilur ii (or loven tmi. 

Which avnr more be faia, 
Deairing nlvayi tor to have 

Soma plauute for Ibeii pain ; 
And urban that iltay obtained hate 

The We that (l»y reqain, 
■•*■-- '-- ff ihey ill ihpirpeifeel joy, 
uibed it the fin. 



And ahall dc 



.11 my gticvoM 



My |Min. and aU a 

Kail well yon du 
fmrwl i* {arfiUUren. 

An evil ihin*. ii'i « 
But 1 have alnn mei 

With coDtlvit heart 
AdJ >ill continue in ll 

Al long M life doth ] 
Still hopiuz fa 



Wha 



mzforajoyhilday. 
all our paiui be paK. 



Bopioe, likemie. ihai from y 
Ton will nut let it alide : 

And will rMnlinoe iu Ihe une 
Ai YOU have BOW begnn. 

Aiul then for ever lo abide. 







CoraarwiM u 

RavD no regard for danereri. 
Nor pau not what tkej t»j. 
For they will come wilh'lying talea 

In any caaej do you conacnl 

Koiliiog unlD UiMir mil. 
Mofiffold la for marriagFr 

Tliai would oar minda anfic*. 
Lcait that lufpicion of Ol tw^a 

By any mcaoi iboohl riae i 
Aa for my part, I do not eaia, 

Mytelf i will niU un, 
Tbai alt the women in Ihe wwU 

For you I wiU refnae. 
Pmnynyal a la ptini foai Ion 




iAL SONGSTJIU; (IK, Ml 



Al niglil cul IhmitBlvei at ■ caper. 

BkoKBM-I Ho" d'ye do, Mim Simpet? Deli- 
ntgly illi "pon honooi! Mr. Smirt, pray irhnt'> 
■BDWdlo-Dighc! CaoDtTf dmicei. uid l.adv Dpity 
Kcilchopi. WbMihidl wBhs»i!; DmrnotBran- 
«. Hy> Mr. Swiraer. *e irinc-oifrrhnnl. Lai 
.«, no* yoii kniw yoo can leel bnu Whai tniUd 

■I knuwiog one. How do yao know! Hid the old 
Riiid, in a pataiOD. Tbv »ine u t do my honca. 
ma'aoipbyvmrlKlh. Wcllhi-r^ ' Fly by Nighi.' 
^ighfd > lover. No, • Ihc Honey Moon,- aaid hia 
d«ry. Then Joio handa, my love. No, fonn » 
ring Ani, niy dear, uid [he Udy. And touch the 
rope aftrr, lald ■ buibaad. Go to ibe Devil and 
ahaiir younclvH, bawled the muter of the ccie- 
inoniet. — and they began with — 

A nimpli iddilj, tic, 

Jark, the lawyer, bfl sbuidt bv Mi» Qnii, 

While a panon ha >ho*i bia dull pbii 

By the aide at an oul-and-oul dandy. 
Now all hearta agairul vrrrnw are ibut. 

While baimony cloutr doe* bind them ; 
While the bellea ibiak the beaui arv all— hot 

The i^rla iu the end leldom God ihem. 

Sl>OKEN.] Lei Rie bee TOar hand, miu, for Iho 

either my hand or lieart. No maUer, miu, ror 
they both «em d — n'd tough. Why you inipudcut 
. What am I to do ! said ma>ter Jacky. Wby. 

Hury! eh. why, what ihe devil, it the fellow 
mad? crird old Matrowfat. the lallow-chandler. 
Oh, you fonliih old man ! laid fat l.ady Puildmg. 
face, I ahall never lie able to male any thing of 
you. I know whai I could make of you tbnugh, 
ma'am. Bid Ibe greaM-melter. What, air ! Why, 
eijhly-Conr poundi of long ainea. Oh. fie '. Mr. 

aidH. and get in again. 'Pon honour, ihii ii 

nose. La 1 air. are tliere any bmndy faces there I 
aaked a lady. No, ma'am, 'but a devilish lot of 
rum onea ; ao we'll go it, 

Wlihramptiiddily, I 



Hit Blory shall my pen mark. 
He wea not the king. 

Bal Bamlel, Prince of Denmark ; 

The crowD iheLd her rye> on ; 
Her huahand atnpp'd her tongue. 
She siopp'd hiA ears with paiwD. 
Inoral. looral. lay. ti, rol. rumpti, udy, 
1 wecdle. deedle eh < ri, fol, nimpli. doodle ■ 
When the had kilt'd the king, 
She ogl'd much hia brother. 
And havintf alain one apouae. 

6he quickly got another ; 
And thii BO loaii did >he. 



>r the wedding diuner. 




3EUM OF Mil 
f love fell hot the 



Tht GknH of UamlEI'i daddjr. 






" Lift ! Humuy, 
now I'm gone b^low. 



fog to yoor mother walk. 

And 111 walk to the d 

Toonl, looral, lij 
Hamlet lov'd a maid. 

Calumny had pau'd her, 

Tame— nobody ^ad aate 
Madneu acii'd bet wiu, 
ir Lord Chamb'rlaii'i 



b4H 



ShejumpM 

T00.U. 1( 
No natter now for 

A play Ihey mad 
The owfifTiar Clauc 

Atid be eol up ai 

Be fell a 



lay. ti, »l, kc 

I thuBD'd it ; 



u disine 



candle. callU. 
To Bin** Ugh of the bui-nett. 

Tooral. looml. I>y. ti, nI. kc 
A fencing-match bad [bey, 
The queen drinka aa their try tM, 

Sav> the. •• o king. I'm wra," 

Sayi Laettei, " So am 1 loo," 

" What, can' all Ibne thiigi mt htV 
•• What, are you dead r' aayi Ihe kiB(. 
'■ Yea. tir. and lo ihall yn b»." 

Toonl. looral, lay . (i, r«), ftr. 



Then fell 00 Ophy'g brotbv. 
And » Ihe DaDiih court 

All lumtal'd one on t'other. 
To celebnie theae deedi. 

Which are from do lilte 
Ev'ry village imall 

Henceforth wai eall'd a . 
Tooral, looral. la. 



THE JUNCTION OF BACCHtS AND VEHl 
I'm a votary of Baccbtia. bia godahip idore, 
Andloveathiaahnnegay libatiniuia poa) 
And Vcnut. blrai Venal, my b«om ionlnii 
For ibe lighta in our uub the moii taend af In 
Vet tn ueitJiet I twear aol* allrgiaoee to boU i 
My bottle and laaa I by (urna muat enfold ^ 

l» of Baccbut. gny god, and tbe goddeat of la* 
Wheo fill'd to the fair, the l.riak bumper I boU 
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Xht ambrana of gods no such relith can boast. 
If good port fill your glsss, and fair Kitty's your 



iliid die diaims of your giii more angelic will be, 
li Sophy's endid'd with wreaths from his tree ; 
For the sweetest of junctions that mortals can 

iwove. 
Is of Bacchus, gsy god, and the goddess of love. 

An partial distinctions I hate from my soul ; 
O give me my fair one ! and nve me my bowl ; 
KliM reflected from either, will send to my heart 
Ten thousand sweet joys which they can't have 

apart ! 
Go try it, ye smiKnflr and gay-looking throng, 
.Ind your hearts wiU in unison beat to my song. 
That the sweetest of junctions that mortals can 

prove. 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddess of love. 



WHO GAVE THEE THAT JOLLY RED 

NOSE? 

(Ravenscroft.) 

GLEE. 
Of all the brave birds that e'er I did see. 
The owl is the fairest in every degree ; 
For all the day long she sits m a tree. 
And when the night comes, away flies she : 

Te whit, te whoo. 

To whom drink'st thou? 

Sir Noodle, to you ! 
This son^ is well sung I make you a vow. 
And he u a knave that drinketh now. 

Nose, nose; 
And who gave thee that jolly red nose ? 

Cinnamon and ginger. 

Nutmegs and cloves. 
And they gave me my jolly red nose. 



YB WARWICKSHIRE LADS AND YE 
LASSES. 

(Garrick.) 

Ye Warwickshire lads and ye lasses. 

See what at our jubilee passes. 

Come revel away, rejoice and be glad. 

For the lad of all lads was a Warwickshiie lad. 

Warwickshire lad,— all be glad. 

For the lad of all lads was a Warwickshire lad. 

Be proud of the charms of your county. 

Where nature has lavish'd her bounty. 

Where much she has giv*n, and some to be spar'd. 

For the bard of sll bards was a Warwickshire bard, 

Warwickshire bard, — never pair'd. 

For the bard of all bards was a Warwickshire bard. 

Each shire has its different pleasures. 

Each shire hss iu different treasures ; 

Hut to rare Warwickshire all must submit. 

For the wit of sll wits was a Warwickshire wit, 

Warwickshire wit,— how he writ! 

For the wit of all wits was a Warwickshire wit. 

Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 

4nd half a score more we take pride in, 

Of famous Will Congreve we boast too the skill ; 

jint the Will ot ail Wills was a Warwickshire Will, 

Warwickshire Will, — matchless still. 

For the WUl of all Wilh was a Wsrwickshire Will. 

Oar Shakspeare compar'd is to no man. 

Nor Frenchman, nor urecian, nor Roman ; 

Their jmms are all geese to the Avon's sweet swan. 

And the man of all men was a Warwickshire man, 

Warwickshire man, — Avon's swan. 

And the man of all men was a Warwickshire man. 

As ven'soa is vn^ invitinc, 

To flaal it oor bard took delight in. 



To make his friends merry he never was lag ; 
And the wag of all wags was a Warwickshire wag, 
Warwickshire wag,— ever brag, 
For the wag of all wags was a Warwickshire wag. 

There never was seen such a creature. 

Of all she was worth he robh'd Nature ! 

He took all her smiles, and he took all her grief; 

And the thief of all thieves was a Warwickshire 

thief, 
Warwickshire thief, — he's the chief. 
For the thief of all thieves was a Warwickshire 

thief. 



THE WAVES THAT FROM ELLA HER 
TRUE LOVER BORE. 

(T. Jones.) 

A CANZONET. 

When o'er the salt ocean pale Luna's beams play. 

And sunk in the west is the great orb of day. 

How fancy recalls all those images gay. 

Of joys we have shared with our friends far away. 

Then hope kindly promises prospects of bliss. 

The lover's return to enjoy the fond kiss. 

But, ah ! those sweet visions leave me to deplore 

The waves that from Ella her true lover bore. 

Thus fair Ella sigh'd, as the rude dashing foam 
Of the sea wash'd the shore of her birth-place and 

home ; 
Then gaz'd on those scenes, once delighted to roam 
With her Edward, while hope painted joys yet to 

come. 
But the waves that from her bore both honour and 

truth. 
In a far distant land stole the life of the youth. 
Ah, alas! hapless maiden, you may well deplore 
The waves that from Ella her true (over bore. 



THE BOLD HEARTED GILDEROY. 

Air—*' CtWmiy."— (Bryant.) 

Since Scotland's page 

Provides each age 
With heroes great and grand, 

I'll sing of one 

Whose day is gone. 
For he's lost to his native land ; 

I'll pronounce his name. 

Will speak his fame, 
He was Scotia's bonnie, bonnie boy ; 

He commanded a clan. 

And they fought to a man. 
For the bold-hearted Gilderoy ! 

With heart so bold. 
He fought for gold. 
And checked tyrannic power ; 
He forced each foe 
To crouch so low. 
And he made their standards low'r ; 
With fire in his eye. 
Each foe he'd dety, 
And was Scotia's bonnie, bonnie boy ; 
He commanded a clan, &c. 

With tartan plaid. 

He was the lad 
To charm in love or war ; 

His heart was good. 

And pure his blood. 
And his fame spread near and far ; 

But now he's dead. 

His spirit's fled. 
Well think of the bonme, bonnie boy | 

For we doat on the brave. 

And moisten his grave 
With tears for the brave Gilderoy'. 



IM 
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COMICAL INCIDENTS. 

(Hickman.) 

When I arrived in London town, 

I got my lesson pat ; 
I cared for neither smile nor frown. 

Though laughing makes one fat. 

Spoken.] To be -ure, it is as well to see folks 
merry as sad, but you know those Lunmtmert are 
such a comical set of fellows, that they can do any 
thing, and are most likely to carry two faces under 
one hat. Do you know, I once heard my grand- 
mother say, ihat they could pick your pocket, take 
the hat on your head, and stare you in the face all 
the while, — but I thought it such a woundy droll 
thing, that, dang me, if I didn't set up a 

Ha, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 

To fafihions there I ne'er could brook, 

I thought one queer enough. 
Aft through the streets my way I took. 

The folks were taking snuff. 

Spoken.] Thinks I, one had better Uke to 
tnuff than take to getting tmuffy. So a gentleman- 
like man, as I thought, handed out a box, and 
says he, will you take a pinch of real Iruh hlack- 

rtard f No, says I, 1*11 see you d — m*d first, for 
am neither real nor tham blackguard. O, then, 
says he, perhaps you are for prince*M mixture. 
Why, says I, that's nearer my family and breeding 
by a main deal, for you must know, I'm somewhat 
related to the Royal Family* for my great srand- 
father was sixteenth stable-keeper to his Majesty's 
seventeenth groom. O, my lad, says he, you mis- 
understand, it's only the fashionable name for 
snuff. Efegs, then, said I, I come here to learn 
to be fashionable, so I took such a l«.rge pinch 
that for three quarters of an hour I couldn't help 
sneezing. (SneeseM.) 

Ha, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 

To see the sights one summer's day, 

I walk'd till ni£^ht from mom; 
fiut sleepy gro^-n, as one may say, 

I soon began to yavrn. ( Yawiu.) 

Spoken.] Do you know, I'd quite forgot the 
way home, so I went into a shop, and asked if 
they could tell mo the nearest way to (yaioru) — 
' the Bull and Mouth,' says he. No Bull and 
Mouth,' says I, Mister Sheep's-face, to my lodging, 
to be sure. Why, how the devil, says ne, do I 
know where you live ? Not know, says I ; why 
I thought every body knows the way to ( Yawns.) 

Ha, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 

But, one day, meeting Betty Crump, 

Love in my bosom rose, 
I felt my heart begin to thump. 

But she turned up her nose. 

Spoken.] Yes, I never shall forget it, it makes 
me (crying} — I said a thousand things as sweet as 
barley sugar, but she looked as sour at me as a 
crab-apple — says I, Betty Crump, you are the 
daffey-down-dilly of my affections, and if you 
slight my addresses I'm sure I shall (Cries.) 

Ua, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 

As Betty Crump had ta'en the cag. 

Thinks I, the rest's all flam : 
For fear my spirits they should flag. 

D'ye see, I took a dram. 

Spoken.] (Hiccoughs.) Do you know, taking 
one drop is just like taking physic, it wants some- 
thing to wash it down, so, as I'd wet one eye, as 
we say in our town, I thought I might as well wet 
t'other ; but, i'faith, it was so strong that it gave 
me the mubble fubbles so bad tl at 1 did nothing 
but (Hiccoughs, — cries,— yaums,-- laughs, Sfc.) 

Hm, ha, ha, tol de rol, &c. 



I'D THINK ON THEE, MY LOVE. 

In storms, when clouds obscare*the sky. 
And thunders roll, and lightnings f y — 
In midst of all these dire alarms 
I'll think, my Sally, on thy charms. 
The troubled main. 
The wind and rain. 
My ardent passion prove ; 
I^ash'd to the helm. 
Should seas o'erwlielm, 
I'd think on thee, my love. 

When rocks appear on every side. 
And art is vain the ship to guide ; 
In varied shapes when death appears. 
The thoughts of thee my bosom cheers. 
The troubled main, Slc. 

But should the gracious powers be kind. 
Dispel the gloom, and still the wind, 
A nd waft me to thy arms once more. 
Safe to my long lost native shore ; 
No more the main 
I'd tempt again. 
But tender joys improve ; 
I then with thee 
Should happy be. 
And think on nought but love. 



SWEET ECHO REPEATS-TO THE CHASE: 
TO THE CHASE! 

To the chase, to the chase, on the brow of the 
hill. 
Let the hounds meet the sweet-breathing mom. 
While full to the welkin their notes, clear and 
shrill. 
Join the sound of the heart-cheering hom. 
What music celestial, when urgine the race. 
Sweet Echo repeats — to the chase! to the chase! 



Our pleasure transports us, how gay flies the hour. 
Sweet health and ouick spirits attend ; 

Nor sweeter when ev ning convenes to the bower. 
And we meet the lov'd smile of a friend. 

See the stag just before us ! he starts at the cry : 

He stops — his strength fails— speak, my friends — 
must he die ? 

His innocent aspect, while standing at bay, 

'His expression of anguish and pain. 
All plead for compassion — your looks seem to say. 

Let him bound o'er his forest again. 
Quick, release him, to dart o'er the neigbooriag 

plain ; 
Let him live — ^let him bound o'er the forest again. 



A TRAVELLER STOPPED AT A WIBOW'f 

GATE. 

(Colman.) 

A traveller stopp'd at a widow's gnte ; 
She k pt an inn, and he wanted to bait. 

But the landlady slighted her gue^ : 
For, when Nature was making an nrly race. 
She certainly moulded this traveller ■ face. 

As a sample for all the rest. 

The chambermaid's sides they were ready to crack. 
When she saw his queer note, and the hump oo 
his back ; 

(A hump isn't handsome, no doubt ;) 
And, though 'tis confess'd that the pngndice goea 
Very strongly in tavour of weuring a iMMe, 

A nose Wouldn't look lika a moot. 

A bas" full of gold on the table he laid, 
'Than a wondrous effect on the widow and 
And they qtiicUy grew nurvelkma dvil : 
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• e Boney iaunedUtely altered the cue, 

kjej were chanMd viui his hump, and his noal, 

and his iace, 
Thoogh he still might have frightened the devil. 

paid like a prince, gave the widow a smack, 
<i flopp'd on his horse, at the door, like a sack ; 

^'hile the landlady, touching the chink, 
ted, *' Sir, should you travel this country again, 

-araitily hope that the sweetest of ! 

^'ill stop at the widow's to drink.' 



men 



KATE, OF ABERDEEN. 
(J. Cunningham.) 

The ulver moon's enamour'd beam 

Steals softly through the night. 
To wanton with the winding stream. 

And kiss reflected light. 
To beds of state go, balmy sleep, 

("Tis where you've seldom been,) 
UaV^s vigil while the shepherds keep 

With Kate, of Aberdeen. 

Upon the green the virgins wait. 

In rosy chaplets gay, 
mi Mom unbars her golden gate 

And give the promised May. 
Methinks I hesr the maid* declare 

The promis'd May, when seen. 
Isn't half so fragrant, half so fair. 

As Kate, of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabor's boldest notes. 

Well rouse the nodding grove. 
The nested birds shall raise their throats. 

And hail the maid I love. 
And see — ^the matin lark mistakes. 

He quits the tufted green : 
Fond bird ! 'tis not the morning breaks, 

Tis Kate, of Aberdeen. 

Now, lightsome, o'er the level mead. 

Where midnight fairioA rove, 
Idke them, the jocund dance well lead. 

Or tune the reed to love : 
For see, the rosy May draws nigh ; 

She claims a virgin-queen ; 
And, hark, the happy shepherds' cry. 

Tis Kate, of Aberdeen. 



PHELIM O'GRAFFE. 

(T. Jones.) 

1. Phelim O'Graffe was a bit of a Taffe, 

His fsther from Abergavenny ; 

s mother, oddslife, was a bonnie Scotch wife, 

And himself, sure, was bom at Kilkenny, 

ith his hurrah whack heigho fai de ral iiddy. 

Be married one day — as some people say, 

charming sweet piece of tough leather, 

ss Margery Grim — who sometimes leatliercd 

him I 
And they tugg'd — 

SpoKETI.] To be sure and they did tug too, but 
L alwajTS together ; with their 

IT -ah whack heigho fal dc ral Iiddy. 

■01, splutter her nails, and whack heigho. 

as Maisery Grim was built rather slim, 
Himself was fat-shouldered and brawny ; 
is wife of his betl, when she ithook her head, 
Fhongh Irish, he look'd like a sawnry, 
ith ku hnrrah whack heigho fal de ral Iiddy. 
Fill, once in a fray, he found out the way 
< handle his sprig of shcUelagh ; 
He cried out, och hone, I'll tip her the drone 
the bagpipe, and make her lilt gaily. 
Spokek.1 Sore enou||:h he taught her to dance 
tbe true Tipperaiy stile^ 'twas neither a hop nor 



*( jig»hnt a real right «lown Kilkenny caper. Ocli, 
if you'd staid there till now, you'd have been dead 
long enough a^o with laughing to see her lead oil 
in Uie first position, to the time of his 

Hurrah whack heigho, &c. 

The times were severe, and herrings were dear. 

Cried she how untoward my fate is ; 
Determin'd to please, she cook'd toasted cheese. 

When he rosir'd like a bull tor poratee*. 
With his hurrah whack heigho fal de ral Iiddy. 

The Welsh rabbits fly, some low and some liigh. 
While she scarcely veiitur'd to speak ; 

Till, at length, on the trot, she seized one hissing 
hot. 
And she gave it him slap on the cheek. 

Spoken.] By the powers of Moll Kelly, you'd 
have blubbered yourself black in the face to have 
seen ould Phelim jig a Welsh waltz all alone by 
himself, to a Scotch tune on an Irish instnuuent ; 
to be sure he didn't roar out like Murphy M* Shane's 
big bull with an empty stomach ; and for dancing, 
faith, he jumped about like ray srandmoiher's ould 
cow, cutting capers to the sound of a bugle horn, 
with his 

Hurrah whack heigho, &c. 



PEGGY TART. 

A CHARMING girl was Peggy Tart, 

Yet whimsical and vain. 
Her charms could conquer every heart. 

But none could hers obtain. 
The man, says she, with whom III treat. 

Must be youne, rich, and wise, 
He must be handsome, and six feet, 

A^ least, must be his size. 

At least must be his size. 

Spoken.] Well, I declare, no puny little things 
for me. Heigho ! I'll have done playing with dolls, 
amd am determined to have a fine, tall, handsome, 
fellow for my husband ; one f can look up to and 
admire as a lofty fM>-/m-^r ; not one of those little 
creatures, with nigh heels and large collars. Oh 
no, — 

He must be handsome, and six feet. 

At least, must be his size. 

A sprightly lad, with large black eyes. 

Came first, her heart to sue \ 
Fine large black eyes she didn't despise. 

Although she lik'd them blue ; 
He sighed, he wept, but not a jot 

The lady cared for that. 
And told him plain, she'd have him not. 

Because he was too iat. 

Because he wzut too fat. 

Spoken.] Ha! ha! sir, says she, will you be 
kind enough to tell me what is your length, and 
what is your breadth ? for, upon my honour, I can- 
not tell. Ah! ah! ah ! what is your circumference 
— an enormous balloon, that in blown just like a 
man of war in full sail. Why, sir, you arc as 
plump as a prize-ox at Christmas ; — so 

Told him plain she'd have him not. 
Because he was too fat. 

A dashing blade, with tumed-up nose. 

Next this proud dame addressed ; 
She liked his nose, 'twas one of those 

That struck her fancy best ; 
They all were sure she d now be won. 

When he was seen to court ; 
But no, she said, pray, sir, begone. 

For you arc much too short. 

For you are much too short. 

Spoken.] Pray, sir, what countryman are you 
Do you come from Liliiput ? why, you don't stand 
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1B8 t'NIVBItSilL SONOSTERi 

hi|;licr ihu) ■ p»ir of cood-iiiDd bclloHi ; upon mj 
wntdt wa ibvold ba nnUgml In put ft catbioii iindft 

Riy hutbud I I looli you for ■ prioFipul purlormri 
I UiE puppat-iUoir. 

For you nn mud! too'.tort." 
Hill •hrn Old Time Wnn lo blot 
Tlll^ b«uli«of bei fkCE, 

Were piling told upm, 
6h<< ihonght 'twu Ums to look iboui. 

And Peg, tin Irtn to qmub, 
MirrJEd an uely dvuHuti ioai 
Tl»i Uclieil both wit lad cuh. 

ThBI Itrkrii both wit and ruh. 
Sl'UKGN.] Ob.dfirmr! whin .hall 1 dn ? for. 
MkeOp dncTted by Ihtni ■!]- Ha pmr Hr^igy e^a 

m A/me m old mud, nod— 
Hurned ui ugly dwnrfi^ lout 
Tllll Isdwd botli wil aiul cub. 

No" list to me — d»iir mudi, caiiKDi, 

If 10 be wivefl je chooee^ 
Lei M it will bli nou be bent. 

If yoii find one ibat'a good (I (11, 

fi^e circ K> hold him (ul. 
Bkr from the ftying-pui youll Wl 

Iiiio the £re it tut. 

FAREWKLL, MY DEAR ROSA. 
tT. Blnke.) 

lo 1r^ on to bdUte the children of Vtaat ; 

Will uve ftum diilionoac ihy heio'i pniid 



O KBKIIDRE'8 ON AND . 

KenMure'b an and avi, 

O KcDiniire'a on and nvi 

And Keomure'i lord's the I 



i, Willie, 
■n 1 whig 



And Chit Ihelr fau ihall ken. 
Thev live or die vi' fame, Willie, 



't him tfaM'a fu ■«■. WilUt, 



Bt MPEH, \ FRIEND. AVD THE t.lRfc 




ec b>llo* 'llw 



Though ■.« m 
Then quaff it 



Then fill me a flagon, Gil, £11 

And lelcacheood fellow. 

For my BOng aud nentuiiFnt'i 



ithmel 

>nd Ike ^a 






W.lh Vennil mvnle my hrowi a 
And each Uuob of my bciirl e* 

While I breathe in Ihit world, let ml laale 
delight. 

A( BBcehoi and Tenu* can only impart ; 
And, like a Ime Rriton, 111 diinl day and ni| 

To a brrKherly friend and the girt of ray bM 

THE CATALOGUE OP IPS -. 



Mr-- Dmr Tarn. (Au bomi Jif." 

(E. J. B. Box.) 

If die wnrid and iU ine.>iir« in aU Ihi^opwo 

If the friend, in alt *e>then, wen RM U Ui 

If the lover were faiihfnl. not prone Ui dentn ; 
If the maid fell no haBrd Lovs't i*le w hp|i«*ei 
If no breuL (o Ihe viteof dfcrplion gi.»r hJnh ; 

Troly beavea an wlh 1 
If the wQtld yield in worth np to nrdld ueglta i 
If Rmn low hi) juit viiine lot me •eU-rtipeei ; 
If the bean be the depAl of *«nl •Isccil ; 
II the mind be ilic cIohI where Cnft aiul Pnd 

If the toul hare no fon.'e eucb vile gueMi to re- 
pel ; 

Though wUhail (11 teem heaven. wHkm , all k 
hulll 

Still, within nil U bdl 
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made me so mad, 

I swore away I'd run, sirs ; 
I packed up clothes so smart — 

Ribbed stockings, waistcoats pretty. 
With numey, and lig^ht heart 

Tript off for Lomran city. 
Ta, ra, la, ra, la, ta, ra, la, ra, la, di. 

Socm as I got there, 

I ron'd about quite silly. 
At all the shows to stare. 

In a place called Piccadilly. 
Oh ! such charming sights ! 

Birds in cages thrive, sin. 
Coaches, fiddles, fights. 

And crocodiles abve, sirs. 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 

Believe me now, good folk, 

(To lie I am not willing,) 
I see'd, without a joke. 

All Dublin for a shilling ; 
A man com'd by the door. 

Who call'd me awkwsrd dunce, sirs. 
And said he paid no more 

To see the world at once, sirs. 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 

Then to the Strand I sped. 

And there my eyes did feast, sirs, 
TV) see a man in red 

Inhibit the wild beasts, sirs, 
SmyinK^ " Gentlefolk, walk in— 

w^re apes and monkies plenty." 
8aya I, " For one within. 

Without— in show you twenty." 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 

I went one day to spy 

Tlie gentry m Hyae-Park, sirs, 
A jirl pushed rudely by. 

To wham I did remark, sirs, 
«« Though your face be mighty fair, 

I've seen a bear more civil *," — 
Then so little clothes they wear. 

Oh ! Lunnun is the devil. 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 

To the playhouse then I goes. 

Where 1 see'd merry faces. 
And in the lower rows 

Were servants keeping places ; 
But players I found soon. 

They manage things quite funny. 
For there they'd Htmey-Moon 

Before the^d Matrimonjf, 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 

Vow having nassed mv time 

In seeing ail I could, sirs, 
I'll e'en give up my rhyme. 

If you think fit and good, sirs ; 
And should my ditty please 

The posies of this garden. 
To me twill be hettrri etue — 

If not — I ask your pardon. 

Ta, ra, la, &c. 



GOOD NIGHT! GOOD REST! 

(Shakspeare.) 

G«*«>tf Bi|^t! good rest ! ah, neither be my sharp. 

She bi^e gvrad night ! that kept my rest away. 
And daft me to a cu>in, hanged with care. 

To descant on the doubts of my decay ! 
Farewell ! (cpo' she) and come again to-morrow! 
Fare well 1 could not, for I supped with Sor- 



Yct, at parting, sweetly did she smile. 

In acorn or triendship will I conntme whether ; 

Ik Biay be, she joyed to jest at my exile. 

It aaj bc« again, to make me wander thither ! 



Sorrow changed to solace, and solace mived with 

SOITOW, 

For why, she sighed, and bade me come to-mor- 



row 



Were I with her, the night would post too soon. 

But now are minutes added to the hours ; 
To spite me, now each minute seems {in hour ! 

Yet, not for me, shine, sun! to succour flowers . 
Pack night, peep day, good night of day now 

borrow; 
Short night to-night, and length thyseli !o-mor* 
row! 



FREEDOM AND LIBERTY. 

(Beazley.) 

Hark ! 1 hear the busies ring. 

'Tis freedom gives the huntsman glee \ 
What makes the lark so blithely sing 

Through fields of air ? — 'tis hberty. 

What enjoyment of our Ufc 

Equals that of being free ? 
What care we for worldly strife 

If we have but liberty i 

Woman's wrong to use her spell 

To chain us to ber destiny ; 
We cannot love her half so well 

As when we love at liberty. 

What patriot heart will ever yield 

His freedom up to tyranny f 
What cry gives courage to the field? 

Tis **ala morf* for liberty. 



THE DOGS'-MEAT MAN. 

Ai^-" WhiU Ci)c*a<fo."— (Hudson.) 

In Gray's Inn. not long ago. 
An old maid lived a life of woe ; 
She was fifty-three, with a face like tan. 
And she fell in love with a dogs'-meat man. 
Much she loved this does'-meat man. 
He was a good-looking dogs'-meat man ; 
Her roses and lilies were tiim'd to tan. 
When she fell in love wi' the dogs'-meat man. 

Every morning when he went by. 

Whether the weather was wet or dry. 

And right opposite her door he'd stand. 

And cry *' dogs' meat." did this dogs'-meat maiv 

Then her cat would run out to the dogs'-meiL 

man. 
And rub against the barrow of the dogs'-meat mai^ 
As right opposite to her door he'd stand. 
And cry '* dogs' meat," did this dogs'-meat man. 

One mom she kept him at the door. 

Talking, half-an-hour or more ; 

For. you must know, that was her plan. 

To have a good look at the dogs'-meat man. 

** Times are hard," says the dogs'-meat man ; 

" Folks get in my debt," says the dogs'-meab 

man; 
Then he took up his barrow, and away he ran. 
And cried " dogs' meat," did this dogs'-meat roau 

He soon saw which way the cat did jump. 
And his company he offered plump ; 
She couldn't blush, 'cause she'd no fan. 
So she wt and grinned at the dogs'-meat man. 
*< If youll marry me," says the dogs'-meat man 
** 111 have you. ' s%ys the dogs'-meat man; 
For a quartern of peppermint then he ran. 
And she drink'd a good health to the dogs'-mea 
man. 
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rhat very evening he was seen. 

In a jacket and breeches of velveteen. 

To Bagnigge-Wells, then, in a bran 

New gown, she went with the dogs'-meat man : 

She'd biscuits and ale with the dogs'-meat man. 

And walked arm-in-arm with the dogs'-meat man ; 

And the people all said, what round did Stan' 

He wa« quite a dandy dogs'-meat man. 

Ho said his customers, good lord ! 

Owed him a matter of two pound odd ; 

And, she replied, it was quite scan- 

Dalous to cheat such a dogs'-meat man. 

** If I had but the money," says the dogs'-meat 

man, 
•• I'd open a tripe-shop," says the dogs'-meat 

man, 
" And I'd marry yon to-morrow." — She admired 

his plan. 
And she lent a fioe-jxmnd note to the dogs'-meat 

man. 

He pocketed the money and went away. 
She waited for him all next day. 
But he never com'd ; and then she began 
To think she was diddled by the dogs'-meat man ; 
She went to seek this dogs'-meat man. 
But she couldn't find the dogs'-meat man ; 
Some friend gave her to understan' 
He'd got a wife and seven children — this dogs'- 
meat man. 

So home she went, with sighs and tears. 

As her hopes were all transformed to fears. 

And her hungry cat to mew began. 

As much as to say, — " where's the dogs'-meat 



man 



7»' 



She couldn't help thinking of the dogs'-meat man, 
Th t handsome, swindling, dogs'-meat man ; 
So you see, just in one day's short span, 
Sb 7 lost her heart, a five-pound note, and the dogs'- 
meat man. 



WHILE THE LADS OF THE VILLAGE 
SHALL MERRILY, AH. 

(Dibdin.) 

While the lads of the village shall merrily, ah, 
Sound their tabors, I'll hand thee along. 

And I say unto thee that merrily, ah. 
Thou and I will be first in the throng. 

While the lads of the village, &c. 

Ja t then, when the youth who last year won the 
dower, 
And his mate shall the snorts have begun. 
When the gay voice of gladness resounds from 
each bower. 
And thou long'st in thy heart to make one. 

While the lads of the village, &c. 

Those joys that are harmless what mortal can 
blame ? 
'Tis my maxim that youth should be free ; 
And, to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
same. 
Believe thou shalt presently see. 

While the lads of the village, &c. 



THE LOSS OF MY WINNY AND WALES. 

(Morgan.) 

Dear was the vale of my youth, 
'Mid the mountains of Cambria shrouded. 

Where my Winny breath 'd ardor and truth. 
And our fond day of joy was ne*er shrouded. 

Yes, we lived, still beloving, beloved, 
Aiid with pleasure my memory hails 



The delights that around me hatL roved 
MThen blessed with my Winny and Wales. 

But sorrow too quickly appeared. 

And Winny was U en to the tomb. 
The smile that so sweetly endeared. 

Was lost in death's pitiless gloom 
A wanderer now, sad and forlorn. 

All hope in this drear bosom fails. 
And in aneuish I ever must mourn 

For the Toss of my Winny and Wales. 



■^^»^^»^^ 



THE SAILOR'S SHEET ANCHOR lb (. SlOC 

(Dibdin.) 

Smiling grog is the sailor's best hope— lus aliM! 
ancnor, 

His compass, his cable, his log. 
That gives him a heart, which life's careft caniu 
canker ; 

Though dangers around him 
Unite to confound him. 
He braves them, and tips off his grog. 
'Tis grog, only grog. 

Is his rudder, his compass, his cable, his log ; 
The sailor's riieet-anchor is grog. 

What, though he to a friend, in tmaC, 

His prize-money convey. 
Who, to his bond of faith unjust. 

Cheats him, and runs away \ 
What's to be done ? he vents a cane 

'Gainst all false hearts ashore. 
Of the remainder clears his purse. 

And then to sea for more. 

There, smiling gio^ tei 

What, though his girl, who often swoee 

To know no other charms. 
He finds, when he returns ashoK, 

Clasp'd in a rival's arms : 
What's to be done ? he vents a curse. 

And seeks a kinder she ; 
Dances, gets groggy, clears his purse. 

And goes again to sea. 
To crosses bom, still trusting there. 
The waves less faithless than the fair ; 
There into toils to rush again. 
And stormy perils brave— what then? 

Smiling grog, 8k. 



MY LOVE'S LIKE THE RED RED ROSE 

(Bums.) 

Oh, my love's like the red red rose 
That s newly sprung in June \ 

My love is like the melody 
I'hat's sweetly played in tune. 

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass. 

So deep in love am I ; 
And I will love thee still, my dear. 

Though a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear^ 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun ; 

I will love thee still, my dear. 
While the sands of lite shall run. 

But, fare thee weel, my only love. 

And fare thee weel awhile ; 
And I will come again, my dear. 

Though 't were ten thousand mile. 



LAWYER FLAM, HIS WIFE, AND PI^3I 

GHOST. 

(Arnold.) 

Old Flam was a lawyer so gnm. 
He mairied his maid, people sey; 
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But scarce wan the honeymoon dim 
When the Devil eried» Flam, come away. 
Qh! oh! Mory of woe, when the Devil cried. 
Flam, come away. 

Row she wish'd that the tear-drop would fall. 
But poor Mrs. Flam could not weep } 

And soon, in a black velvet pall. 
She popp'd the old lawyer to sleep. 

Oh, oh, story of woe, &c. 

She thought of her love as she lay, 
When the ghost of the late Mr. Flam, 

In his green velvet cap, came to say, 
" Phoo, nonsense ! vonr grief is all sham." 
Oh! oh! story of woe. &c. 

Qooch she, " Ghost, I'm no longer thine, 

I wo'n't lie alone in the dark. 
For to-monrow, at half-after nine, 

Mr. Flam, I shall marry your clerk. ** 

Oh ! oh ! story of woe, &c. 



THE WANDERING MAID. 



-" Oh, rett thee. Babe" 

Come hither, noor maiden, and yield not to woe. 
My cottage sha'll shelter thy form from the snow. 
The little thatched cottage which yonder you see 
Is mine, aud, poor maiden, it shall shelter thee ; 
llien, hasten, poor maiden, and yield not to woe. 
My eottage shall shelter thy form from the snow. 

Though the winds sharply freeze, they've not 

frozen my heart : 
I am poor, but thou snalt of my bread share a 

Dart; 
My children to thee shall be tender and kind ; 
I've taught them compassion, poor maiden, thou 'It 

nid. 

Then, hasten, poor maiden, &c. 

My dame, worthy creature, will welcome her 

Kor tender compassion resides in her breast, 
Down her cheeks often flow sensibility's tears 
When the tale of the orphan or wand'rer she heats. 
Then, hasten, poor maiden, &c. 

flumgh Fortune her comforts around me has shed. 
And the clouds of misfortune have burst o'er thy 

head. 
We're one by creation, and thou, too, shall share 
Vy eoftage, my comforts, and my humble fare. 
Then, hasten, poor maiden, &c. 



THE LAST WORDS OF HADYN. 

A GLEE. 

(Translated from the German by J. Gompertz.) 

All my strength, alas! is gone. 

Old and weak I'm grown ; 

Srarce can mirth or sparkling wine 

Rouse my joys, supine. 

Rosy health, now fled, warms my cheeks 

no more ! 
Cold death summons at my door ; 
Without dread I meet my guest. 
Heaven ! heaven ! be bless'd : 
As a fine harmonious song, 
Roll'd my course along. 



A BATCH OF COBBLERS; 

»B, A FIJZZLE FOR HIS SATANIC MAJESTY! 

Ail - ' ManbomdL '* (£. J. B. Box.) 

fit IS world up of evils is made. 
And wise men say there's no wag of ending 
than; 



But, as cobbler, in my way of trade 

You'll allow I've some trouble in mending them 
When a boot is without any sole. 

Like a husband who's lost a good wife it is ; 
But when mended by me, and made whole. 

Then just like a dead corpse brought to life it is 

Spoken.] That is turning evil into good ; it 
renovation, resurrection, transubstantiation, n 
invigoration, — in short, an old upper with a ne 
sole has all the benefit a new soul could giv* 
to an old body ! Your parsons are all cobblers, I'. 
grant ; but what ^re they all to me ? they can't mak 
souls, though they pretend to the craft of mendin,. 
them ; now I can both make soles, and met^ them 
a.terwards, without half the hammering they make 
about it ! Besides, I never take my money till I 
have finished the job, while the parsons are always 
paid beforehand, and never finish the job at all ; 
but make ba<l worse by their way df mending evils. 
Cobblers, generally, — that is, I mean the fact is, 
in short, of all trades. 

Cobblers are knaves? — prone you'll find them. 
In \Ti-»ole and out-«o/e, to cheat ; 

But cobblers of muU, if you mind them, 
Wo'n't leave you a sole to your feet. 

The lawyer's a cobbler of »io/e. 

For he noiet, while your n^ he keeps lin* 
gering. 
Where he may, through a hole in your coat. 

The soul of your pocket be fineennz : 
Then the doctor so cobbles your healtn, 

With pretences of mending your stamina. 
That when wasted the sole of your wealth. 

You find his prescriptions all gammon are ! 

Spoken.] These are both cobblers, who, in- 
stead of mending evils, make them greater, the 
more they cobble them. If the sole of your estate 
be a little out of repair, put the lawyer to work 
upon it, and his cobbling will soon destroy the 
leather of your means, and when he has coDbled 
you into limbo, he leaves you to cobble yourself 
out again as you can ! In the hands of the doctor, 
he first cobbles you into sickness, and next into the 
stall of the undertaker, who finishes the job by 
cobbling you into your grave ! That is a pretty 
way of mending evils, is it not? There are cob- 
bling rogues in all trades, excepting mine; — in 
short, the fact is, that all 

C<ibblers are knaves ; — prone you'll find them, jlrc« 

Of all cobblers we find in the string, 

(Though a rope for such knaves might just 
suit as well,) 
From snob's stool to the bench of the king. 

Mending evils, none half do their duty well. 
As all cobblers arc devils in truth, 

And the world's evils hold in their tether 
here. 
To his stall, 'twould be better, forsooth. 

If the devil would take all together there ! 

Spoken.] That is, I mean all, excepting my- 
self only : for I am too honest for him ! It would 
be mending the world at any rate ; and I dare say 
he would do us that favour, if a proprr application 
were made to his lowness, — I beg his pardon, his 
hiu;hness, I mean, of course ; no offV-nce to his 
majesty, I hope. But of all ^e cobblers, I think 
the lawyers would puzzle him the most ; for, being 
of the same colour, both inside and out, he might 
sometimes mistake them for himself, and there, as 
is usual with them every where, they would thus 
create a great deal of confusion ! To this I have 
only to add a singular fact to the plural number,— 
that all 

Cobblen are knaves ; -prone you'll find tnem, Bte, 
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True ■udom we prefei lo gold. 
Sioce him, ihn greu and wim 

OfcnryBgcuiddinii, 

Willi hmc Ihu ami di», 

Ponud Ihe ut inbliine ; 

Inipircd 1^ hctvcn. jiui iiiid fnc, 

Ths elorioiu pmh uf ttutH, 

We eviy llajr diuloie, 

And ueul nn uiml pmind -, 
A Muon righicniUi juu, nod (ree. 
Or elu not aorthy Miusn(y. 

TO THE FIELD. BRAVE BOYS, LET'S 

REPAIR. 
HtHK : the EDddna Diiai 
Cxlli aloud lor the diw -, 
Bright Phabui twakeu die mom, 
RouK 1 rooie froni ymu ilaaib«. 
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See ■ the bound* are nnkennnll'd. 

And all ripe for the diaK, 
Tliej Mill to o^sFUke Iht tun hare ; 

All danger they're Komiiig, 

Aud far buoiinE iirepuing ; 
To the lield, then, bravE boyi, let'< repair. 

ikIV SOLE AMBITION IS TO DRINK. 

(H. C«Dy.) 
llACCncs miut now his power ret iga. 
1 am Ihe only god of wine. 
Ii 11 Dot St the wretch aluiuld be 
In competition (ct wiib me, 

M.ke a new world, ye powen divine ! 
Siocli'd with niiihinj site hui wine. 
Let wine iti only product be j 
LrL win* be earth. lod air. and tea ; 



Minnie ahadai of joy and Kue ; 
Hope and faar, and pain and itrife, 
Wt-aye Ihe thread nf hutnan W". 
While Ihe niyiiie thread i* •pinning, 
A nd the infant'! life bciini^at. 
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,h '. now each dm dotneaiie Kane bo kneir, 
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Or Bve'i gnv cloud d««« 
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t, Will he viRwt iho parting look aha gave. 
H«r genile ainnt, liitbtly hovering oVr, 

Attnnda hu ItUle back Iron pole to pal*; 
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Whiiprn a*M( ho|i«, 10 Mollu hit tranbted H 
Carv'd ia her name in many a ipicy gra^ 
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Itul la' ai la*t he coitiM, wiib noirded lall. 
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THE MEN OF KENT. 

(Tom D'Urfey.) 

When Harold was inraded. 

And, falling, loK his crown ; 
And Norman William waded 

Through gore to pull him down ; 
When counties round, with fear profound. 

To mend their sad condition. 
Their land to save, base homage gave. 

But Kent made no submission. 

CHORUS. 
Sing, sine, in praise of men of Kent, 

So loyal, brave, and free ; 
'Mongst Britain's race, if one surpass, 

A man of Kent is he. 

The hardy stout freeholders. 

That knew the tyrant near. 
In girdles and on shoulders 

A grove of oaks did bear ; 
Whom when he saw, in battle draw. 

And thoaeht how he miiht need *em. 
He tum'd his arms, allow^l their terms 

Complete with noble freedom. 

Then sing in praise, &c. 

And when by barons' wrangling. 

Hot faction did increase. 
And vile intestine jangling 

Had banished England's peace ; 
The men of Kent to battle went. 

They fear'd no wild confusion : 
But jom'd with York, soon did the work. 

And made a blest conclusion. 

Then sing in praise, &c. 

At hunting or the race, too. 

They sprightly vigour show ; 
And at a female chase, too. 

None like a Kentish beau ; 
All blest with health ; and as for wealth. 

By fortune's kind embraces, 
A yeoman gray shall oft outweigh 

A knight in other places. 

Then sing in praise, &c. 

The generous, brave, and hearty. 

All o'er the shire we find ; 
And for the low-church party. 

They're of the brightest kmd : 
For king and laws, they prop the cause 

Which high-church has confounded ; 
They love with height the moderate right. 

But hate the crop-ear'd round-head. 

Then sing in praise, &c. 

The promis'd land of blessing 

For our forefathers meant. 
Is now in right possessing. 

For Canaan sure was Kent ; 
The dome at Knoll, by fame enroll 'd. 

The church at Canterbury, 
The hops, the beer, the cherries here. 

May fill a famous story. 

Then sing in praise, &c. 



OH I LIGHT BOUNDS BfY HEART. 

^J. H. Payne.) 

Oh! light bounds my heart! through Sorrow's 
night that drearily 
Closed o'er my hopes, the sun of joy is breaking ! 
Freed from suspense, my jocund spirit cheerily 
Is from its mournful dream to life and rapture 
waking! 
» ! the parting cloud is lost in rainbow dyet« 
Whith returain; uiy flings o*er as it fliet« 



THE JEW PEDLER. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

INTRODOCTION.I Come along widyoUyltenyM; 
dis is de first time I vas ever seen in year oompanj, 
and I hope it vo'n't be de last. Come along ; piul 
out your purses, and — ^vat ao yon do vid yoor mk' 
hoo£s in my box T If yon donHtake 'em oat agasni 
I shall pve you a Mendoza, and lay you all along 
so flat as if you vas a/InoMler, my dear. Yo« tiai 
because vat I am a Jew, yon may use me like i 



Turk ; but if you vants to play any jfmm wid me, 
I knows an otUtriek or two as veil as the best of 



you. 



BONG. 



A pedling Jew gets often jeer'd ; 

' Vat (Tye vant, Moaes ? Get along Moaes.' 
Never mind dat, for who's afeardf 

So let 'em cock up dere nosea. 
In spite of all dey do and tin^, 
Ve buys and sells and gets de chink. 

Spoken.] Who buys mv coouT dey're bettei 
as new and cheaper as old. Hera's apeaotifii* 
chain, to fasten in your fob and make oe people 
believe vat you has a vatch ; no mora as three and 
sixpence, — vel, two and sixpence*, — two shillings, — 
one and sixpence,— vel, give me a shilling ;— vat do 
you say, sixpence ? do you tink I shtool it f vondn^ 
you have a seal into de bargain ? Yel, give me de 
(izzy ; I only geU a gra't by yon. 

So jeers and jokes ve gives and takes. 
And all the vhile a good bargain makes. 
And pockeu de chink ; fal, Tal, de ral laL 



Ve deals in all tings ve comet a< 

' Ferry coot, Moses ; pu^ a lot, Moses ;' 

Vv own to no profit, and hves by the lots ; 
And a pret^ account we closes. 

Yen boys out vid a box we set. 

And seldom in the wrong box get. 

Spoken.] I vas a tradesman myself ven I was 
no more than so old as half-past eight, selliiv 
roulers j nobody buys 'em now, for every beaa^ 
head is all de world as if it vas a scrabbing-brash. 
Yill you buy a fine comb for your vile. It's the 
very best tortoiseshell ; (tuiJlo) made of horn. 
Don't be afeard of her combing your head vid itf 
for the teeth a'n't calf 's-head proof. 

So jeers and jokesy te. 

Yene'er to baigain ve begin. 

It's ' take care of Moses ; Teiy deep Moses!' 
And ve may as veil take the peopliA in. 

For we always do dat, dey supposes ; 
But vy say Jew$ are rogues by the by. 
Yen an honest man is vorth a /sev's eye f 

Spoken.] Let every von dat't fond of calling 
another a rogtie, be first sure he can find an kmm 
mtm at home; but schandal, my dear, b de ctdet 
of de day ; and many of your good aeri of foofk 
are so over-righteous, and have so much lo do ia 
looking after dere neishbour's baainess, <^y have 
no time to look after dere own ; but take dis lesson 
from a Jew ; to mend eon hoie m jtowr owm etet « 
better danpiekmg twenig m mmit neigMomr's, wng iem. 

So jeers and jokes, Ac 

MASONIC FAREWELL. 
(Bunu.) 

A died! a heart- warm, fond adieu! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie * 
Ye favour'd, ye enlighten'd few. 

Companions of my social joy ! 
Though I to foreign lands most hie^ 

Pursuing fortune's alidd'ry Imi« 
With meltmg heart, and bnmliil eye. 

Ill mind yon itiU, thou^ fiv awa • 
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Oft ba^e I met joat social bftnd, 

And qMsnt the cheerful festive night 
Oftf hoiMNir'd with supreme command, 

PrMided o'er the sons of lieht ; 
And bj that hieroglyphic bright. 

Which none but amftsmen ever saw! 
StroBg mttm'tj on my heart shall write 

ThoM happy scenes, when far awa'. 

Mar ftwedom, harmony, and love 

Unite you in the pand design* 
Beneath the omniscient eye above. 

The ^orioos architect divine ! 
That yon may keep the onerrinf line. 

Still liscDg by the plummet's law, 
1511 order Imght completely shine, 

^hall be my prayer when far awa*. 

Jund yon, farewell ! whose merits claim, 

Jartly, that highest badaie to wear ! 
Heaven bless your honourM, noble name. 

To Masonry and Scotia dear ! 
A iaac request, permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a% 
One loond, I ask it with a tear. 

To bun, the bard, that's far awa'. 



THE HUMOURS OF DONNYBROOK FAIR. 



c« 



Tkt AsUrnt X«MUa<ly."— (O'Flaherty.) 

Oh! 'twas Dermot Ollowland M'Fii 
That eould properiy handle the twig : 

He went to the fair. 

And kicked up a dust there, 
la dancing the Donnybrook jig. 

With his twig. 
Oh! my blcising is Dermot M'Figg. 

When he came to the midst of the fair. 
He was all in a pamgh for fresh air. 

For the fair veiv soon 

Was as full as the moon, 
Sadi mobs upon mobs as were there. 

Oh, rare! 
So mom lock to sweet Donnybrook Fair. 

Tho ionls they came crowding in fast. 
To dance while the leather would last. 

For the Thomas-street brogue 

Was there much in vogae. 
And oft with the brogue the joke passed 

Quite last. 
While the cash tnd the whiskey did last. 

Bat Dermot, his nund on love bent, 
la search of his iwcetheart he went. 



Peeped in nere and there. 
As he walked tl 



through the fair, 
Aad took a small taste in each tent 

As he went ; 
Odk ! •m whiskey and love he was bent. 

Ana who should he spy in a jig, 
With a meal-man, so tall and so big. 

But his own darling Kate, 

So gay and so neat.— 
Faith, her partner he hit him a dig. 

The pig ! 
He beat the meal out of his wig. 

Then Dermot, with conquest elate. 
Drew a stool ne'er his beautiful Kate ', 

Arrab, Katty! says he. 

My own Cushlamachree ! 
Sure the world for beauty you beat. 

Complete ! 
^ well just take a dance while we wait. 

The piper, to keen him in tune, 
up a gay lilt very soou. 
Until an arch wag 
Cat a hole in his bog 



And at once put an end to the tune. 

Too soon, 
Och ! the music flew up to the moon. 

To the fiddler, says Dermot M'Figg, 

If you'll please to plsy *' Shelah na Gig," 

Well shake a loose toe 

While yon humour the bow. 
To be sure, youwo'n't warm the wig 

Of M'Figg, 
While he's dancing a tight Irish jig. 

But, says Katty, the darling, says she. 
If you'll only just listen to me. 

It's myself that will show 

Billy can't be your foe. 
Though he fought for his cousin, that's me. 

Says she. 
For sure Billy's related to me. 

For my own cousin- german, Ann Wild, 
Stood for Biddy Mulrooney's first child. 

And Biddy's step son. 

Sure he married Bess Dunn, 
Who was gossip to Jenny, as mild 

A child 
As ever at mother's breast smiled. 

And, may be, you don't know Jane BroH-n, 
Who served goat's whey in Dundram's sweoi 
town, 

Twas her uncle's half-brother 
Thai married my mother, 
And bought me this new volluw gown. 

To po down 
Where the marriage was held at Milltown. 

By the powers ! then, says Dermot, 'tis plain. 

Like a son of that rapscallion Cain, 
My best friend I have kilt. 
Though no blood thpre is spilt. 

And the devil a harm did I mean. 

That's plain ; 

But by me^hell be ne'er kilt again ! 

Then the meal-man forgave him the blow. 
That laid him a sprawling so low. 

And, being quite gay. 

Asked them both to the play. 
But Katty, being bashful, said " No, 

No, no'" 
Yet he treated them all to the show ! 



WHEN WE TWO PARTED IN SILENCB 
AND TEARS. 

(Byron.) 

When we two parted. 

In silence and tears. 
Half broken hearted. 

To sever for years. 
Pale grew thy cheek, and cold. 

Colder thy kiss ! 
Truly that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 

The dew of the morning 

Sunk chill on my brow. 
It felt like the warning 

Of what I feel now. 
Thy vow» are all broken. 

And lignt is thy fame, 
I hear thy name spoken. 

And share in its shame* 

They name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear ; 
A shudder comes o'er me— 

Why wert thou so dear i 



w 
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'fhey know not I know thee. 
Who knew thee too well ! 

Long, long shall I me thee. 
Too deeply to tell. 

-^ secret we met. 

In silence I grieve, 
rhat my heart would forget, 
' Thy spirit deceive ! 
If I should meet thee 

After long years. 
How should I greet thee ? 

With silence and tears ! 

^^^^^^^^ 

THE MERRY HORN CALLS US AWAY. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

I N Britain, the soil which true liberty jrields. 
Where the lads ot the chaute leave repose for the 

fields. 
The hunter, so happv* bestrides his gay steed. 
While distance and dangf-r hut add to his speed — 

Who, dashing along. 

Gives Echo the song. 
She, blithely, returns it the whole of the day, 
M''ith, hark I the merry horn calls us away. 



By exercise braced, every bosom must warm, 

A nd health, joy, and mirth, each assume a new 

charm; 
Dian, Bacchus, and Venus, by turns, take a place. 
And day and night's joys are the fruits of the 
chase ! 

Which, dashing along. 
Gave Echo the song, &c. 



NAVAL PHILOSOPHY. 
(Dibdin.) 

Sam Splice'em, d'ye mind me, is one of those 
boys 
Who from dangers and fears never flinches ; 
He as well can sail through the world's bustle and 
noise 
As any tight lad of his inches ; 
For Sam had a sweetheart, and meant to be 
wed. 
When a trifling accident knocked up his plan ; 
He found she had married another instead. 

But his courage plucked up like a man : 
'* Let her go, if she will, 'tis but folly to sor- 
row ; — 
If a storm comes to-dav, why a calm comes to- 
morrow; 

Sam sailcMl to the Indves, and safely came back. 

After having hard knocks and foul weather : 
Of rupees in his chest he had more than a lack. 

And his heart was a light as a feather. 
While himself and his treasure were hoisting on 
shore, 
A press-gang prevented his reaching the land. 
And his chest of rupees, why he never saw 
more. 
For the rogues knew the cargo of what they'd in 
hand. 
Yet it cost honest Sam little more than a sigh, 
" Fof ," says he, " all this here will rub out when 
it's dry »." 

Sam once more returned, with pockets well filled. 
Yet his cloak was too shabby for wearing ^ 

So, determined no more it should »hake in the 
wind, 
From a bum-boat he purchased repniring. 



Thus, when Sam was new rigged, his old troa 

despised. 
He threw into the sea, when a thought struck 

nob. 
And sure no poor devil was e'er so surprised. 
When ae found all the cash had been left in 

fob. 
Some folk would have cried, but poor Sam \ 

more sense, 
" For," says he, " 'twill be all one a hand 

years hence." 

Sam now going again for fresh rhino to work. 

When his uncle (a lucky wind-fallinn ) 
fieft Sam all his wealth, tor a terrible Turk 

With Old Davy for cash had no calling. 
Then Sum, having gold, did not long wani 
wife. 
And, what's better, his lass to her sailor pro 
true ; 
With \C\% grog and his girl he floats easy throi 
life. 
And laughs ac the troubles he formerly knew. 
" For," says Sam, *' on this maxim you nc 

safely depend. 
When things come to the worst, they will ceruii 
mend." 



COME, THOU SOUL-REVIVING CUP. 
(Captain Morris.) 

Come, thou soul-reviving dtp. 

And try thy healing art. 
Light the fancy's vision up. 

And warm my wasted heart ; 
Touch, with glowing tints of Uiaa, 

Mem'ry's fading dream. 
Give me, while thy lip I kiss. 

The heaven that s in thy stzeam. 



In thy fount the l^ric \ 

Ever di(*]>ed her wing, 
Anacreon fed upon thy dews, ^ 

And Horace araincd thy spring ; 
I, too, humblest of the train. 

There my tpirii find. 
Freshen there my languid brain. 

And store my vacant mind. 

When, blest ciip, thy fires divine 

Pierre through Time** dark reign. 
All the joys that once were mine 

I snatch from DtoAh again ; 
And, though oft fond anguish rise 

O'e/ my melting mind, 
Hope still starts to Sorrow's eyes. 

And drinks the tear behind. 

Ne'er, sweet cwp, was vot'ry blest 

More, through life, than roe. 
And that life, with grateful breast. 

Thou seest I give to thee ; 
'Midst thy rose- wreathed nymphs I pass 

Mirth's sweet hours awav* 
Pleased while Time runs lAroMgtA lAe^b* 

To Fancy** brighter day. 

Then, magic cup, again for me 

Thy power creative try. 
Again let hbpe-ied Fancy see 

A heaven m Beauty's eye ; 
O lilt my lightened heart awmy 

On Pleamre'i downy wing. 
And let me taste that blias to-4t0 

To-morrow nuMy mot bring 




TTNIVBRSAL SOKOSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 
S SATLOR BRAVES THE DEEP. 
(R»3,Dold-.) 



n Bns 10 hei love. " Rt>infmb*r, 

nMogb diKHDCtl M |>u<, ]rau comiaDI view 
thmi moan. <*hich rite* in nucb fplnulDur — 
1 loo vrill look md iKinh of yoii| 
AB*iaui EIU iluil nni (l<-ep 
WhUtl huMilsr bnva ibc ittf." 
Bill BMat utttpotuon* w the veitili^r. 

And knlj BlUV •imIi u ci«k4 , 
Vkia b#r inubiag nigbu lofftha; 



ue flin, complmiatDB 
Tbt MDpHl lo hcc prayer u deaf : 
WhrDje! lli.l orb .he-. -■- 



bowg her lover nfe. 



THE tILV AND ZEPHVH. 

(BiBOBd.) 

,'! when the •howimlMctQilinB 
Wn(h tin liljV rrr$t, 
-V ill hail cap, bending, 
'nan villi WM oppKMed ! 
m on dnp* UHirhor. 

flu p*l> flnwi-t en)*« jcl paler, 

Z(ab>r, Ughilf iwf rpiDg 
O'er tlie bioumin^ pUia, 

8|«« lb" liU HCTpiuj, 

Fndljr imuli be o'er it. 



BROTHKKt.y LOVKi 

Oft. lUi MKTiwtJiw OP onii )eLi.owB. 

(JabnPufr;, M.D.B.) 

MWt of ■ Hiif (rom • veij udd mu, 

ta Mft vbu bi U>m>, >nd he leuna *bat ha 

I nib the ainb vilb mote pleuure and 
• irhe ndriVDun le trrrr ud lo ptriue. 



'. vilk neat pleuure, 
Owd, 

id >iih poller and Isnfal 



■U Caluin* ai'ei eu Philaaibmpi tnln, 

^' ^' -ioa* Eire Recliincfc pain. 

Derrj dovb, &c, 

'kicbTiwc^oi~dier,~DarE^nmoYe. ' 
J)eny dD«n, &c. 

■W l* m b]P Cth*. anil an ber nj limio. 

In* BarrAur, ApMa, ini] UyJlf reign ; 

Ibt JfMinr* ■•lnv«, alHl oe'll iixhl in hi. caiiH, 

,«d l(H>ni ou Im, in drfcDce of oar ).«•. 



Whou uti.iiu uiil dec 
■ri.r wny. o( Ui( hieu. 



rfiforded in hei 

. rcjion. .bnv,, 

Dirrjr down, I 



OrelM every •onlhe chucea <a grapple. 
Ue'll gobble doixD. *i vou gobble an appk. 

Ply, neigbbouri. By, 

Tin Dragon i* nigb. 

Let ua haate, ueiEhhoun. lo the ralianl Kniibl, 
More, of More-Hall i tmplorQ bimlhil Dr^go to 

, Sght; ■ -th • • hi. ■ 



Lel> anaj- to hi. dwelling. 
With volping and ytllin^, 

To iell him onr wrrowfol dilty. 
And pray of (be Rnii;ht 
With the Drapin lo figbl. 

And melt bu itaDt bean inie pity, 

Liibbonn, all. 



Then, away, Deiihbonn, all. 
To woul More, of More-Hall. 



THE DESPONDING NEGRO 8LAVB. 

(Collin..) 

Wiib freedom aulki (onb, Ibe vaH deaert. e.p 
I wa. dniEg'd from toy hut, and eochaio'd u 



ToH'd on the wild main, I all wildly deapairin;, 
Bunt mj ehsin*, ruah'd dd deck, with my eye- 
ball, wide glariag, 
Wben tbe lighoung'. drtad blail atruck the inlet. 

A nd is glonnut bright bsam .hot for ever away. 



Had me daih'd Dverbuard in the dead of ibe tiighi. 
Aod bol (or a b^rk i.> Briunnia'i coail bound ibro. 
All my carp, by ibat plunge in tbe deep had been 

dnwn'dlheu. 
Bui by ntOQuUgbl dcKiied, I wa. 



How 



Wn hnme, wife, and chUdren, and van 
' tea. roll between u, whjth »•*<« can b* 

Hope*, ditlanl glUunermg. lo darknru 



U?nVERSAL SONGSTER; OR. MOSRUM OF MIRTH. 



Bat of mindt foal and tair, when the Jadge and 

the Panderer, 
Shall reetore light and rest to the blind and the 

wanderer. 
The Earopean's deep dye may oat-rival the sloe. 
And the soul of an Ethiop prove whiter than mow. 



THE THRASHER. 

Can any king be half so great. 

So kind, so good as I ? 
I give the hungry food to eat. 

And liquor to the dry. 
My labour's hard ; but still 'tis sweet. 

And easy to endure ; 
For, while I toil to thrash the wheat, 
I comfort rich and poor, 
knd I merrily sii^;, as I swing round the flail, 
Hy reward, when work's over, a jug of brown ale. 

If from wheat the bread is bom. 

Our miseries to cheer, 
'Tis merry Sir John Barleycorn 

Supplies us with the beer ; 
Besides, while thus I thrash the corn. 

Our pleasures to ensure, 
I for mv neighbour's good was bom 

A baker and a brewer ; 
Por I bake and I brew, as I swing round my flail. 
To provide them with bread and a mug df brown ale. 

Tis for myself, when all is said, 

I work Uius with such glee j 
For, if for others I make bread. 
My labour's bread to me. 
or other mouths I must provide. 
My children must be fed \ 
Mv wife, and some sick friend beside. 
Who cannot earn his bread. 
With these notions I merrily swing round my flail. 
My reward, when work's over, a mug of brown ale. 

And when my mortal race near run. 

All toil and labour vain, 
A jolly thrasher, shall my son 

His crazv dad maintain. 
Thus will I work, and lai^h, and sii^. 

And at my thrashing tou ; 
Unless I'm called on by my king 
To guard my native soil : 
Then, accustomed to thrashing. 111 swing round 

the flail. 
And thrash the proud foe to secure my brown ale. 



****** *s* 



I'M BOTHER'D FROM HEAD TO THE TAIL. 

(G. Colman.) 

Air — " Deatf dear, what ean the matter be V* 

At sixteen years old yoa could get little good of 

me ; 
Then I saw Norah — who soon ondentood of me 
I was in love — but mvself, for the blood of me. 

Could not tell what I did ail. 
'Twas dear, dear, what can the matter be T 
Och ! blood an ouns, what can the matter be T 
Och ! gramachree, what can the matter be? 

Bother'd from head to the tail. 

1 went to confess me to Father O'Flannigan : 
Told him my case — made an end — then oegan 

again : 
Father, says I, make me soon my own man again. 

If vou find out what I ail. 
Dear, dear ! says he, what can the matter bet 
Och! blood an ouns, can yoa tell, what can the 

matter be ? 
Both cried oat — what can the matter be t 
Bother'd from head to the tail. 



Soon I fell sick— I did bellow and curse acaisr- 
Norah took pit^ to see me at nurse again : 
Gave me a kiss— Och! zounds, th^l threw i 
wor-te again ! 

WeU she knew what I did aU. 
But dear, dear ! says she, what can the matter I 
Och ! blood an ouns, what can the matter be? 
Both cried out — what can the matter be ? 

Bother'd from head to the tail. 

'Tis long ago now since I left Tlpperary ; 
How strange, gpx>wing older, our nature should vu 
All symptoms are g<me of my ancient quandazy, 

1 cannot tell now what I ail. 
Dear, dear ! what can the matter be T 
Och ! blood an ouns, what can the matter be ? 
Och ! gramachree, what can the matter be ? 

I'm bother'd from head to the taiL 



JENNY'S LAMENT FOR DONALD. 
(D. Seryia.) 

Ye waving woods ! oh, soothe my grief 
A maid forlorn from mis'ry shield \ 

The lovely swain that gave relief, 
A kiss — a smile — no more shall yidd ! 



Ye shady rroves ! that knew his love ; 

Can ye mt plaintive sigh restrain T 
His death the woods and valleys more ; 

His flock sjiall never sport again ! 

The daisied banks where late he vang\ 
The windinx streamlets, soft and dear; 

Are all in wild disorder flung, 
A nd weep around the shepherd's Imr. 

But, ah! ye groves, ye woods, and valfii* 
Ye flocks, ye daisied banks and strsit i • 

Like Jenny none his loss bewails^ 
Beneath the sun's enliv'ning ' 



Sweet as the dew-drops to the rose. 
Or verdant meads to lowing kine. 

Or balmy eve when xephyr blows. 
Was Donald to this oreast of mine. 

But, ah ! no more his kisses sweet ; 

His glowing breast, nor lovely arm ; 
Shall Jenny's lips each morning greet* 

Nor smile witn fond afiection warn. 

Ye waving woods ! oh ! soothe mj grief; 

A maid forlorn from mis'ry shield : 
The lovely swain that gave mief , 

A kiss— a smile — no more shall yidd! 



MR. CLARK AND HIS BACON. 

(G. Colman.) 

The spruce Mr. Clark 
Was a young Essex quuk, 

A farmer uxorious and rich ; 

He lov'd dearly, as his life. 
Fried bacon and his wife ; 

And, says he, " My duck, well claim the flito 

Mrs. Clark ('twas in bed) 

Lov'd bacon, she said. 
But she vow'd she'd no more see it spoilM ; 

Crying, " Clark, you're quite a 

If you thinks to fiy that bacon, 
I insists that ev'rybit shallbe broil'd." 

Mr. Clark, thtMigh 'twas night, 
Jump'd in bed bdt upright. 

Quite enrag'd at his rib by his side : 

And, says he, '* Now, madam, mviL 
Though I love yoa, Mrs. Clark. 

fU be 4-hI ifit sha'nt aQ be fried." 



UK1TXB8AL SONGSTBE; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



liO 



The dbpttla nn w> high, 

'Tvizt a hniQ and a try, 
uk, thoo^ he ained it roundly. 

Pot an Old to all tonnoiling. 

As to ^rif or to broiling, 
ing Msk Clark rerj Mmnd^. 

Theee tnitlce, no donbC, 

Yeiy aooQ foond oat 
eir daim to the fitch most be shaken 

They had diildren blithe as larks. 

Bat all the little Clarks 
aik'd with a rasher of bacon*. 



THE DEATH HALLOO. 

(Frome.) 

h appetfing, in gray mantle drett, 

d cheering horn calls the hontsmen from 

r mooated and ready to start they appear, 

the hidloo ! view lialloo ! salates the fond 

ar: 

poiiiug their coarsm, none rein in for 



h fcRidly hopes to be in at the death,. 
Bxioasly keeping the leader in view, 
already he hMzs cried the fam'd death 
lalloo! 

, hope impiring, the qwrtsman ne'er 



iwift-doeing day, or the toil of the fields : 
r *— «««»«»*g venard oft doubles in rain, 
idag, he doubles the uplands again ; 
ttS^ whfle he ikulks, on bun eagerly 

ndy, oar old whipper-in, bears the brush ; 
I, with pleasure, their triumph 



I air's rent with shouting the fam'd death- 
laOoo! 



% OF P0RT8EA, AND JOE, THE 
MARINE. 

* 

(J. Ashley.) 
oe, die marine, was at Portsmouth well 



d in the eorps dress'd so smart; 

MS ne'er look'd on the youth with a frown, 

■^ilHi^f won ev'ry heart. 

*oI^f , of Portsea, he took for his bride, 

(orely there never was seen 

e so gay march to church, side by side, 

>Uy uid Joe, the marine. 

^ torch of Hymen was scarcely in blaze 

I thmndering drums they heard rattle, 

I, in an instant, was forc'd to the seas, 

re the bold enemy battle. 

ion was dreadful, each ship a mere wreck, 

slaughter few sailors have seen ; 

ndred brave fellows lay strew'd on the deck, 

ssBong them poor Joe, the marine. 

uny, faithful to true British tars, 

agth pnt an end to the fight, 

metrsrd they steer'd, full of gloiy and 



had fsm'd Portsmouth in sight. 
spacts were crowded, the heroes to greet, 
Eocemoet sweet Polly was seen ; 
J first sailor she happened to meet 
the fate of po<»r Joe, the marine. 

ck was severe : swift as lightning's fork*d 

lait 

MMT hmi «ith wild frenzy fir'd. 



She flew horn the crowd, softly cried, ' My poor 
heart'/ 

Clasp'd her hands, faintly sigh'd, and ezpir'd 
Her body was laid 'neath a wide-spreading yew. 

And on a smooth stone may be seen. 
One tear-drop let fall, all ye lovers so true. 

On Polly, of Portsea, and Joe, the marine. 



DRINK AND DRAIN THE FLOWING BOW I 

A CHORDS. 

Drink and drain the flowing bowl ; 
In it life and transport roll ; 

Feast and drink 

Till the tired eyes wink. 
And sleep and pleasure wrap the soul. 

Triumph to the bold. 

The banquet is cold ; 

Triumph to the wise. 

The banquet flies ; 

Proceed — where the meed 

Of valour lies. 
Drink ! the red wine is flowing ! 

No time like this 

For the coblet^kiss. 
When the blood in youth's veins is glowing. 



THERE 18 A MYSTIC THREAD OF LIFE. 

(Byron.) 

There is a mystic thread of life 

So dearly wreath'd with mine alone. 

That Destiny's relentless knife 
At once must sever both or none. 

There is a form on which these eyes 
Have often gaz'd with fond delight. 

By day that form their joy supplies 
And dreams restore it tnrough the night. 

There is a voice whose tones inspire 
Such thrills of rapture in my breast, 

I would not hear a seraph choir 
Unless that voice could join the rest. 

There is a face whose blushes tell 
Affection's tale upon the cheek : 

But pallid at one fond farewell, 
Proclaims more love than worlds can speak. 

There is a lip which mine hath prest. 
And none had ever prest before. 

It vow'd to make me sweetly blest. 
And mine — mine only prest it more. 

There is a bosom — all my own. 
Hath pillow 'd oft this aching head, 

A mouth which smiles on me alone. 
An eye whose tears with mine are shed. 

There are two hearu, whose movements thr&D 

In unison so closely sweet. 
That pulse to pulse responsive still. 

That both must heave or cease to beat. 

There are two souls, whose equal flow 
In gentle streams so calmly run. 

That, when they part— they part, ah no ? 
They cannot part — those souls are one. 



THE CHANDLER'S SHOP. 

Air—" The Comtiry CZuft."— (Lawler.) 

They call me smirking Bobby, 
With the women I'm a hobby. 

Which youll find as I gc on * 
My bus'ness to reveal, sir. 
In chandlery I deal, sir. 

Cramming fifty trades in oos. 
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■/^« . ...r .' '^.-jjirr- T- : l- :■ ^^ -eir: 
•irv •r'^fUf li*" Hi- •-• ii -* • i -^ss -rt:. -T 

"• ■-..•» r /A^,^ i*?;^"* '3mi Kicu 

• .- -.ari^r »i:ri. lOiL '.aur-in. 
T''i.^e' tirtn^ wi/k Th ~t« "ic 
f ^t^a4K -o^m rrj. 101.1.1 '.lj 

V^.'*:!, ijMTKr, tzit :n.%i"f. 

O ": •'xr.**, '.-x,, »^ ^rtjw sue, , 

'I .V jr;. '..-.*- f r'j**.'y.zt C'''ut% =rf, ' 

ff.4'*r«i ' V#-r» »,»#{ , h* wj *£.'•. l:vit i* ty^f.: <iT»T, { 
f 'ill hit 4. A ^MtfMn..rtAkhi\ ^%i;n'-»« no v ^— /aJIh , 
'fuf n/ff^tntut, • tu^g r^g rUftitr mt my hHuhamitibmn- 
n^4t. Ai.t lJ*-My «h*i lory/a, B*:ay ? — A bonch 
hi mituht-t f h^nrvi jroq v«« frffinjc la be narnerf, 
til it J, I'kh* ! Iiold y'Mir foolifh iMiMeiise» do. — 
l« MolU (r'/ff ftwuy? Y«r«; vrry odd, isn't il? — 
Vf » , ihi-rf\ •'iffiHliing mpttenu in it ; bat it wilJ 
nil /«mr </«/ m /HIM, 

Ho wf kri'Kk ftU/ut tli^ teandal, 
llrr-nd iifid f-li«'i*««*, and farthing can>lle, 
Wliili; I K>iily «<TVf! thffin out* 




Ti 1=1 mr a' 
'1 -nuzr 1 wnaa'f mirxn 
It TTnia laa 



SiXr Y GKET. 



TMK MfllP ON FIRE! 
(W. If. Iffflanil.) 



FliitM I'lyiiiiMiili, 111 tiir Viilraii, wa Mt Mil, 
'I'liintt liiiiHlrwii WNi llir iiiiitilN'r of our crew, 

Vfv Irt (Mil iCii^iNiiil with H fniK hri«k galff, 
Aiiitf ■lghlii|i hail* our girli a long adieu) 



5fl«lT -vUT wv a » if a nw, 
il! -«-» r*tf r.'xi JTCfT raj, 

F ic ?»*c3ic a cn-iuBwy & wf ; 
ELanvtr. ?a>. cciiic p?e'l^c a tkraiidr» 

S>ic ^^KO. :f paiic lue '^poec die ckidL 
E-s't w ens. )« weaif k» vhkdc, 

be ?i^ he'dbe daadiY a iccL 

Tish kit VBodlc Modk> is 

Liie a fiMf . 

Pn\-jCitd tvas ale a a Ml 
fie'd empCT a Cask down lua 

And i&cn. like a pocdc aM» 
If «oa ask him the riune to a book. 




"fen to one but ke*d answer 



.«« 



ToMdenodlclBG- 

Qaicklr he got dole for hb drinkingf 

1 Sonow your sots a' iap» be ass«i«d») ^ 
He, a* night, when the noon was aa bliakiB' 

Fell in a dyke and was soMMVcd ; 
His mind he d to —wuiiij been DWng» 

An' coa'd na' firm'danring leek stop* 
So as Inr the mmli he almek living* 

His nte was to die by the Aip. 

Toodle roodk. Ac- 



ffiE DELIGHTS OP WINS. 

Air—" The Damee eaOed TektlL"—{TuftM 

Let's be merrr, with iect and sonc. 

Time, as he swii'Uy files, my boys* 
Will not a second our dum prolong* 
But, with his scythe^ mow down ov j^it 



E8AL 90KG8TBR; OR. HUSEUH OF MIRTH. 



mb]r Lljr fuvlrek, Mirtli« 




[ aUIn, die Mog of pnyct uul 

bwarn lUfm, iha p«ITy of dwIiod, 
P««a ul Id ehino. ili veiy liiiUi lo ihw ( 

tad of liiir msuiiK, noUonlm wouJd be -. 
1 o«n lij iway, when yonlhtul be»u[j 



•h> lor«. 



TfaruHhini mtsnce Iu1l> sfllictioa'i 
Tbf notiler itnuu irouic the wirri 

Aad well wt tnaii the duLm of thy miiob 
Wlm UuU Copid OhagM Apallo'. lvn._ 

(J'« miTH. whoH rippk —---'-- - 



y;. 



PADDY OTT.1LLOMAGH. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
Hnetr. P*t O'Tullaniagh. cme iTom Kililuc, 
O' vbKk' aBdoM Enn, turevcr.O^ 
And. lunb ! whf DM ! 
T\» ■ aiy *« luv* gW. 
To mike Ihe liutpua iwiy gaily. Ot 
Bui Oumgli bull* «e avov. 

Ik ladi of "ih^land lif ShrlUlagD, O '. 

•roK&N.] ShelUlach it am heart ef Mk, ihv 
dwNUvck'a Ike Bowrt, aad fbiikef'i the Iruli ol 
k i «d bDtb all thn> pnl le«rlh« inakr an Iriih- 
Man'a um. ttd thai'i na bad li>g ta ataod oo. 

Whack, koney! whack 1 falderal, 
miuh *tnh '. 
I'd A toad briagiiw up. i1» laaiii nevet doubi. 
Old riis, 111* Khoolmailet, be taught me. '. 



». Pijdy." uyi be, 
buu.ol mao be, 
ke tlir timD paai away gaily. O 1 



Spoken.] " Paddy OTnllomugh," layi h*. 
enaoce ; Ihco yon mny defy any man u lay 



It vbiikn — oel 
uiiabisbulli 
leia'l make a Judy 1 



n>*ck, hooey' whx 
1 Plin, wjlh a dn 



. U made ihe time IWM away aaily. 
And ihaugh oft I've beea kilt. 



ON L^DEN. WHEN THE SUN WAS LOW. ] 

(T. Camphell.) 
On Linden, when the inii wu low, 
All blondleH lay the untrodden mow. 
And dnrk ai vinier wa« tho How 

OflKr.raoring rapidly! 

When the drum beu u dead of night, 
CommanilJDg 6ret of death to lifEhl 
The dukaeu of Ihe Kentry 

Each honeman drew bi> halUe^hla'de, 
And funout every charvrr neighed. 
To Join Ihe dreadful revelry ! 
■" ' ' tho hilli, with ihunilerrivM 



Then 



■r than the holu nl 



Bai redder ^ei thai light (hall glow 

And Moodier yet ihe lorreni (low 
Or leer, rolling rapidly ! 

*Ti» mom. but tcarce yon level ion 

Can pierce Ibr war-elouda mllinc dun. 

Whrre funooe Pruk, and tery Hoa, 

Shout in their mlphuroni cant^y! 
leep'ni; on. ye brave. 



WTioi 



And charge wit£ all thy chivalry, 

' tuow ihall be Iheir wimling aliHt, 
I evert <od beueaih iheir fert 



iffl 
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TURKS AND CHRISTIANS, I CHEATED 
THEM ALL. 

(Cobb.) 
^OMEtime mgo I married a wife. 
And she, poor soul, was the plague of my life ; 
I thouKht when I lost her my troubles were done. 
But, i faith, I find they're just begun. 

Tholigh she's gone. 

Still ^tis all one,— 
Aj troubles, alas ! are just begun. 

A magistrate I next became ; 

To be impartial was mv aim. 

No distinction I made between great and small, 

Plainti£Gi, defendants. — 1 fleeced them all ; 

Great and small, 

I fleeced them all, — 
Turics and Christians, — I cheated them all. 

In praise of honesty, I've heard. 
As policy, 'tis much preferred ; 
Then, if 'tis best, in life's repast 
The dantiest dish 111 taste at last ! 

Honest at last ; 

Tired of the past ; 
Perhaps, as a change, I may try it at last. 

DONALD OF DUNDEE. 

Young Donald is the blithest lad 

That e'er made love to me ; 
Whene'er he's by, my heart is glad. 

He seems so gay and free. 
Then on his pipe ne plays so sweet ; 
And in his plaid he looks so neat \ 
It cheers my heart at eve to meet 

Young Donald of Dundee. 

Whene'er I gang to yonder grove, 

Young Sandy follows me ; 
And fain he wants to be my love, 

But, ah ! it canna be. 
Though mither frets, both ear* and late. 
For me to wed this youth I hate ; 
There's none need hope to gain young Kate, 

But Donald of Dundee. 

When last we ranged the banks of Tay, 

The ring he showed to me. 
And bade me name the bridal day. 

Then happy would he be. 
I kon the youth will aye prove kind, 
Nae more my mither will I mind. 
Mess John to me will quickly bind 

Young Donald of Dundee. 



THE GRAND SERAGLIO. 

(C. Dibdin.) 
I PEEP'D in the Grand Seraelio, 
Where the Toriu keep their ladies to snugly O ! 

The ladies there 

Are fat and fair. 
But the gemmen are monstrous ugly O ! 
A bearded bashaw twenty wives controls. 
For their law says women have no souls. 

Spoken.] But I say that's a bouncer, the OWmy 
ladies only want a little hedifioaiion at Billingsgate, 
where the Jlat fish would soon become Jine toUi, 
and make it all oocUet with the mui$dme» : as to 
the ladies, heaven bless them, I'm sure I wouldn't 
say a word against them for the world ; they have 
but one fault, and you know, gentlemen, tuat is, 
they like a little drop of — 

Tang, tang, &c. 

They make me rather tinpUsh O ! 
They strut about so kinglish O ! 

And then d'ye see^ 

Such fools tncy be ; 
Not one of them knows good Englidi O ! 



Like many goats such beards they sport. 

And the place they csU the Subhme Grand Porte. 

Spokbn.] Port, why I hav'nt seen a drop nace 
I've been Here ; they drink no wine, became they 
are all rum sabjeots ; there's Mr. Mahomet iHs 
bobody get drauk but himself, as they sit mnokin^ 
crots-legged like tailors, tosiicating themaelvet 
with opium, till they look •• wise •• ao owl in a fit 
of perplexity. 

With their tang, tang, &c. 

Of Tbrkey much they boasted O ! 
But since I here have posted 1 

No Turkey see. 

Says I for roe. 
Except it be boiled or roasted O ! 
The sultan here when he likes never (ails 
To cut off their heads, bat he gives them three tails. 

Spokbn.] In Turkey, heads and fotif depend on 
the toss up of a halfpenny ; and when the saltan 
wants the mopuMses, ne tends somebody to cut off 
(be head of the first bfishaw he can meet with, who 
dntifally tendt him his head in a hand-basket, bat 
reserves his three tails for hit own dearconsoUtioo: 
give me little England, where a man's bead is hit 
own fireehold property, and his hoase hit cattle, 
and whoever touchet a hair of the one, or the latc^ 
of the other, is sure to get hit head in hit band, the 
door in his face, and a kick at his— 

Tang, tang, fice. 
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JUO, JUO, JUO, THE BOTTLBS SINO . 

(T. Dibdin.) 

I've liv'd a life of some few yeart, 

I'm fiflty-foor to-morrow ; 
Once for one smile I nhed three ttart. 

And mingled joy with sorrow. 
Nor witer grown, I scorn to cry. 
Tboagh tears are wet, and I am dry ; 
So, if a drop I've in my eye. 
It's only nben the rlatses ring. 
And jug, jog, jug, the bottles sing. 

Thf friend I trusted, Inck-a-day ! 

Most scnrvily abus'd me ; 
Tlie wife I married ran away 

With him who thus had oii'd me. 
My grief, too big to let me cry. 
Could only tell me Sorrow's dry ; 
So, it' a drop was in my eye, 
*Twas when I heard the glattes ring. 
And jag, jug, jug, the bottlet tiog. 

Yet think not, though tome folka are bi^ 

III usage tett me talking. 
From duty's call, old Matt't the lad. 

Who ne'er was fond of tkolkii^. 
While love for Britain wett my eye. 
Like ev'ry tar my beat Pll try. 
To thrath her foet ; and when Pm drr. 
Drink all her frienda, her queen and aii^ 
While jagjog, jog, the bottieo atng. 

LOVE AND FOLLY. 
(Ryan.) 

Vs Love and Folly rambled on. 

O'er many a mount and garden gay. 
Time's brightest hours still flew on. 

And noon and twilight pass'd away ; 
The night came down, — Love loudly knock'd 

At Wisdom's gate, who ftom witnin 
iSxclaim'd, *' Mv donts are safely lock'd» 

And Tiove and FoUy can't get m.' 
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Love came to me and told his tale ; 

And I resolv'd, beyond all doubt. 
To sy re him from the midnight gale, 

Aad (cruel case ''^ thut FmIv oou 
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Art P m d mce then ttood at mj ud«, 
Aad Mid, " If Lore hit way eonld win, 

H« WW to FoUy nemr aUied, 
Aad toon the boy would let her in." 

Oh, Pndenee! yoa the truth hare told ; 

The boy has let her in of late, 
Aad both axe grown ao vain and bold, 

Thejf frighten Wisdom from my gate : 
With silken cords they bind my hands ; 

In Tain their mercy J beseedi* 
I tremUe at their dire commands. 

And am, by tarns, the slare of each. 



FAREWELL! THOU COAST OF GLORY. 
(Dimond.) 

Faiewell ! thou coast of gloiy* 
Where dwell'd my sires ot yore ! 

Their names, their martial story, 
Yovr trophied tombs restore. 

FaieweQ ! thoa clime of beaoty ! 

Where blooms the maid I lore. 
Food thotuhts in fdeasing du^, 

Anmnd her ever rove. 

What phrase to shape "fanweU" in, 
fai rain this heart would tell ; 

Winds blow — white sails are swelling'— > 
Oh I. native land i^FareweU ! 



VAUGH AND UE DOWN IS THE PLAY. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Trm hey for a lass and a bottle to cheer. 
And a tlram^ing bantling every year ! 
With skm as white as snow. 

And hab as brown as a berry ; 
With eyes as black as a sloe. 
And lips as red as a cherry : 
Sing rory, tory. 
Dancing, {nandng. 
Laugh and lie down is the play ; 
Well fondle together. 
In spite of the weather. 
And kiss the cold winter away. 

Laugh while you live. 

For as life is a jest. 
Who laughs the most. 

Is sure to live best. 
When I was not so old, 

I frolick'd among the misses. 
And when they thought me too bold, 

I stopp'd their mouths with kisses. 

Sing rory, tory, &c. 



BACCHUS'S CALENDAR. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

PROTfSIOMS they are hard to meet. 

In ev'ry body^ thinking : 
But thou^ it's hard enough to eat. 

Folks cannot leave off drinking : 
For though cood beefs so wond'rous Si-arce, 

Your Imtcher noeats his brisket. 
And whether want is fair or farce. 

The baker sooAt his buatit. 

Fal, lal, &c. 

The cook shopman he often nipv. 

The vintner he gets toakjf. 
The chinaman gets in his cwpt. 

Tobacconists get mioAy ; 
Your tapster loves to Ipmtg his <ys, 

Astnmomers getfiomy. 
Your Salter he is always dry. 

The fiddler he fietMfmny. 

Fal, lal, &c. 



Your boatman takes good hearty tmgt. 

The hempman he gets ropjf. 
And while the merry potter imig; 

The oilman he geU torn ; 
The doctor lays hu man o th' floor. 

And all his patients say it ; 
The lawyer he rmu up a toore. 

And makes his dLni pay it. 

Fal, lal, &c 

Thus Britons doat on being musz'd. 

And whether fresh or foegv. 
By bosky Frenchmen wo'nVbe buss'd. 

Who uought to catch us groggy ; 
But let 'em ever try the test, 

'Tween Calais Straiu and Dover, 
Thev'll find our tars fisht always best. 

When once they're half teas o^er. 

Fal, lal, &e 

THE PARTING TEAR. 
(Upton.) 

'TWAS on the beach, as sailors tell. 

Jack Mainsail daspM his bonny Kate, 
Aud, as he press'd the lovely girl. 

Thus told the tidings of his fate : — 
" Yon sails, unfurl'd, call Jack away 

Adieu ! adieu ! my only dear ; 
The boatswain chides my ling'ring stay ; 

Farewell !''— then dropp'd the parting tear. 

Twas on her breast, more white than snow. 

This token of affection fell. 
Where ne'er did love more fervent glow. 

Or constancy delight to dwell ; 
For as her picture, free trom speck, 

(With heart near broke 'twixt hope and fear. 
She hung around her sailor's neck. 

She sigh'd — and dropp'd the parting tear.' 

And Fortime, though too oft unkind. 

Her wonted frowns for once held back. 
And took in tow, with tav'ring wind. 

Her channing Kate and honest Jack ; 
For Jack, though torn from Kitty's charms, 

Retum'd right safe, to meet his dear, 
Anun embrac d her in his arms. 

No more to drop the parting tear. 



A SMACK FOR ALL TASTES ; 

OR, WHO DOES THE CAP FIT? 

(E. J. B. Box.) 

In our willage, at wboam, I wnr bom, and there 

bred 
Up wi' veyther to tillase-like husbandry trade ; 
Where I showed such bright parts, you'd be won- 

dered to know. 
That I soon wur yhead post at the tail of the 

plough. 

Spoken.] " Oh, by gom!" said I to myzen, 
" I be all right now, lad! hang up! for au the 
world, just like a prime minister, driving every 
thing before me with a smack o' t' whip !" 

Gee up, Dobbin, 
Hev whoa, Dobbin, 
Hey up, Dobbin, gee up, gee whoa. 

Our fat parson, one day, thought a lean joke to 

pass 
On poor Dobbin, anil ax*d if I thoucht a stout ass 
Wur not fitter for t' plough? " I dan't know, 

zur," said I, 
" But I can, if you plase, sur, yoke you in, and 

try!" 

Spoken.] Dan't ye look glum about it!" cays I 
If we vind ye good for ought, I dare say meas* 
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ter wal gi' double tithet or loa !" Panoa turned 
quite blue about the eills, couldn't speake a word, 
and off he bolted wiUiout trying the collar, as iJF 
his wig had been singed with a cracker. Turned 
his back upon the joke, because the joke turned 
upon him, with a horse-laugh, at his — a hard 
smack on his — 

G^ up, Dobbin, &c. 

So my c*rackter wur got up for wit, while his grace 
Wur reckoned by all greatest fool of all t' place. 
For the parson, they zaid, bought his pig in a 

poke. 
When he turned out an ass for the ploughman to 

yoke. 

Spoken.] It wur t* common town joke : and, 
by gom, he wur getten xo crabbed about it that he 
kicked old nurse Gubbins out o' church-doors from 
christening, because she told child's name were to 
be Neddy ; and sweared a libel to the pottycarrier 
for calling him Doctor Balaam, but, arter all, got 
nought for his pains but a smack of his — 

Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 

Now our parson, you see, had two zorts of wise 

wigs. 
One for praying, and t'other for justicing rigs! 



If for justice. Mistake on wrong wig put his pi 
Then he'd preach iMUt the devil mstead of 



law. 



paw, 
' the 



Spoken.] And, as t' pottycarrier wur used to zay, 
** wia&r worter," wi' justice- wig on sometimes take 
text from Bum's Justice, and talk congregation to 
sleep about Black-stone's Common Tories, till 
he wur black in t* face, while people wur snoozing 
away full gog like ; that, you see, wur a smack o^ 
the cart's-- 

Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 

Once 'twur happened a rogue 'fore his worship war 

brought 
Up for burning his hay-stack, what constable 

caught. 
Saying, " here is the rogue, sur, that fired all your 

hay." 
Cried the parson, " you rascal — then, come, let 

us pray." 

Spokzn.] And down he went upon his marrow- 
bones in a moment ; he'd gotten his wrong wig, 
that wur it, you see ; else, if he'd had on his jus- 
ticing threertailer, he would ha' committed t' poor 
fellow to jail at once, in a smack at his — 

Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 

But, wi', talking l>out parson, myzen I's forgot, 
'Cause my first oolt of wit at his worship was shot. 
But I'd many more charges, I arter let fly 
At your lawyers, and other black game that comed 
nigh f 

Spoken.] Never missed a chance where I could 
make a hit, zoa my name wur up all down t' 
.jountry for a zharp shooter at a wit-mark, high or 
ow, sure to give em a home smack on the — 

Gee up, Dobbin, &c. 

To the country, post-haste, a great lord wur sent 

down, 
'Twur to offer good wages if I'd come to town 
4nd be fool for a king—" that's," said he, " his 

court buffi" 
' Noa," zays I ; " o' themselves kings be quite 

fools enough ! ! " 

Spoken.] " And then, my lordship," says I, 

dan't ye think that would be too mucn of a good 

hing? besides, t' old zaying, ' one fool in t' house 

ye enough at a time,' and wi' three of us, we 

•light spoil one another, yon see ; put on that 

Bp/' says I, *< I be sorry for thy commg dntm ^ 



t' fool's errand; soa, as thee gon %m aeain, I 
wishes thee a safe body — yhead wo'n't hurt!" Zen 
him off wi' a smack of his — 

Gee up, Dobbin, &e. 
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SLEEP, GENTLE LADY. 

A SERENADE. 

(J. H. Payne.) 

Sleep, gentle lady, flowers are dosing. 

The very winds and waves reposing : 

O, let our soft and soothing numbors 

Wrap thee in sweeter, sotter slumbers ! 

Peace be around thee, lady bright. 

Sleep, while we sing — good night, good night 1 

POLL, OF HORSELYDOWN. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

Ye landsmen and ye seamen, be you a-head or a* 

stem. 
Come listen unto me, and a story you shall leara ; 
It's of one Captain Oakum, that you shall quickly 

hear. 
Who was the bold commander of the Peggy priva* 

teer; 
And he his colours never struck, so great was his 

renown. 
To never no one soul on earth but Poll, of Horse- 

lydown. 

Miss Polly was a fiiii-rate, trick'd out in flashy 

geer. 
And Captain Oakum met her as to Wafting he 

did steer, 
And as he stood a viewing her, and thin¥»T>g of no 

hurt, 
A porter passing with a load capsis'd him in the 

dirt; 
Then, taking out his 'bacco-box, th«t cost him 

half-a-crown. 
He took his quid, and heav'd a sigh to Poll, of 

Horselydown ' 

He soon found out Poll's father, and, dress'd in 

. rich array. 
He got permission for to court, and so got under 

weigh. 
Miss Polly she receiv'd him all for a lover true. 
And quite mamoroied of her he quickly grew : 
He squir*d and conveyed her all over London 

town. 
Until the day was fix'd to wed with Poll, of Horse- 
lydown. 

But Poll she was a knowing one, as you shall 

quickly find. 
And this here Captain Oakum, why love had made 

him blind : 
One morning in her chamber he found a cockney 

lout. 
So Captain shov'd the window up, and chuck'd my 

gem'man out : 
Then cock'd his arms a kimbo, and, looking with 

a frown. 
He took a quid, and bid good by to Poll, of 

Horselydown. 
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BffY OWN DEAR SOMEBODY. 

Were T oblig'd to beg my bread. 
And had not where to lay my head, 
I'd creep were yonder herds are fed. 
And steal a look at Somebody ; 

My own dear Somebody, 

My constant Somebody ; 
I'd creep where yonder herds are fed* 
And itrai a look at Somebod>. 
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'Wlicn I'm Uia tOw, and am at rest, 
^nd maT be number'd witli the b)est» 
C may thy artlen, feeling breast, 
Thmb witn r^ard for Somebody ; 
Yoor own dear Somebody, 
Your constant Somebody ; 
JLh I will you drop one pityinc tear, 
^nd sigh tor the lost Somebody. 

JBut, should I erer live to see 
That form, so much ador'd by me. 
Then thoult reward my constancy. 
And I'll be blest with Somebody ; 

My own dear Somebody, 

My constant Somebody ; 
Then shall mv tears be dry'd by thee. 
And 111 be blest with Somebody. 



THE CHIMNEY-SWEEPER. 

Though late and early I do pad, 

A bawling sweep, soot, ho ' 
Yet still I am as blithe a lad 

As e'er yoa'd wish to know : 
And when the ladies fine 

I hear cry — take care of the sweep. 
Ladies, said I, you need not fear, 
Bot I'm for them too deep : 
For I gives them a smnt 
Off my bag full of soot, 
They cry, curM yon, mind how yon go ; 
l>ear me, ma'am, says I, 
It was just brushing by. 
And I'm off with my— sweep, soot, ho, &c. 

And when, disgois'd, I meet the devil, 

I love to have some fan ; 
A lawyer I mean, the greatest evil 

That thrives beneath the son ; 
For sore we both, beyond all doubt. 

Are to the devil a-kin. 
The difference is, I'm black without. 
The lawyer black within ; 
I gives him a smut 
^ Off my bag full of soot ; 
He cries, d — 'me, mind how yon go ; 
Sir, says I, pray 
Do keep out of Uie way, 
And I'm off with my — sweep, soot, ho, &c. 

Your flashy folks, drest fine and gay. 

As through the streets I go, 
AD in an instant clear the way 

At the sound of sweep, soot, ho ; 
And thus I gammon all the folks, 

I care not, great or small ; 
I laughs, I sings, I cracks my jokes. 
And something says to all ^ 
For I gives 'em a smut 
Off my bag full of soot ; 
They cry, pnthee mind how you go ; 
O dear, sir, says I, 
It was just brushing by. 
And I'm off with my — sweep, soot, ho, &c. 



CYNTHIA THINKS OF MB NO MORE. 

(Rannie.) 

0, PROSPECTS, rich in all the charms 
That Art wi»h happy Nature blends ! 
Whyfill my soul with wild alarms. 

While cold Regret my bo»om rends t 
While faithless Cynthia in my heart 
Retains a warm — a tender part ? 
And there she triumphs as Wore, 
Thon^ Cynthia thinks of me no more ! 

Ye barren rocks, that proudly rise 
High o'er the chrysul waves of Dee, 



Have ve not echoed Cynthia's sight. 

And often heard her vow to me , 
Those hills should from the scene remove. 
And sink ere she would cease to love * 
Which stand majestic, as of yore, — 
Though Cynthia thinks of me no more ! 

When Pleasure winged the rosy hours — 
Ah ! swore she not — perfidious maid ! 
Beneath your shades, ye conscious bowers. 

The forest like the leaf should fade. 
And ruthless Destiny subdue 
Its pride, ere she would prove untrue ? 
Yet still it prospers as before. 
Though Cynthia thinks of me no more I 

And thou, chaste regent of the night! 

\Vliose Incid rays, that softly beam. 
Fling o'er the trees a frosty light. 

And quiver on the trembling stream. 
Say, did they not as brightly shine. 
When Cynthia vowed she would be mine ? 
Wh( n endless constancy she swore. 
Though Cynthia thinks of me no more ! 

Gay haunts of youth ! delightful groves ! 

Where' first my heart was captive made — 
Calm scenes ! where sad Remembrance loves 

To dwell on joys for ever fled ! 
Let not the perjured Cynthia know 
Ye saw my proud heart swell with woe. 
Or that my sighs your echoes bore !— 
But Cynthia thinks of me no more ! 
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MADAM FIG'S GALA; 
OR, THE YORKSHIRE CONCERT. 

I'ZE a Yorkshireman, just come to tOMm, 

And my coming to town was a gay day. 
For Fortune has here set me down 

Waiting gentleman to a fine lady. 
My lady gives galas and routs. 

And her treats of the town are the talks here. 
But nothing I'ze seen here abouts 

Equals one that was given in Yorkshire. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Johnny Figg was a green and white grocer. 

In business as brisk as an eel, sir. 
None than John to the shop could stick closer. 

But his wife thought it quite ungenieel, sir. 
Her neighbours resolved to cut out. 

And astonish the rustic parishioners. 
She invited them all to a rout. 

And axed all the village musicianers. 

Ri tol, &c. 

The company met, gay as larks, sir. 

Drawn forth all as fine as blown roses ; 
The concert commenced with the clerk, sir. 

Who chanted the Vicar and Moses. 
The barber sung Gall'ry of Wigs, sir ; 

The gemmen all said 'twas the dandy ; 
And the ladies encored Johnny Figg, sir. 

Who volunteered Drops of Branny. 

Ri tol, &c. 
The baker he sung a good batrh. 

While the lawyer, ior harmony willing. 
With the bailiff he joined in the catch. 

And the notes of the butcher were killing ; 
The wheelwright he put in his spoke. 

The schoolmaster flogged on with furor ; 
The coalman he played the Black Joke, 

And the fishwoman sung a bravura. 

Ri tol, &c. 

To strike the assembly with wonder. 

Miss screams a qumtette loud as Boreas, 

And waked farmer Thrasher's dog Thunder^ 
Who, starting up, joined in the chorus. 
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liBRB'S TO TUE MAIDEN OP BAiM 
(ShoUui.) 



uof Bn; 



t 



A trrinc-nb I 

UkduB Pi( bul UickiMl Doi lor ■ loit, *ir, 

Bbc the tTO'fwitif ended oudef bi« t**t . idr. 
Snip n> Hiueil in tbc hrine. bsi ibob nuag, 

lUalcdouI, while IbeyUajfai^ ■! tiii gnef , hi< 
" li't * inAUer to jqanatmu lurpntia; 

Ta «e picU«il abbwe vith beef, (ir t" 

Kiid, &c 



A mt f ix it^ftfiHr no tonl owM b* npcT ; 
So Miuck yu the Denl u Pij, 

While Jvtuia^ Figi pud tht PipM, 
Bai the bed thiug cube ifLet the bkU. 

F<n. u laiih [be ohole >>tb perfectios 
Mtdun Kid u'd Che gentleiDlki nil. 

Td np ua ■ cold aliettioii. 

R.K>I, Bi 



(H. Sidd<iiu.) 
The oifthl before the bitlle'i nge, 

WiihiD the tileni i:uiip, 
Some «ldier &II1 • love-.niighl pige. 

And Uimi hit lonely lunp : 
Aod u uatmJ ibe vhitpered imd 
From pod 10 pou ii ftptlj hriud. 

And tight the «teh-wonl ■• Pune uid Lore.' 



He feeli the dreidfnl ihivh aon 

But raplure guide* h>> Den ; 
And u ■round the cheenol ihml 



The (houu of lietaty pnilang. 



•Tn 



i, love. 



O, BOTHERATION— A TIGHT IRISH BOY. 

And my own loving mother called me her deu 
alwmj* would laj, 



■ituTuI, I 



iling, begailioi, 
raiiling, pnttll 



I 



lU InA by. 



: bolheri 
when I graw 
iriety'i pleuiog, an 
ntt to lea thouwid 
O! I*m a tigbintf , dying, kneel 
Smillt^, beguiling, dutiful, I 

' ' -a l^lu InA toy. 




Ukeviar. lo the wid»w id fifly ; 
Hete'i to the bold and e itnvagaol qotaa. 
And hen't loibe bewcwife thai'* Ibfiilj . 
Let the toait pan. 

leuuiel 
Qi^ie^i to the maiden whoee dimple* 

Here'a to the maid with a pair of blarkeyca. 
And hen'a to hci that'i bai one, air. 

Let the loaal paaa. lie. 
Bere't u the maid with a boiom of aooWf 






lenj, 



And 10 her that': 
Here'i to the wife oiih a fare lull 01 
And here** to the gii 

So fill a pi: 



I bumper quite op ID the brio. 
Lellhetoau 




LUMKIN AND HIS MOTHER. 

(Dibdin.) 
TiioD kniiweac. my dear LnintiB, my e*B darttag 



Aoul, thou wilt break my poor bean. 

iw that the fiAt will bo letting Ibalr nT», 

IB with ihy 4Weet prrtty foioe-. 



Tell all the vill^e tboa' 
I do thank Ihee, dear n 
by- 



iel(. 



inning (ot 1 ; 

I know haw to takp care of myKlf. 
And. aft 10 the gifli, I feort thorn teait of all, 

Thpy icare 1 1 that wontd be a itrange thing, 
if the prrtliest witli Lumkin in love wen 10 fall, 

'Cod, I'd give them BI good 4* they briag. 



I father that' 
lamcitroFaB. 



And the belli ifaiU 
Toll nil the viliaGs I'm man 
They parted ; to town Lumkin haglen'd away. 

Fan and molhet relii'd in the dumpa ; 
On the road he eouider'd hii tardi how tO play. 

And bow ho ihould manage hit Inimpa; 
The nng-droppTA, gamhlera, Ibe mj--^ 

Did in vain to entangle him try ; 
Fat, Ihouih quiued. hoaud, ■ - ' ' 
-^ he fall, 

whereCme a vh* 1 
So Lumkin wnile word he'd behav'dUlM a 

And the belli ■bouldumerhly.mnrily.Aa 
Welcome bim hone lo be mtmrd to Fan. 
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Jmt like lu, they're, in London, ibttar «weets and 
their Mmrty 

They have angels that dreetes and painta ; 
If their lawyers and doctors take fees, so do ours ; 

And I don't see oar angels are saints ! 
So he went to the chnrch, the glad news qnickly 



And the bells all so merrily^ merrily, cherrily. 
Rang for the marriage of Lumkin and Fan. 



^*^^0^^0 



FRIENDSHIP. 
Air— « UAm il^vKms."— <W. BalL) 

siwtxt is the lay where thy praise is accorded. 
Friendship ! kind sooner of life's e^nr care : 

UFarm is the heart where thy beam is aflwrded. 
Lovely its light through the gloom of despair. 

Bs^[^y thou smil'st o'er the rough wave of da^y, 
mar of defence from the storm and the shoal! 

Lore lightly flies, bat leaves thy guiding beauty. 
Best of good angels ! to save anid couole. 



Air- 



.«« 



LOVE. 
Geiaa Hotutard."—{W. BaU.) 



Wate ever uMir me thy balm-droppins pinion, 
O gentle Love ! List a votary's pra jpr : 

Lend ever round me thy chain of dominion. 
Sweeter than fireedom and lighter than air. 

E}mMk are the wand'rings of those who disown thee. 
Hopeless of blessing to cheer or condole : 

Mine oe the Eden where hearts that enthrone thee 
IVaee the bright currents that heavenward roll ! 

WINE. 

Aix^ « la Tgntieime."—{W. Ball.) 

Set the goblets briskly flowing. 

Wine, and all its sweets prepare ; 
Tell not me of aught bestowing 
Equal charm for cankering care. 
Sport and fancy free. 
Health and gaiety. 
Hands in amity. 
Hearts at liberty, 
ICd the festive treasure glowing,- 
These, oh, let me ever share ! 

What have we to do with sorrow. 
Gifted with th' inspiring bowl ? 
From the nectared flood we borrow 
Joys beyond Old Care's control. 
Would you happy be. 
Drink and laugh like me. 
All in harmony. 
Round the board agree ; 
Crown the day, and ev'ty morrow 
Hail with wine,— of lite the soul ! 



rnt 



Somgt aire so conMtrueted thai they mojf he 
mmg together,) 



PHEASANT SHOOTING. 

TRI spsmiels uncoupled, dash over the mead. 
Ana in transport high frolicsome bound, 

Till check'd in their speed, by the well-known 
'take heed,' 
Obedient they quaurter the ground. 

O'er the trees yellow Autumn her mantle now 
flings. 
And they eagerly enter the cover ; 
Up a cock-pheasant springs, and the echoing wood 



With < d«ul, dead, my boys, come in here, 
Boverl' 



The qMyrtsman poxsoes, over hOI, over heath, 
Eadi du^^e, each thicket, keen tries : 

Till quite out oi breath, ani sated with death, 
Hc^s in turn kiU'd by Chloe's "-^ 



^^■^^^^^^ 



I STILL SHALL BLESS MY NATIVE HOME. 

(Robinson.) 

O'eI breezy hill or woodland glade, 
k\ mormng's dawn, or closing day. 

In sommer's flaunting pomp arrayed. 
Or pensive moonlight's stiver gray. 

The wretch in sadness still shall roam 

Who wanders from his native home. 

While at the foot of some old tree. 
As meditation soothes hi > mind, 

Lull'd by the hum of wand'rinc bee. 
Or ripplins stream, or whisp ring wind, 

Hb vagrant fancy still shall roam. 

And lead him to his native home. 

Though love a fragrant couch may weave. 
And fortune heap the festive bottrd. 

Still memory oft would turn to grieve. 
And reason scorn the splendid hoard \ 

While he, beneath the proudest dome. 

Would languish for his native home. 

To him the rushy roof is dear. 

And sweetly calm the darkest glen. 

While pomp, and pride, and power, appear. 
At best the glittering plagues of men \ 

Unsought by those that never roam. 

Forgetful of their native home. 

Let me to summer shades retire. 
With meditation and the muse ! 

Or, round the social winter fire. 
The glow of tempered mirth difiuse : 

Though winds may howl, and waters fosm* 

I still shall bless my native home. 



SPANKING JACK. 

(Dibdin.) 

Spanking Jack was so comely, so pleasant, so 
jolly, 
Though winds blew great guns, still he'd whistle 
and sing ; 
Jack loved his friend, snd was true to his Molly, 
And if honour gives greatness, was great as a 
king. 
One night as we drove with two reefs in the main- 
sail. 
And the scud came on lowering upon a lee shore. 
Jack went up aloft to hand the top-gairm sail, 
A spray washed him off, and we ne'er saw him 
more! 
But grieving's a folly, come let us be jolly, 
If we've troubles at sea, boys, we've pleasure* 
ashore. 

Whistline Tom, still of mischief or fun in the 
middle. 
Through life in all weathers at random woul 
jog; 
He'd dance, and he'd sing, and he'd play on the 
fiddle. 
And swig, with an air, his allowance of grog • 
Long side of a Don, in the Terrible frigate. 

As yard-arm and yard-arm we lay off the shorc^ 
In and out whistling Tom did so caper and iig it. 
That his head was shot off, and we ne er saw 
lum more ! 

But grieving's a foUy, Ac. 
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Bonny Ben was to each jolly messmate a brother, | 
He was manly and honest, good-natured and 
free, 
If ever one tar was more true than another. 

To his friend and his duty, that sailor was he : 
One day, with the david, to heave the cadge- 
anchor, 
Ben went in the boat on a bold craggy shore ; 
He overboard tipt, when a shark, and a spanker. 
Soon nipt him in two, and we ne'er saw him 
more! 

But grieving's a folly, &c. 

But what of it all, lads ? shall we be down-hearted. 
Because that mayhap we now take our last sup ? 
Life's cable must one day or other be parted. 

And death, in fast mooring, will bring us all up. 
But 'tis always the way on t ; one scarce finds a 
brother. 
Fond as pitch, honest, hearty, and true to the 
core. 
But by battle or storm, or some d — 'd thing or 
other. 
He's popped ofi the hooks, and we ne'er see him 



more 



I 



But grieving's a folly, &c. 



JUST LIKE THEE. 
Air—" Juit like L<w."— (Miss Bryant.) 

Sweetest flow'rets bluvhing there. 
In balmy dew-drops that they bear. 
Are beautiful, my lovely fair. 

Just like thee. 

The moon that ripples in the stream. 
With soft and yet with playful beam ; 
The landscape, in the night's calm gleam. 
Seems but a sweet enchanting dream. 

Just like thee. 

So may our life be clouded never. 
Till death's dull mandate bid us sever. 
Then may I sink to peace for ever, 

Just like thee. 



THEN HEIGH FOR THE PETTICOAT, THAT 

IS MY JOY. 

(Kenney.) 

Off ! a petticoat, honey's, an Irishman's joy. 

Go where he will, his time merrily passes; 
Search the world over, sure Paddy's' the boy 

For banging tlie men, and for kissing the lasses. 
And if you but get a red coat to your back. 

In Russia, in Prussia, in France, or in Flan- 
ders, 
All the pretty ma'amselles have a mighty neat 
knack 

Of cockin;; rheir chins at both men and com- 
manders. 
Then heigh for the pettir ^t, that is my joy — 

Go where I will, my time merrily passes — 
Search the world over, sure Paddy's the boy 

For bangi g the men, and for kissing the lasses. 

When sweet Kitty Connor pierced me tlirough the 
heart. 
And chose Teddy Blarney, a big man of honour. 
One moon-shiny night, to give ease to my smart, 
I kicked Mr. Blarney, and kissed Mrs. Connor : 
And the little plump god, for his mother knew 
what, 
Was the son of old Mars, or he'd never alarm ye ; 
And if he'd be growing as oiU as he's fat. 
You'd see Master Cupid brought up to the army. 
Then heigh for the petticoat. &c. 



WE'RE A' NODDIN. 

(Oriffimal Wordt.) 

CHORDS. 
We're a' noddin, nid, nid, no<ldin. 
We're a' noddin, at our house at hame. 

Gude e'en to yon, Kimmer, and how do ye dot 
Hiccup— quo' Kimmer, the better that I'm foo. 

We're a* noddin. Bee 

Kate sits i' the neuk, sippin' hen broo, 
Deil tak Kate, and ^e be na noddin too ! 

We're a' noddin, &c. 

How's a' wi' you, Kimmer, and how do ye fare? 
A pint o' the best o't, and twa pints mair. 

We're a' noddin, &c. 

How's a' wi* yon, Kiminer, and how do ye 

thrive ? 
How mony bairns hae ye ? — Quo' Kimmer, I hae 

five. 

We're a' noddin, &c. 

Are they a' Johnny's? — Eh ! atweel na; 
Twa o' them were gotten when Johnny was awa. 

We're a' noddin, &c 

Cats like milk weel, and dogs like broo. 
Lads like lasses weel, and lasses lads too. 

We're a' noddin, &c. 



O, WE'RE A' NODDIN AT OUR HOUSE AT 

HAME. 

(At altered, attd nmg m Lomdom, ^,) 

O, we're a' noddin, nid, nid, nodding, 

we're a' noddin at our house at hame. 

\^ hen the dame's asleep, and the gnde man's fa* 
W hen lads love lasses, and lasses love so true. 
Kale sits i' the ncuk, and her Jo aits by, 
A ud the moon shines bright at the lore in bei 
eye. 

And they're a* noddin, &c 

And how d'ye kimmer T and how d'ye, dear? 
How long hae ye loved me f — a twalmonth ci 
near; 

1 ha' lov'd ye a twalmonth, dearer than life. 
And e're a day aulder, I'se mak' ye my wife. 

And be aye noddin, Ac 

And how d've kimmer? and how d'ye thrive f 
O' sillei and goud I ha plenty to wive ; 
Gie's your hand then, my Jo, — O, na, na, na. 
My hand it was promised to Willie ftx awa! 

And we're a' noddin, kc 



OH ! TWINE A WREATH OF ETERGREEN. 

Oh ! twine a wreath of evergreen. 

And with it deck the brow 
Oi him, who, 'mid li.e's varied scenes. 

Ne'er breaks his plighted vow : 
Of him, when fore d by honour's call. 

In climes afar to roam. 
Whose anxious thoughts will ever torn 

To her he leaves at home. 

Oh ! twine a wreath, &c. 

How few, 'mid pleasure's dazsling scenes. 

Reflect on kindness past ! 
How few, who wealth and power obtain. 

Are faithful to the last ! 
Too oft, in youth's gay sunny days. 

Men play the tyrant's part ; 
They first ensnare, and then, alas ! 

Deceive the guileless heart. 

Oh ! twine a wreatii* te. 
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At wM, Olit Jtck Diw ud • Y 
















Aiiurofiheuo,. f'Xhcr; 






Young 


J«k Daw, 


l™-n-<»»]fc««,Ul«rt.,d. 






rottHannviayoDdctn. 


.d-ow. 








JUilvCU Jidl D*«>i)dl!i 


Yniing 


Imck D>w 



•»• dw Did lull 0>* to ihV • 



ntl. 
ig Jack Diw 
■oil on viih ilicir diipuie, 
JtilKk Di* to Ibe Yo-mg Jick Dair, 

rIOLh>'oU iukDtw, 
Jack Daw to tha Yaaai 



Saira iba Twng Jack D 
I n-B-l. f« I'll kict 

n* ilwe, aan llw Ol 

Jack Daw. 

m ikt ]r<n off of tbi 



■I th» Vno 



VWa IbE Ulil Jatk Daw h- the Young Jack Dai 

B* rr^ tarn /tff ^ftl Up lunt <louff ; 
tar> H- Dkl laik Da<c u lb* Young Jack Daw, 



Sayitlic Young Jtr\ Dnw to Uw OU )*U ll*w, 
I'll (o liumc and t'll ull my n.aininy-, 

Vhytl»<n. •aystho aid Ja-k Daw ID Ou \«il 
Jack D.». 
IT I cue for ihe old witch, d— me. 

Atl^ndr all good pfi'rple. l>ulii o\a and yoongf 



Doi' 



like thepogr dicky 
I you ^1a a bloody 



ltd*, qoiml and aC>>b|l 

[he wery (ami pi 
With a DailinoH ova your clothn. 

OH, THEN I THINK OF TUBB, DE«K ] 



ban I of l< 

Bui whfa Uw 



Oh ! then I ihiok of tbi 
li« olivfti of the dsU 
«nliKh. lalU. 
p«D tlis n»e the do* 
■A cocwaU, 
in iipoo the chcunni >nt 



IRISH PROVinHNCK. 

I—" Tim Spf^ ■ 
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Tliungh mv ">in I aa poor 
Tu niT Knty Da mon, 

My M^. n. tov<< <>d» •(. drir : 
In the ihade <if t>» baoii, 
I KiuBiubcr Ibc hmi, 

She tevitdrd chnu vsvi iriih ■ u 



Htr namr «ill my hi 

WxhatifhtmiicD 
What C qacr Ihati^fat 
Aufl fnrpva hni deceit wil 
Yr frirndi gf m 



Bj uiaUi*t fnafied, 
-■ Hill my knn must n: 

.'mm yoo I Urpart, 
ThU hope to nay hrenil is toon a 

Oh? ooiiln UiEit ilunl wiUi a le 

IV iplendaur of won. 

Wluch Ibe thildnn of Vanity lei 
Nsfietianuf Fbidf 
Shall hlaion my name, 

AU I aak, all t viih, it a lenc. 



THB CHURCHWARDEyS" DINNER, 
( With oTigimil SptaUag. } 

You'd think ihry'd bcpu (uting foi tvo d*)i 

I'm lore I'miut giw ptr»iin. yei e'ea to a lina 
To >« bmr Ibcy atnff for the good of the nno. 
Nm. you uke Ihc chair, he'll attend lo ihc labl 

And 111 be the UeoanI lilliliDDer >■ u'er ; 
Oar Vkc b*i ranch tiitue, I'm ion that he'i al 

ing to carve for <he good of the poor. 

.] Now, genllemeD, with joi 






9 ihall ta 



Bn»i 



inv ihaaka for the 
ID only lav— I can only lay— 
I my tool rm •rerj mneb obliired to yuu. 
•el Snra'. bravo! Th.t'n what full a iW 
ftrrh and ■ uerrr one. Veil, thiil'i jult irhit I 
'UheA for in my fi^uor^ I lov« a drop of mmc- 
ling abort. I lay, Jack, when do you think the 
iBwr will came up 1 To-morrnw mortiing, pcr- 

ly deu Mr. FuUboy. youll get a crick in vou^ 
If jDu keitp flitting with your back 



Thuk'e. lir, it*! thi> only thing 1 h 


vo been frigbl- 


-edaffor.longUme. 'Tbei.,.ir 


I au> only lay 


thai ma are not a jolly fellow, or y 


.n would ^v^ 




nught, tir, u 


iff wn, tad *anu Knneihini to 


wet it. Then 


iMk ot for the wine i-but he^ eo 


m» the dinner. 


SUmce, geutkmen. for Nm, mMi 


.. Non what. 


«rt A-»»6A». Nim <he devil ! Tberc'i an ijzno- 


ranl dog to call grace the devil. 8 




for 




Oh! whata 


fine ^gb.. 8*. 


Jj»f nU op thai \n. air. and 


hoi>l me the 






fe^.tE^ri'.: 


iKire^ 


till il'. colder; 



m^ 



only lay thai it's a foul wine. Iiord ', 
u ■ merrv thauEhl. Yc«, and if you w 
bat ijemlJman baa got --'■-- ""■ 



lirre. No ; but hi me lell you. 

when Ihey Ulk about Sour, arc eoaiigb ID make 

no idea you wa> a baker. There'i u'l. Dipwell. 

the ullon-cliimdler, titling »uli nothing Won 




to you, • 
No. Doyou.iir? No. Why. then, rillellyt., 
hrciiuiH! they holh endeavour to mend Ibe imifar. ■ 
•landing, flit! well, 



all that they drink 'm far the gnod of the poor. • 
III ihf^ poor ou Ihrnrpet— Ihemiclveii o 



cherilY iwrmom in oulrageous cllltt^r, 
preaching, gel drunk for ihi- good of ih* 



that is eager to benefit both hi 
body elM^i aoul and hodv ;— ■ 
fliuchet from ■ iT-o-honn termi 
battle ; — a mm that wi 



M Ihroi^hi 



ilelw 



the church husia 

reiling from the hvd effiecta of ■ dr 

world but a biihop. It i> iitelcit louiy more, ge^ 
tlemen : ao here n the Rev. Dr. Gnipall, wiA 

lei three._Mr. Orinkawiiy, ur, yonSwA 



etseked a battle. Well, 



\ whu of thai ; [ is*,] 



Then I can only lay, that he u venr near • da 
Oh^ what B fine light, t 

O SAY NOT WOM IJi'S LOVE IS BOUC 

(Pocock.) 
Oh ' ny not vomiui'i lore i< bought 

Ob ' uy not wnman't bean it eaughl 

By eirry idle pleaiure. 
When «nl biT gciille Unora know! 



Thai like iho hne ibe rangM; 
Al &ckle fancy diangea : 



I 







r k«c nftH** bK a^^ Ma^ iil|i llnl . 
VWs M ibc BMP « ttj 4n( Im, 

Tin famal ^pa* «• iHB i 




Kow isNT IT A prrv. 

(C. Dibdin.) 



And love him, toa. liDcrtrly ; 
U* pl«jed ■ DMl lh»l woB my llMrt 

And vowed u love me denriji i 
Bni aual, contrnt ibe nill dEoy. 

Indeed if. .erjonrtW, 
And Im w «>•<! il.*' I "«" <^'J *. 
N„« im'i i. . pily r 
«T cnicl .uot 
will jce. ».ui Uunl, 



li*. riglil down ipile, job cmn I deny. 

loiI.edil'.YHJ pretty; 
And you nrny lnujli. bm I could oj. 

Nawlin'tit.|)itr< 

Ul.aCBIPTION OF CA3T-IR0S INVEN- 
TIOSS. 

Ai,^" jB«iJ(r«mijlolW*»Oni»-"— mo«U. 
HlsgeMti-ironhMgoiiUlheniKe. 

And «.™ .oy lliTne> now m.de "■'tout " . 
At I lire io Ihi* M»l-inm »ge- 

I mru lo wy loin^itiiM moo'" "■ 
Hne't aMuiroB MifHaa uid c^n%. 

Ctfiu-ticiort wlih eBrt-ifon b^nn*. 



»r tftm vluD !iL«*e cavt-iran t 
■J WUlebnu hu ^WD n<dir 
JevUtHlfl Ul4 dercT hi* hud 14 
« lu BOW ihall haw eicelltnt I 
tdi( CBtt'inn «4ji for the d. 



W* h»n fXraSf of 
Ohl Gutstde'i u nrh H > Je«. 

VriuHC wife kirLa Ufi ■ wniblc m, tit, 
Crin. pny, Mc. Pmmdfi, eu'l ysa 

Til, W. W. i- 
W* ban cu(-»va friiiitn ud p**^! 

C^-iCDU paten uid Tong*, &r. 
And we loDD ihall have eut-in« piMB, 

And tut-ina nuan-clodu* Eiclaai, nil 
Or •hnold taj nnKbiereqi jide 

WhIi ho dear hubbf '* h(«d lo *>lua, b^ 
Twill be CUT 10 hive ■ put tuade 

Of huotifiil cut-inu honii, vr. 

Tol. lol, U. *b 
So ;i«t » the [vhiao of lute. 

And. if wc may jadce bj tbeu might. 

We have plenty of cait-inu tuc*. 
Cut-iros buit-DoH we cut we. 

Bat thoald we e'er prove mch luf nttlltf^ 
A food Heory Uaae td refuio. 

TbcT mut itua out cait-iioi cwnn*. , 

Hay youi pliudiu lov effort* ailurf. 

My hean UR would bunt if yoa Ma, i" 
pray , my klad Ciiettds. don't tay nay, 
F« if I m not out of my latiioda. 



With Htcb feeltngs ai 



THE COBBLER SAID SO. 

(Uproa.) 
HtT Eosiip REpori is a ciuy old dame. 
It aliowc^i, now Dad ihen, by the cBa«i 

■y more. 'that dear Scandal, like food, i> ^ 

And Truth Uck'd awde to give crrdoim lo 1^ 
hen. tbpie't liiUe Waiairol, the tarpefllrr^ ■»■ 
Will tell yon tliange auiie*, andiw»'WU 



Then, thne'i Barbamua, Uie ahavnr, win . 

More lie* in a d«y than the d»¥> bI the p«; 
And. while he it icraninf the haiiriom yoM** 

Declare, il mutt all plain at go4prl appfUl 
But, shuuld jDU find out all he uy( ii > hnn, 

Nonuffet yout Mue by the noae to b« W "r 
Hurhatut" rUl (TV, wi'h a look rather gIniB. 

■■ ThJit tying; fellow the cobblei Hid •«•" 
Thm. the nulchot, the baker. Iha pOSM. « 
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Tct, when it's diteovercd such news is a lie. 

Jjid more axe found k&tdiing where others have 
Dfed so. 
To fet off vith credit, then comes the old cry. 

*" That prating fellow, the cobbler, said so." 

T*otlier day it fell oat that a weddfng took place 
f Por so said the gossips, and they must be 
right!) 
B cf ecJA sr»-and-eo. — when, oh ! terrible case. 
la seiren weeks afier, a oUM came to light ! 
B«t Troth, to show Scandal for once told a lie. 
Pxor'd the inde chanced to die, 'ere to church 
thcj were led so. 

agam it was said, with a stare and a why. 
That lying fellow, the cobbler, said so. " 



<« 



t» 



TO ANACREON. IN HEAVEN. 

(Ralph Tomlinson.) 

To Anacreon. in heaven, where he sat in full 
glee, 
A few sons of Harmony sent a petition. 
That he their inspirer and patron would be. 
Whm this answer arrived from the jolly old 
Grecian — 
" Voice, fiddle, and flute. 
" No longer be mute. 
** 111 lend ^ my name, and inspire ye to boot ; 
** And. besides. Ill instruct you. like me, to en- 
twine 
«* The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine." 

The news through Olympus immediately flew : 
When old Thunder pretended to give himself 



** If these mortals axe suffered their scheme to 
pozsoe 
" The devil a Koddess will sUy above stairs. 
" Haik 1 already they cry. 
" In transports of joy. 
" Away to the sons of Anacreon well fly. 
" And there, with good fellows. we'U learn to 

entwine 
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 

" The yeIlow-hair*d sod and his nine fusty maids 

" From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee ; 
" Idalia will boast but of tenantless shades. 
" And the biforked hill a mere desert will be : 
'* My thunder, no fear on't. 
" Shall soon do it's errand. 
" And. d— 'me. Ill swinge the ringleaders. I 

warrant; 
" in trim the young dogs, for thus daring to 

twine 
«• The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine." 

ApoOo rose up, and said. " Pr'ythee ne'er quar- 
rel. 

" Good king of the gods, with my votaries below : 

" Yoor thunder is useless :" — then, showing his 
lanxel. 

Cried. " Sic efritabUe Jvlmen, you know I 
" Then over each head 
" My laurel 111 spread. 

" So my sons from your crackers no mischief shall 
dread, 

** Whilst, snug in their dub-room they jovially 
twine 

" The myrtle of Venos with Bacchus's vine. 

Next. Memos ||0i up. with his risible phis. 

And swore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join^ 
•• The hJl tide of harmony still shall be his. 
** But the song, and the catch, and the laugh, 
■hall be mmfc. 

" Then, Jove, be not jealous 
«« Of these honest fellows." 



Cned Jove. " We relent, since the truth yon now 

tell us: 
" And swear, by old Styx, that they long shall en* 

twine 
*' The myrtle of Venus with Bacchn&'s vine." 

Ye sons of Anacreon, then, join hand-in-hand ; 

Preserve unanimity, friendship, and love . 
Tis yours to support what's so happily planned ; 
You've the sanction of gods, and the fiat of 
Jove, 

While thus wc agree. 
Our tozist let it be — 
" May our club flourish, happy, united, and free 
" And long may the Sons of Anacrron entwine 
" The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.'' 
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WE'LL GANG TO KIRK AWA'. 

My lad's a braw and bonny lad. 

Good-temper'd, kind, and free ; 
And, day and night, the bonny boy 

Is always wooing me : 
For, though they sav we shanna' wed. 

And make a niickle din. 
Still Jamie fondly whispers me, 

** Hoot I dinna' care a pin !" 

For we will gang to kirk, my love. 
Well gang to kirk awa'. 

My father's grown a crabbed man. 

And baits us with his tongue. 
My mither too, who joins with him. 

Forgets when she was young : 
But let them scold, and let them frown. 

And make a mickle din. 
Still Jamie fondly whispers me. 

*' Hoot! dinna' care a pin !" 

For we will gang to kirk. &c 

My eranny's kind, and takes our part 

Whene'er we arc not by. 
And Jamie's hopes are jou^d to mine. 

To pray she may not die : 
For, while we have » friend in her. 

We fear no mickle oin ; 
Still Jamie fondly whispers me. 

" Hoot! dinna care a pin !" 

For we will gang to kirk. ftc. 



ARISE ! 



AND BLOW THE TRUMPET 
FAME, TO MASONRY. 



Arise ! and blow the trumpet. Fame ! 
Free-masonry aloud proclaim 

To realms and worlds unknown : 
Tell them 'twas this great David's son. 
The wise, the matchless, Solomon. 

Prized far above liis throne. 

The solemn temple's cloud-capt towers. 
Th' aspiring domes are works of ours, . 

By us those piles were raised : 
Then bid mankind with songs advance. 
And through th' ethereal vast expanse 

Let Masonry be praised ! 

We help the poor in time of need. 
The naked clothe, the hungiy feed. 

'TIS our foundation-stone : 
While justice and benevolence. 
With fortitude and temperance. 

Adorn and grace the throne ! 



MR. LARRY O'GALLIGAN MAC FUSLE'S 

AMOURS. 

Air-" Padd^ O'Curroi.'' 

OCH. when I was a gossoon so merry and fi^sky. 
No smaller, do you see. than a laige wilsr-u)i( 




OH. MUSHL^M OP UIRTH. ^^H 

HV* I. ■■ H. dcH Mn. 8b*Uh M*hniwr, no, 
Un. Shdnh'UuFiHl*. t fflru, hnwraoTrnn 
■ftfC thinking of bring to mU!) >t id^ *»/ Imh 
u *loDC hen in the wjdE ourlil lagrij>*i liti > 
6ock dC nbcep, witbuut cren biddiog ft gond I'jr Br 

ian will be npcniing hrbn ynu h>ieuau'ign>M 
ackj 40 you will :*' but. flay vhal t could, ii «■ 
ill buthfi aod InHJi, far dit >br •aoald, and h- 
body fuuld >tap her ; » t jnt bri. liki • rMltt 

el*]', whetv ill her futhen, gnnilbtiirn. ud 
eroal-gnndblhen, lay benJie her. And ticn •■ 
I, Mr. Liny O'C ligu Uu F<uU. auoglr 



I 



. . , .. d her lh» blB . ,. 
And made hei believe tbai I fnidiful ^ivoutd unre. 

Till Judy Mu Gairon 

My heart wat overflow ingj 
And mtUei my soul till I feU deep in love. 

Spoken.] Oet, wh»t IrisLinanihsieveoi 
rrom (he Three United KinEdomi could Ihink nl 
lirin? nilhom it; fur all the worid ova it'i meat, 
dtiuk, wnbing, and loilging, and 

BolhrToo, ditheroD, he. 
8iU aoeet Kate M-Kuwliog, one Putiick'i moni- 

bother'd my bean vilh the leer tha( ihe gvi/e. 
I «• Btuik i' Ih mud, »ilh the abamiack ulom- 



m I lone'd to be maki g toy grave 

11 Mi« Hocnodogou, 

nd Killy O'Grogan. 

d[ them iwote '■ that they'd havr 

H'polly. kom Connaught, 



Spoken.] Och, grief, vhat a besuliFul bit of a 

no Hu kicked up in the caper of a minute '. Poor 

Polty. (he weot down like a bag nf tad, and Miu 

"■ UUKoght flew up like a load of «i™, *d .hf 

1 indtbea Paddy Mahony, »ha happened to 

Kale, who wu making up fail ngly month iota a 

LuoMy KTCotmic. he iiarti out, and he follawi 
it up witlt a plump oyer the mouth; audio, d'ye 
iw, hecaoie I would not appear all alone bv luy- 
lelf to be acting an idle part, I braudi«hed my 
little bit of a tprig, and tent them all fiying this 

BotheroOi ditheroo, &c. 



From DuDnyfaroak came Mrs. Flartey, my dc 

Till Sbelah Mahoney one dHy_I was find icg. 

Her heart I won eaty. 




d wiUj. 



lay hit lililr 



i her 



Bothcno, dilheno, k. 



WHERE IS ELLKN, KintAI, BBXCTf} 

(SkeSingoD.) 
Whebe ia Ellen, null bean^t 
Well she claimi a heart of dnij. 



rhou5h Ume should &de the rose af yotuh. 

The miad may still be vemal ; 
locreue of yean but slrengiheiu IHith, 



Bt the path, coudurt 



But Huse can nei^i 
Where, then 



BOW SWEET IN 1 



ia the woodlands, rith SeM haaalMt 
rill Echo, and lasle the &B(bM 



Per Daphne, tslT Dsp 
Assist me, diBste Din 
More wild than the ro. 



THE LOVER'S ROHANCB. 

(Dimond.) 



Hiobody 

While tever's 6re ransutied his bnln 

With burniug grasp, my hiud he 



And thus the wretch, in m 



1 
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Can Biaery tiea of blood diawrerT 
A euchre brother cmlUfor aid \ 
Hb/t Leva him not ; forgetful maid '. 

Ah! BO ahe heua him not — never! never! 

No! no! no! never!" 

Awm* vkh ma hia pale cheek iluahed. 

As hnaigr blooa retoming rushed , 

Xcv iaea illnmed hia (hiding eye ; 

It raHad— it kindled fearfully '. 

Hia tip coavnlaed with acorn, with pride, 

Aa mm tha maniac wildly cried : — 

" A faithleaa gmatdum, too, was mine, 
WhoaeUa young hearts at Maunmon'a shrine. 

And mocka the wretch's last endeavour : 
Shall Heaven forgive that caitiff slave? 
No t no ! its lightnings rend the knave, 

Ita thnndera aoond his doom for ever : 

Yes ! yes I for ever !" 

Again, to transient calm resigned. 
As Keaaon's beam just crossed the mind. 
The victim ceased to mourn his fate, 
Aad loat in love his dreams of hate ! 
Soft-atraling tears suffused his eyes, 
Aad thoa diacoursed his latest sighs : — 

" The maiu I loved — ah I bless her. Heaven ! 
Her broken vows are all forgiven ; 

Oe^air, like mine, be her lot never V* 
Cljraaante's name just once he spoke, 
Tli«a one deep sigh, — his heart-strings broke — 

Yea, lady, yea,— thev broke for ever ' 

Ves ! yea I for ever ! 



MOBY AARON; 

OR, THE HONEST JEW PEDLER. 

Air—" RorfAotoiMicFatf.'— (Bryant.) 

PllENDS, 111 tell you what is true, 
I'm n very knowing Jew \ 
As a pedfer 1 go. 
And I wander to and fro. 
With my box before my belly, 
I sells some goods, I tell ye, 
' I've f ot a little money, too, to stare on. 

Mith vetches, rings. 

And pretty things. 

Knives and scissors. 

Glass for quizzers, 

Mith pretty toys. 

For girls and poys. 

Spoken.] Ay, my friends! here are all the very 
fae gold brooches, with not a bit of brass nor cop- 
per in *em \ — here they are, better as new, and 
cheaper as dirt ! — Come, and puy ; I don't sell for 
ptofiu \ I only wants to get a good name, and den I 
can aii^ — 

Hey down, ho down, derry deny down, 
Vm. an honest Jew, called Moey Aaron. 

As throughout the week I roam, 
A great distance from my home, 
Mith my feet both wet and tired. 
Still ray goots they are admired. 
Till some naughty little poys. 
Who are out ot' good employs, 
Cr)- out tome Jew Moyeh, and folks stare on. 

Go, go away. 

To dem I say. 

It i« not right 

To raise my spite. 

For I'm a Jew, 

'TIS known to you. 

Spoken.] Yes, to be sure, it is known to every 
body, for my greatest pride is not to disgrace my 
tr0Ma j alwaya to carry my box full of my own goots, 
•ad ac rer to covet my neighboura' propertys ^— den 



I can always pass by Newgate mithoat taming aav 
head away from the Debtor's Door ; and 1 can loov 
a bum badey in the face mithout any fear, while 1 



amg— 



any 

Hey down, ho down, &c 

When my box I empty quite. 
Then I goes home at night. 
Takes my supper, goes to bed,. 
And so quiet rests my heaui ; 
Then, next mom I rise, I vow. 
For the bits of buckle yow. 
While my pretty wife, enchanted, I do stare on. 

I takes my tea. 

Then wite and me 

Each other meet 

Mith kisses sweet. 

Till she says. Mo, 

'Tis time to go. 

Spoken.] Yes, my vife always knows when it 
is time to go, and when it is propcrsh to come ; she 
is a nice woman, and has brought me a nice little 
family ; — for dere is Isaac, and Nebuchadnezzar, 
and Ezekiel, and Abraham, and Solomon, and 
Daniel, and Lipey, and David, and Absalom, and 
Noah, and Alek, and Benjamin, and Isaiah, and 
two or three dozens more that hav'n't been named 
yet ; and we expects five or six others by the eud of 
next year, for I'm a very industrious husbaud^ 
and every night I sings — 

Hey down, ho down, &c. 



»»»»^^*» 



THE ODD FELLOWS' MODEL 
Air—" The Jl/ocfeZ."— (TapseU.) 

A PARODY. 

An Odd Fellow's a fellow of whim and of sport« 
Though his heart to humanity oft pays iu cooit \ 
Expanded his mind, he feels as a man. 
Relief to the widow and orphan his ulan ! 

Where'er Fortune has | laced hini« 

No murmurs escape him ; 

Contentment his lot. 

E'en his foe is forgot, — 
Such joy does the Odd Fellow know. 

Who, daily toiling wearily. 

At night, sin^ng cheerily, 
Every blessing enjoys which Content can bestow. 

He never repines at the wealth of his neighbour. 
Just enough to suffice, the sweet fruit of hia la* 

hour; 
With the girl of hia heart blest, his bottle, ana 

friend. 
While health and good-humour his hours attend. 

To his Lodge with glee repairing. 

No cares his soul ensnaring ; 

But harmony presiding. 

The hour cheerful gliding. 
With friendship's sweet solace and mirth. 

Around him bliss bestowing. 

His cup of joy o'erilowing. 
He envies no lord or king on the earln. 

Come, brothers, then join in the wish of my 

heart. 
United and firm let us keep, — nor impart 
The secret to none but the worthy and wise. 
Who deserve on their honour, and highly it prise 

May our Lodees all flourish. 

Nor discord e er nourish ; 

But, unitf-d and firm, 

Ijet the detractor learn 
That Odd Fellows by Tirtne are moved ; 

To our country ever steadily. 

Her rights maintain we readily. 
And show Uiat by Faction we will ne'er b« Mbi 

doed! 
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CUPID IS A LITTLE DEVIL. 

(Cherry.) 

Come here, behold each female face. 

And, if your thoughts with mine agree, 
Vrom fifteeb years to fifty's space 
Here love in cv'ry eye youll see I 
Here Cupid keeps his constant revel. 
Yet Cupid is a little devil ! 

With a fal, lal, la, &e. 

Colour and shape, fair limbs and face. 
Sweetness and wit in all you'll find ; 
In motion, speech, in voice, in grace. 
All models here of woman-kind! 
'Tis Cupid keeps this pleasant revel. 
Yet Cupid is a little devil ! 

With a fal, lal, la, &c. 

If fat, her plenty feeds each heart. 

If lean, tis love that makes her so ; 
If straight, her form is Cupid's dart. 
But if she's beni, she's but his bow. 
Then share with us Love's constant revel. 
Though Cupid is a little devil ! 

With a ial, lal, la, &c. 



THE PLEASURES OF BRIGHTON. 

Air — " Nobody coming to marry me,** 

Here's fine Mrs. Hoggins, from Aldgate, 

Miss Dobson and Deputy Dump, 
Mr. Spriggins has left Norton Falgate, 
And so has Sir Christopher Crump. 
From Shoreditch, Whitechapel, and Wapping, 

Miss Potts, Mr. Grub, Mrs. Keats, 
In the waters of Brighton are popping. 
Or killing their time in its streets. 

And it's-O ! what will become of us? 

Dear ! the vapours and blue- 
Devils will seize upon some of us. 
If we have nothing to do. 

This here, ma'am, is Sally, my daughter. 

Whose shoulder has taken a start. 
And they tell me, a dip in salt water 

Will soon make it straight as a dart. 
Mr. Banter assured Mrs. MumjM, 

(But he's always a playing his fun,) 
That the camel that bathes with two humps. 

Very often comes out with but one. 

And it's O! what will become of usf &c. 

And here is my little boy, Jacky, 

Whose god-father gave me a hint. 
That by salt-water baths in a crack he 

Would cure his unfortunate squint. 
Mr. Yellowley's looking but poorly. 

It isn't the jaundice, I hope ; 
Would you recommend baihms ? — O, snrely. 

And let him take — plenty of soap. 

And it's O ! what will become of usT &c. 

Your children torment you to jog 'em 

On donkeys that stand in a row. 
But the more you belabour and fiog 'em. 

The more the cross creatures wo n't go. 
T'other day, ma'am, I thump'd and I cried. 

And my darling roar*d louder than me. 
But the beast wouldn't budge till the tide 

Had bedraggled me up to the knee I 

And it's O ! what will become of us? &c. 

We have pored on the sea till we are weary. 

And lounged up and down on the shore. 
Till we find all its gaiety dreary. 

And taking our pleasure's a oore. 
rhere's nothmg so charming as Brighton, 

We cry as we're scampering down. 
Silt we look with still greater delight on 

The day that we go back to town. 

For it's O' what will become of m? &c. 



PADDY O'LEARY AND MISS JUDY 
M'SNIFTER. 

(Lawler.) 

Adown a dark alley I courted a maid. 

Miss Judy M' Snifter, who wash'd for a trade, 

Och Cupid led me a figaxy ; 
Her toes they tum*d m, and her back it grew out. 
And her eyes look'd so melting across her long 
snout. 
They bother'd poor Paddy O'Leary. 

Mr. Leary, Paddy Lieary, Och fillililliloo^ 
fol de rol de rol. 

Miss Judy M< Snifter was bandy, 'tis true. 

Her mouth very wide, and her nose rather blue. 

She put me m such a quandary ; 
Says she, * I could love youthe whole of my life. 
But they say that in Ireland you've left your old 
wife, 
* Don't believe it,' said Paddy O'Leary. 

Mr. Leary, &c. 

So a bargain we made soon at church to say grace. 
Which I seal'd with a kiss on her sweet yellow face. 

Bat I soon did repent my figary; 
When we had been married a year and a day. 
With a dirty coal-heaver my wife run away, 

' Devil speed you,' said Paddy O'Leary. 

Mr. Leary, &c. 

Crim. Con. we all know, is the rage in this town. 
So for damages I thought to make him come down. 

But the law it was devilish contrary ; 
For all that they gave — when much blamey'd been 

said. 
For planting a pair of big horns on my head. 
Was five shillings to Paddy O'Leary. 

Mr. Leary, &c. 



LOVE HAS EYES. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

Love's blind, they say, 
O never, nay, 

Can words love's grace impart ? 
The fancy weak. 
The tongue may speak. 
But eyes alone the heart. 
In one soft look what language lies ! 
O, yes, believe me. Love has ejret. 

Love's winged, they ay, 
O, never I 

On pinions love to soar ; 
Deceivers rove. 
But never Love — 
Attached, he roves no more. 
Can he have wings who never flies ? 
And yet, believe me. Love has eyes. 



THE BEAUTIFUL MAID OF SEVENTY. 



Air — '* BiiUinamonahora," 

Ye lovers, behold a poor maiden foriom. 
But as pretty a creature as ever was bom ; 
My nose it is flat, and my eyes they are sunk. 
And they goggle about just as if they were drunk 

My cheeks, like a turnip, are fair, O ! 

Like carrots my beautiful hair, O ! 

My charms make the eentlemen stare, O ! 

And they call me the beautiful maid. 

My Ic^ they are bent, but I dance yr'ith a gnre. 
And the hump on my back adds a charm to my face ; 
Though dimples I've none, I have wrinkles a score. 
And I'm sure you ne'er saw such a beauty before. 

But pray what's beauty, alas, O ! 

With the beaux now-a-days 'tis a farce, O ! 

For lovers all look for the brass, O ! 

And they slight the poor beautiful maid« 



I b><r* UtM Di lb* vniid itboai t 
And 1 i>r.i,*j«T Bichi h>lf-i>p 
I'M I fr.i ':iial, ■!»■ Ikecll bn •onn no emp"! 

Inns the temUe da«D, «ir, o( Iniliiig of ipH. 
It BUkd OM look iroDdcrful hlur, air, 
Plmllj doa'l 'know «hii to do, tit. 
I&MM pmpict I hope ihnF'i in Hi'W, >it, 
Hb muTj lbs hrutiful maid. 
iJL iratkawn. suitIt yoai hrnru ura (II luine, 
fa 



■ iMfc vith cOQlrnipt D 
^H be Uiw] lo th« gnc 
nOk, »nil*nfB. what 
t 1^ o^k I -iU h.ng i: 



d my mill. 






Rivr: 



ABd-illMI ^ 

Tb*n ■pnnfe* in pt^^n 
Ttimfh jnni fai-iru i 



lltliilKilliUi-rlhri 



I up for coming here— Oh, Cupuin, 
g¥.t mihore. — Hold your tongue, you lf>oliih oJd 

•up* into the bokl. niB'.in.— Th.nkee, yoiing 
luia.—Did you nre thr Capuin u? ihiBg lor me, 
in.'»m!— For jon, indeed, nol-Vy then your 
b»r«iy leg> m»y mU in u tbey can.— WhM do 
you mean liy that, you impenint fel'erl O deal, 

l-H, killed— ietiniislV hon— I've brokr Broke" 

what hare you broke f— The bisndj-boltle in my 



•«jo^rht. 



er a i-harm in rich I 
■mvnoVeniKcant 
in 'II marry Ibe beau 



THB ROVER 8TKAM-PACKET. 
(D. W. JenoldO 

■■•iiont and rank* will tf;ti*— 

> Dover the gentry in mummfT repair, 

.. -ja-an'i » ehanninfi, the proapecl » grand, 
So amtl, to beauiroui, and gni '. 
WliM blockhead) an ihoM who Wj < n the land, 
Whpa Ihua Ibey might drive cai« away. 
SrOKKH.] How very plrauiil it li to uil in a 

^ 11 •.--|l,„p',„„f-,,„)l,w«kir.»™..-. 



rb>i 



louldbove kiTrt Ihanide uppermoirt — There, 
. ii'i overboard — dear, 1 hope it aim mj 
■illy husband.- No, ma-am. if* only the anchor. 
—Oh, mv love, I'm bruivd- 1 <ri>h I h«l a few 
dropi. — brapt! 1 think vou've had a drop mo 
much, ma'am, by your Jnniing iolo the boat — 
Daneing, you inwudi-nt leller !— Yea, reef^n^ ibtd 
it. — La, papa, what ia them ere white thing! <>*_ 
the beach '—they are covi-rcd like the fUU IhM 

they afi covered to prevent the atiimalft b4>ing »(■ 
by the fair.— Shove off the boat_Stop. Mr. 
Captain, iheie'a my vifn'a night-cap in your brd, 

ere we go. — Hullo! boat there— heie'a a pappy 
elonpng to thai kiddy is (he collar.— Oh, ibraW 
ie lailhlul animal overboard ; hell >wim (a on. 
-Yet, birdi of a feather, ihcy (ay — but you haat ■ 
aid for that do^i paHage. — What' pay fatj 



here pleainrc peeidn and gaiely reigiu, 
For here iwarmi each gay dathing rovrr i 
Your fate i> full happy if fate once ordaina 
'iiil U old famuui Dover. 



ner in a tong pmwe. — Ko, for yaii've 
*d your dinner in a long p>.<K«e.— Well, 

•HI we had reached the place AmcAaI the 

». air— what do yon mean by (hal! I think 
r hrfiflgirig up inch aubjecta afore company, 
' ■ ■ ma, iheiT\ 




, _ '.t heard of nirh • 



Or plighted faiib (O truly kept, 

or all love dictate, tell ; 
OF mtleu llwught that never ilept. 

The riling fluih, ihi- [requr>nt tear. 
The Sn^h ot hope, the rhilling feait 

Bir-d kind fancy', wmg. 

Where future hour* in transport n> 
And love'i reward, ihall bring. 



Air—" Jtfy l4W iitilnanJrrd Bam." 
Ht wile .he i. a wonder quite. 

Which yon will plainly Me ; 
Her name .1 lenpfi I ea««K write. 

BnlcallherMn.G, 
Olhen may be very good. 

But thi. 'twill you and me. 
Few name, have ever fairer .loM 

Than that of Mn. O. 
Great poet* they may write a hei>k> 

And .If'i. Oliim in.y b> • OM^. 
B<it 10 cui Mn. \i. 



Mi 



UNITERDAL SONGSTIiRi OB. HUSSL'M UF MIRTH. 
BiDU (lir (onus ibiry uy, jout piuuib puddinp 1 and alitiniifh I'm oaIt 



But sLould L« ever i-amE Ibit vty 

But ihEi IDUH boili iry ui 
»"» ihfy IwBi M- " 



iKlly lunir. 



Jfw^I^ 


h' voido ii <my t 


When w. 
But I'd uk 


TXC.V.. 


It U»y\ 


e licard Mn. G. 


Somionto 




Vou may 




Bui ibOK . 


bo'd wi.b 10 hou 


Should c 


11 ou Mr.. G. 


Ti. line ihU A-ftm once m.d 


To preit 
And TAm. 




U ChM CUD lull > 


Andwc 


•oMn. G. 


Kalri. ma) 


uKikc !inf dnooin 




AaiNMt 


CBBf c prttls wtll 


But nut 


kc M«. g: 


No duubl y 


<>uiH»..Afr<ruti 


And mi> 


h you think of n 


Bui l«t >i 


nte your wonder 




« i/m™. G. 



CLUSKTUINB EY£S AND SLEEP SECURE. 

(Xln( Chirlei I.) 



H* that guuOi t. 

Kanr •luBiben— never •!«:] 

Hki only peace — ha) only rr 

The DUiic and the minh of 

An out of tune, unleia ah« 

Then cIom thina ey« iu poau and 



THE 1IUMOCRS OP LONDON. 

Air—" !!'*«■»/* CWBH."—iBryMU-f 

Oh! liouduu ahall be the eiaiul Ihcnic it my itor 

Tit ihaie we ctoenivu jou wiili iniiliog dclijl: 

And while tb> gay buun u panliiig in gioij, 

Pun, (Dn, i* the meilo, by day aud by night : 
Porapree, run. and jotlily alKiiyi agog, lin, 

0<KHJ hiuuour glvea life to the generous uul, 
And while uacaDHnied tfaruu^ Uii> city we je 



Warn 



r;!J 



!n the bcul (rom (be aparkling bowt 



.jhap l-i, 

— {ilei, fit* ! Cune ilie fulla'a, I wit 
nn in liii Ibcnal. ami ibria the hills* 
the moRifieatian of [Miwaini hi» 

.So ihit ia the way we can lanvh and ba merry. 
Wbili: ain^og the huinoun of (ay Lttadott tewo. 
'bco for ladiea to cbany. to wiliy. and prelly. 
Ob, where can you fiiul ibem lo huulMne at 

Lnd if you levc eattog. pray ojine 14 the ctty^ 

For ih'tt ii a world of the T«nr hen chew : 
'or tong. toati. aad Uughlsr. tbej'ie a&iuHit una 
read)-, 

lome will drLnl jou four botUct, ami yel will *t 
•ifHd), 



I'lO a poor f>ody a 



a calfthRiti 
of head, 
It of Ihil 



t thank ymi, lim- 



Bleu niiT, nyi the Deputy, 
perl.. No. D.', laya the c 
aoD, farituAerhaHip. Hi 
denakor, that't a ii>ely 



help Hi. 

reeo, Mr. l>^i«J 1 
old Lord Mefort 

rr, I bejf y-mr pw 



puiKh, Ald»miaa Sinugface! Why, I llli 
■ell, Duly il'a apt lo make a judy uf mi 
Aldcrnun, you're tiptt '. No, no, you are wrong : 
I am not llpay, bni I'm blind drunk ; bui for ail 
(hat I'm glail (o tae you. I did lliiok of douhlini; 
you, but I eouldn't da it for the life of me, lot you 
Ivokaowell, and you paw to (at, thai ynu are 
twica the man you vat when ynu wen u thin a* 
a whipping<pomi. Hollol 1 bag your parduD for 
■hnviiui againal yon, but — but who am youT I'm 
Booal-hMVer, and if von above againtl idp, d— me, 
111 eat you. Bravar tayt an Iritbman, ibar man'a 
a fouil Judne of hnnedew i <oii( he oat* the Alder- 
nan. hit'U hava meat and drink bolb linether. I 
think you had bett^ir go alongt aap uif ftttBci' 
keepFT. Piei, pie*, pia all hot I aaya the pi 
Don't make aucL .i-i — ..■_ 



[. ill aayt ibi 

men nuiy k aiive lar the cuod of tht 
Whuae tor rbampaigneT laya the auyeaa. 
^ tayt She/iff itcduoae ; for weVe TTmriiT 
proleation. No. I am noi, taya Hi. Phj- 
ta bece'a ten to one agunat yoa, taft tb* 
arden, for Ibe p&r»a it lakinf hia liiha 
lat bottle. Move a fowl or a gooee llua 
It the buUbu, for [ like l^ir play. Ay«i 
_ 1 the vintner, tor bird* of a leather will 
Oocli UHCtber -, and Ihcni'i Ihe ponltrrcr anrmnd- 
ed by all the jeete. Have tlw kindoan to h«b 
me, lava the linEei. Will 500 take oootr, dt. 
Gooie . no, lir; do you mean tn intuit an atior. 
sir? No, d-me. if III take guoK. You it* 

Drop it, taya the tailor, lake a wing, aB4 waA 
your foul mouthl with ■ glut nf tbeny. 

And Ihii it Ihe vay we can langh a»4 be 

The ninih of Novemlier now cnmea in a but;, 

Hiu Haiobie will grumble, and dreii in a iuaj, 
Bkbubc alw would go, ami manuDa abe wm 

Thue't jotiling, iqueeting, and leuing b« haai^ 
Taketareoiyoutpockelai pray pickupny ■igi 
Bete I'm all abine. for the whole of my paXf 

SpoIch.] Sir. will you have the foadneat H 
take you( hand out of my pocket, fni fear h ahoaU 
din VDUT fiUEen ! Ah. Alderman, haw do yon ta) 
and how ia Sir Tunbclly Boniidabout ■ Bleat T** ' 
heart, he'a quite tallen awvy | I don't auypoaa ba 

dw man, uyi Mrt. Si^cU, '•hal* ^i» h^ tksaU 
leie any thing -, he'i inch a dear bawituiinf leUe* 
for eating tuitle. Aye, ao be it. aayi Unaq> 
Grumpy. Gh. 'tun honour, aayt Lawyer ^-''■■'f 
there he u. Who it he, lur 1 layt Luhio tolibn 
Ue'i a mcmher ol parliamcnL Ha, ha.ba! a 



« cry 01 



tue, aaya t 

an. and 1 I 






him, taya the Giavedignr ; 
HavoF. Out aw. ma^T %l 



■which a the Loid Major? ThU^ 
, =_ . 1..,, eoacb. LoU( UftH 



tbt Ud; 
Dome. aBdl'B 
my X«Mj. atti 
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•e npect to nect a great many relations there. 
Ob, there's no fear of that, says the Frenchman ; 
IM iad Neddies enough when you go to hall de 
iisce in roa assemble AI^;ltce ; but you look at 
it Fkeochman danos and sing, him charm de ladie 
•sd frighten de men. Dance and sing ! — Why, 
d-Hse, says the sailor, if that isn't enough to 
bighten anybody ; but come along, there's the 
■n in armour going to the ball — the fat alderman 
■ (Mogto dance a minuet — the blind durhoss has 
nsw to have a peep — the Spanish ambassador has 
nae to cut capers with the city potentates — the 
fnae mioister is drinking old port and prime 
Aeny with Mr. Smash, the tripe-merchant. Thus 
^ batcher moves his marrow-hones — the tailor 
duces till he has a stitch in the side — the shoe- 
Mker sticks to it like wax — the carpenter ham- 
am sway, and the undertaker swears he's buried 
aliw— 

)p tbs is the way we cam laugh and be merry, &c. 



DEAR NANCY, ADIEU. 

■FUELED were the sails, bearing William afar 
Flrom the shore where his Nancy had lingered in 



Vkile the tears for the fate of her generous tar 
Fnm her bosom escaped, as she cried, love, 
adien! 

bdeaied to the spot by sweet Sympathy's tie. 
Where last her food William had vowed to be 



O'er the oeeaa's expanse she would range with her 
♦ye. 
As the waves gently murmured, — dear Nancy, 



Une years have elapsed, and the beach Nancy 
soeght. 
Is a vessel appeared, with her streamers dis- 
played; 
Tn By love, she exclaimed, but sad tidings were 

bfOl^t, 

Which struck with despair the affectionate 



'who can describe her keen pangs when she 
fbond 
Tbat her tar, to his country and king ever 



l*d CsUen, alas ! but by victory crowned, 
Wbile the crew, wrapped m grief, sighed — 
•« Brave WiUiam, adieu!" 

^ portrait from Nancy, which hung from his 
■ed^ 
Ts his le M n is t i ■ he gave, with a heart-rending 

'■ts, raising himself on the blood-streaming 



. ^^ sofmees ineffable beamed from his eye, 
^ *idi he expressed, that his true love might 

have 
Imil t"*^ ^^ received of affection so true ; 
''^m he embraced it, then sunk to hin pave, 
^sd his last falt'ring accenu breathed, '< Nancy, 

adieu!" 



^^^■^^^^^ 



IT WAS A LORDLING'S DAUGHTER. 

(Shakspeare.) 

**•» a lordling's daughter, the fairest one of 
^^ three, 

ZWiked of her master as well as well might be, 
"" *0luBg on an Englishman, the fairest eye could 

^^■Bp feUatMinii ^ 



Long was the combat doubtful, that love with love 

did fight. 
To leave the master loveless, or kill the gallant 

knight ! 
To put in practice either, alas ! it was a spite 
Unto the silly damsel 

But one must be refused, — more mickle wtfc» the 

pain. 
That nothing could be used to turn them both to 

gain; 
For, o. the two, the trusty knight was wounded 

with disdain! 
Alas ! she could not help it. 

Thus Art, with Anns contending, was victor of the 

day. 
Which, by a gift of learning, did bear the maid 

away ; 
Then, lullaby, the learned man has got the lady 

gay! 
For now my song is ended. 



THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE. 
(W. J. Mickle.) 

And are ye sure the news is true? 

And are ye sure he's weel ? 
Is this a rime to think o' wark ? 

Make haste, lay by your wheel. 
Is this a time to think o' wark. 

When Colin's at the door? 
Gie me my cloak, I'll to the quay. 

And see him come ashore. 

For there's nac luck about the hoosOf 
There's nae luck at a' ; 
There's little pleasure in the house 
When our gudeman's awa. 

O gie roe down my bigonet. 

My bishop's satin gown. 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Colin's come to town. 
My Sunday's shooii they maungae on. 

My hose o'pearl blue. 
It's a' to please my ain gudeman. 

For he s baith leal and true. 
For there's nae luck about the house, &c« 

Rise up and mak a clean fire-side. 

Put on the muckle pot ; 
Grie little Kate her cotton gown. 

And Jock his Sunday's coat : 
And mak their shoon as black as slaes. 

Their hose as while as snaw ; 
It's a' to please my ain gudeman. 

For he's been lang awa. 
For there's nae luck about the house. &c« 

There are twa hens upon the bauk. 

They've fed this month and mair; 
Mak haste, and thraw their necks about. 

That Colin wcrl may fare : 
And spread the table neat and clean. 

Gar ilka thing; look braw ; 
Its a' for love of my gudeman. 

For he's been lanp awa. 
For there's nae luck about the house, &c. 

Sac true his heart, sae smooth his speech. 

His breath like caller air ; 
His very foot has music in't 

When he comes up the stair. 
And will I see his face again ? 

And will I hear him speak? 
I'm downright dir.zy wi' the thought. 

In troth, I'm like to greet. 
For there's nac luck about taehousOj tew 



CSIVERSAL SO>-GSTKIti OR, SlL'SBliM OF MI: 



The caald hluu o'thi wiolcr wind, 

lint Uiiri'd thro' mj he»n, 
They'R a' blivn by. I h« him nit, 

TilUeslhwr'Une-rrpirf. 
But what iiuti parting in mj hoadT 

The pRKM momoDi'u out ain. 
Th»D<:iitwrD»er»w. 

Sians Calio'i wee!, I'm weel content. 




There we™ thr™ ™>lt Id Colnhmok, 
And they fell out wilh »iti cook. 
And all wat for a podding he lonk. 
Ami from Ihe cook of (.'olnbfook. 

Then wuswaih cook, and lUih cook. 
And thou'cl e roguB a ad knavE cook. 
And all wai for a piiddinr he look. 
And frooi tho cook of Colnbmok. 
They M fell upon our cook, 
And munihlH him u that he did look 
A> black u the pudding which he look. 



RATIOVAL VAyiTY. 
<Diljrtin.) 
Man. nont forked Dniuinl, why an lliou vnin 

or thy [orro lliBl «. niatchlcH >he D^ily owns. 

Where beauty, pmportian, and symmetry rci^. 

Adding graca to distinctioQ, aixd aplendoiir t 

iniile, by folly and ^hioo, rliii fonn ao di 
li abninl. till all figure* fawaaiie it wean. 
Men, the Dei^'i image, tnm monkeya am 



Art vain of (hy mind ! «liU the Drily then : 
When viitiiea angelic their naturea impreu, 

Pale Anguish to ctiuM, imooih the btow of De 
•pair. 
And, wiih Charity • hand, dry tho tear oE Dii 

neSeeaee bent. 



While Phllaathropy givo diMppointoinni to gain, 
Man, poor reilloH animal 1 why art Ihoo vain 1 
Tak* the mljanal mean. If thou'rt proad of ihy 
Lot health, giren by temperance, glow in Ihy 
telSlmpiipity'aband. aa it dccki evtry charm. 



Then, lo Iranper thy mind, neiUii 

Nor with lonltdnui grovel, 



Tbua, in form and in heart, ahall the Dni 
Thna, reiMD thall teach, and tboa man ahall I 



NONE SHALL BE MARRIED BEFOEBIU 
Air—" Umilet."— (Wellitm^^^^ 



And alil] I remain but a lau j ^H 
I Uemble with envy and apleen, ^H 

I tremble to look in the glaai. ^H 
'an my teara trickle down, ^^^ 

And >low beat, my cad beait; 
I'm with sorrow oppretaed. 


ForM 


d with anguiih I tmait. 






She'd a lov 

And the 

With rage Tm 1 

No plca>un de: 

ForJc 


nng, and I'm sure not » kind 
..-Ih.tgirIiiaod», 

nanmuslbeootuf hilnmid. 

ewilderrd, 

th soger 1 bum ; 

ghts, ^ 


Oh, Cpid 
If he'i ban 

AodMO 


have pi'j 1 pray. 
me a youth I can love} 
dwme. I ne'er ahall aay say 
n.t.oI III be aathe d<>v». 



nirftal 



Tokee, 



WHY— WHAT CAN A POOR MAIDEN DO 

(Beaaley.l 
Were il not for tlieae men, we ahould na'o dl 

But. aU> ! when, with (igbs, ib'ej itmaat brt > 



Why- 



While 



ebyvDur 
I be denie 



hell b> tne 1 



While Ihev gum thers'a a heart pleading daiii-^ 

lis in vain that onr lipasa* them nay: 
Dot, a1a>! if Ihey once are JctermiDed n aiil — 



ENCOURAGE THE GROWTH OF THBVP* 
Ai.^" r*e fiiaefaU /«fa."— <T. Evaiu.) 
8')"Kcryupyou 



a 
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itat Miely ihera'i nodiing exceeds 

Hie pleasuce that flow from the glase. 
Where tt circaletes merrily round, 

IGorth, vU, and good homour preside, 
Man's ever mon sociable found 

With a bottle and friend by his side. 
Here's success to the sparkling bowl. 

The hamper of excellent wine ; 
If ay all men, from hence to the Pole, 
Kacoaiage the growth of the Tine. 

Old gendemen tell us it's wrong 

T* indulge in the juice of the grape, 
80 we, by the aid of a song, 

liCt the fumes of the bottle escape. 
Then fill up each glass to the brim, 

Endearoor to honour the host *, 
And, if I*ve permission from him, 

ITl give you these words for a toast- 
Hero's success to the sparkling bowl, &c. 



THEN A HUNTING WE WILL GO. 

Thc duskf night rides down the sky. 

And ushers in the morn. 
The hounds all join in jovial cxy. 

The huntsman winds his horn. 

Then a hunting, &c. 

The wife around her husband throws 

Her arms to make him sta^ : 
My dear, it rains, it hails, it snows, 

I ou cannot hunt to-day. 

But a hunting, &c. 

Away they fly, to 'scape the rout. 
Their steedi they soundly switch. 

Some are thrown m, and some thrown out. 
And some thrown in a ditch. 

Yet a hunting, &c. 

Sly renard now like light'ning flies. 

And sweeps across uie vale ; 
But when the hounds too near him spies 

He drops his bushy tail. 

Then a hunting, &c. 

Cer the wild heath, and o'er each plain. 

He winds his artful way ; 
Bat yet his cunning is in vain. 

He dies ! he dies ! huzza ! 

When a hunting, &c. 

At night, returning, we rejoice. 

With mirth and true delight : 
We then, with bumpers, raise the voice. 

And pass with joy the night. 

Then a drinking, &c. 



ANXIETY FOR THEE, LOVE. 
(C. Westmacott.) 

Anxiety for thee, love. 

Has marked my brow with care. 
The heart once blithe and free, love. 

Lives a victim to despair ; 
Thc pulse a lauiKOur feeling. 

The eye berefi of fire, 
OVr all the senses stealing 

One fatal fond dexire ; 
Though Fate our persons sever, 

One bright blest thought can free 
My heart from sorrow, ever 

Assured I'm loved by thee. 

Oh, 'tis thy angel-form, love, 

Can all my woes dispel, 
Tbv smiles can warm my bosom, love. 

Thy frown — my oassing knell ; 
Fale Frenzy quits his seat, love. 

At the music of thy voice. 



And Hope, illusive cheat, love. 
Bids lovers' hearts rejoice. 

Though Fate our persons sever, &c 



LIFE'S WEATHER-GAGE. 

(Dibdin.) 

I'M for Tom Tiller's golden maxim. 

Who studies life in every sUge, 
Hell tell you plainly, if you ax him. 

Content's this life's best weather-«.age* 
I own Tom had but little learning, 

Snch as your flats pick up at school. 
Yet is he cunning and discerning. 

And, though no conjuror, Tom's no fooL 

" A tar cries Tom 's to peace a stranger, 

" 'Fore Fortune's tempest cuts ami d lives, 
" No single moment free from danger," 

And so does every man that livei ; 
In toil and peril he his part takes. 

Stands fire, and hurricane, and shot ; 
He has his qualms, his head-aches, heart-aches. 

And Where's the lubber that has not ? 

The gold he gets does good to others. 

Though he at random lets it fly ; 
For, as mankind are all his brothers. 

He keeps it in the family. 
Hair-breadth escapes each hour he weathers. 

No moment can he call his own ; 
And thus are men put to their tethers. 

Up from the cottage to the throne. 

The thins is this, in every station 

We're born for pleasure and for trouble. 
And, if you strike to each vexation. 

Good Hope's true cape you'll never double ; 
But take the good and evil cheerly. 

And sum up creditor and debtor — 
If in this world they use you qncerly. 

Be honest, and youll find a better. 



^■^^^■^■^^^ 



LET THE WAITER BRING CLEAN 
GLASSES. 

Let the waiter bring clean glasses. 
With a fresh supply of wme. 

For I see by all your faces 
In my wishes you will join. 

It is not the charms of beauty 
Which I purpose to exclaim. 

We awhile will leave that duty 
For a more prevailing theme. 

To the health I'm now proposing 
Let's have one full glass at least. 

No one here can think 't imposing — 
'Tis the founder of the feast. 



THE GONDOLIERS' SONG. 

Soon as the busy day is o'er. 

And evening comes, with pleasant shade. 
We Gondoliers, from shore to shore. 

Merrily ply our jovial trade ; 
And, while the moon shines on the stream. 

And while soft music breathes around. 
The feathering oars return thc gleam. 

And dips in concert to the sound. 

Down by some convent's mould 'ring walls^ 
Oft we bear the enamoured youth. 

Softly th5 watchful fair he calls. 
Who whispers vows of love and trutn. 

And while the moon, hat* 

Oft where the proud Rialto swells. 
With happier pairs we circle round. 
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Whose secret sighs fond Echo tells. 
Whose mnnnored vows she bids resound. 

And while the moon, &c. 

Then joys the youth that love concealed. 
And fearful love must own its sighs ; 

rhen smiles the maid to hesr revealed 
How more than ever she complies. 

And while the moon, &c. 



love: THOU DEAR DECEIVER. 

(Croly.) 

Love ! thou dear deceiver. 

Here, at length, we part ; 
From this moment, never 

Shalt thou wring my heart. 
Yet this tear-drop stealing. 

Yet this throb of pain. 
Tell me, past concealing, 

Tm thy slave again. 

Listening saints befriend me^ 

Love r my peace restore. 
Pride ! thy spirit lend me. 

All will soon be o'er. 



THE WONDERFUL MAN. 
(Upton.) 

O, WHAT is Munchausen to me? 

Ill tell you the wonders I've seen 
In the air, on the earth, and the sea. 

Where no other mortal has been : 
I once saw an elephant's trunk 

Knock down both the chapel and steeple ! 
I verily thought I should have sunk. 

For It killed both the parson and people! 

Wonderful*, wonderful! O! 

The next was a young alligator, 

I think about twenty weeks old. 
Caught hold of a Dutchman, a skater. 

And into the sea with him roll'd ! 
fiut ere they had been in a minute, 

A wave threw them up» like a spark ; 
And then, as if magic was in it. 

Were both snapt in two by a shark ! 

Wonderful! wonderful* 0! 

The next thing was two salamanders. 

That somehow flew out of the hre, 
At the house of a German, in Flanders, 

Or else set me down for a liar. 
Then, while he was stuffing each swallow. 

And treating them both very civil, 
1 saw them seize hold of his collar. 

And carry him off to the Devil I 

Singing, wonderful! wonderful! O! 



Then I saw, in the month of December, 

The ghost of a giant arise ! 
His legs were like rocks, I remember. 

And his body rear'd up to the skies! 
The pigs in his belly were scratching! 

The adders crept under his coat! 
rhe fowls in his pockets were hatching! 

And the bullocks all jump'd down his throat! 
O, what a wonderful man ! 



The signal of distress he heart. 
And to the foundering vessel steers. 
He loudly hails the exhausted crew. 
Who, cheered by him, their toils reiK»w, 
And bless the pilot, come to save. 
Or perish in the briny wave. 

They work the pump with double force. 
He calmly points the helmsman's course. 
His steady orders all obey. 
And now the vessel on her way. 
Pursues the pilot, bent to save. 
Or perish in the briny wave. 

With anxious care her course they keep. 
She stmegling rides the angry deep ; 
In smoother water soon she sails. 
The crew huzza, then warmly hails 
The hardy pilot, bent to save. 
Or perish in the briny wave. 



THE PILOT. 

When Sghtnings pierce the pitchy sky. 
And o'er the ocean *s bosom fly. 
While roaring waves each other whelm. 
The hardy pilot takes the helm. 
Jie puu to sea, resolved to save. 
Or perish in the briny wave. 



THE JOLLY COBBLER. 

In a shop of my own once. I'd very pretty call. 

And my trade was a jolly shoemaker ; 
Though I m now but a cobbler, and glad to ke<'p 

a stall 
Here, under the shop of a baker. 

His quartern loaif is light — 

His peck loaf's short of weight; 

Mixing alum with his flour 

Makes his rolls so cursed sour ; 

Of all this I made a song. 

And as good folks passed along : 
To warn them so merrily I'd quaver — 

The baker's wife being vext. 

Swore I must change my text. 
Or repent of my monstrous bad behaviour. 

My fine song for to mar it. 

She bought a squalling parrot. 
And on bulk o'er my head needs must mount 
her — 

I taught pretty poll to cry. 

To the jury passing by- 
Whew! whew! (whistles) 
under the counter. 



the light bread is 



Last night, at John O'Grott's, when he froth'd up 

my ale, 
I taught him how his draught might be quicker ; 
Says I, fill your pots, as I warrant you'll not fail 
To sell a double quantity of liquor. 

To compass humming beer 

That does my body cheer, 

I touch my neighbour's cole. 

By leathering ot his sole ; 

Kach side of me they sit. 

Whilst I, in giggish fit. 
Crack high jokes, or sing. The Vicar and 
Moses — 

I with hammer make a rout ; 

Thus I draw my elbows out. 
And by accident douce both their nose*- 

Tneir pardon then I beg. 

Thus whip up a leg *, 
At a cobbler's running trade who can match me T 

A customer's old shoe 

I take, as I now do. 
And try if hopping after can catch me. 



LIE STILL, POOR HEART, I PRAY YOU, 

NOW. 

Dibdin.) 

When Winifred's gone far away, 

Hur's peevish and hur p uts 
Long, very long, the live long day« 

Afid then hur ckmrs and clouaj 
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fSoeby lock you, hur can't tell how ; 
And M hur vents and heaves hur sighs^ 
8olth- to hur poor heart hur cnes, — 
Ue itiu, poor heart, I prsy you, now. 

But when hur skips amon^ hnr coats. 
And Shenkin heaxshur voice's notes. 
Sweet Toice ! on which so much hurdoats, 

Agjun hur feels hur can't tell how. 
The fluttering fool within her breast 
Is joyful, gay, and also blest. 
And vain hur cries to make it rest, — 

Ide stiU, poor heart, I pray you, now. 

TH strax^, and it is also odd. 
And 'tis, moreover, sad. 
That Cupid's such a devilish god 
To drive poor lovers mad ; 

With grief to feel hur can't tell how, 
Tis melancholies, and 'tis smart. 
And fain hur whispers to hur heart,— 

Liie still, poor heart, I pray you, now. 

But soon this urchin and this boy. 
That makes fond lovers' hearts his toy. 
Turns melancholy into joy ; 
And then hur feels hur can t tell how ; 
Oh ! 'tis a palsam to hur smart 
To hold hur to hur fluttering heart. 
And cry, at every peat and start, 
still, poor heart, I pray you, now. 



IfSG O' THE MILL. 

(Bums.) 

Air — " Oh, hoimU Last, trill you lie in a Barrack/* 

O KM ye what Meg o* the Mill has gotten? 
An* ken ye what Meff o' the Mill has gotten ? 
She has gotten a coof * i' a daut o' siller. 
And brolusn the heart j' the barly miller. 

The miller was strappin', the miller was ruddy, 
A heart like a lord, and a hue like a lady : 
The laird was a widdiefu', bleerit, knurl ; 
She's left the gude fellow and ta'en the churl. 

The miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving. 
The laird did address her wi' matter mair moving, 
A fine pacing horse, wi' a clear chained bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae on the siller, it is sae prevailing ; 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen ! 
A tcncher's nae word in a true lover's parle. 
But gie me my love, and a fig for the warl ! 



A WOMAN'S FAREWELL. 
(Alaric A. Watu.) 

Fare thee well ! 'tis meet we part. 

Since other ties and hopes are thine ; 
Pride, that can nerve the lowest heart. 

Will surely strengthen mine. 
Yes, I will wipe ray tears away. 

Repress eacn struggling sigh ; 
Call back the thoughts thou Icd'st astray. 

Then lay me down and die ! 

Fare thee well !— I'll not upbraid 

Thy fickleness or falsehood now ; 
Can the wild taunts of love betrayed 

Repair one broken vow ? 
But it reproach may wake regret. 

In one so false or weak, 
Think what I was, when first we met> 

And read it on my cheek. 

Fare thee well !— on yonder tree 
One leaf i « fluttering in the blast. 

Withered and sere, — a type of me, — 
For I shall fade as fast ! 



Whilst many a refuge still hast thou. 

Thy wandering heart to save 
From the keen pangs that wrong mine now, 

I have but one — the grave. 



THE MOP-FLOURISHING WIFE. 

(Barton Wilford.') 

Air — ** I vow it it a Pity you thouid bother me toting,'' 

Once upon a time there lived. 
Not many miles from town, 
A man who kept his spirits up 

By pourinff spirits down : 
And he was lotn to leave his house 

Alone, when he was out. 
So took to himself a buxom wife. 
To flourish his mop about. 

To flourish his mop about, 

So took to himself a buxom wife. 

To flourish his mop about. 

To flourish his mop about. 

But soon he found when he had wed. 

The flame of love grow dim ; 
His wife she learnt to flourish the mop. 

But flourished it most at him. 
Said he to her one day, when she 

Had popp'd it in his face. 
If I were to count'nance this, you'd swear 

The mop was in its place. 

The mop was in its place, &c. 

He went unto a magistrate. 

And straight his story told. 
Who whisper'd, when twas done, that he 

Likewise had got a scold. 
And Hodge would find his troubles were. 

Compared with his, but small \ 
For when his worship's wife was vex'd. 

She at him threw pail and all. 

She at him threw pail and all, &c 

Besides, said he, you must not think 

Your wife unlike the rest. 
For all, alas! their humours have. 

From bad unto the best. 
They all are fond of flourishing. 

But few from that can stop. 
And as your wife don't flourish from home. 

Why let her flourish your mop. 

Why let her flourish your mop, &c. 

Hodge did not like the sage advice 

He from his worship got. 
And went to tell his wife to brush. 

As who, like him, would not? 
But while he was away from home. 

His wife she had withdrawn *, 
With mops and brooms and all her love. 

She ofl* with another had gone. 

She o£f with another had gone, &c. 

Now, gentlemen, I beg you all 

To mark what I've to say. 
If you should wed some buxom dame. 

Keep mapt and brooms away. 
Let wify use a scrubbing-brush. 

But don't be then in view. 
Lost she should think your face the floor. 

And take to scrubbing you. 

And take to scrubbing yon, Ike 



WITH A HEIGHO! HEIGHO'. 
(Prince Hoare.) 

I'VE loved so many a maiden fair. 
Of names that so much vary, 

I scarcely know which caus'd mf eaie. 
Or Fanny, Bess, or Mary • 
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SMfad tfar, ■■ I love ihii omcei, (Ithoiigh hU douc^ 
kttA. 
And kia liga ue whiil hii regiment cull bimdy. 



AiA •notbiir for henelf, aa n»i uid handj, oh! 
>« ihcf kept their ipinu up, bj Their pouting 
•piril* flovn. 

fat tnY* it like iJie cholic, cared vilh hnindj. oh '. 
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Ir jautmc jrnn know, m lave, 'twill be Ihe 
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And 'm heuer. with my leal, lo take ume 
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Lei fonuue then mrnan, ud kowI u >he nay, 
Ltoietu vill ever be jocond and gav ; 

Singing, fil 111 111 U, &c. 



Bvei ready the fighu of mgnkiiid lo defvna, 
Thegnenlof lheiie»k«od luppan r,,' the iitr«i|E' 

To oppmiiou ■ Foe. and lo frcFdon ■ friena. 
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Nay, i|UB[li tl-c bUb, (lie thiirpiicu likn lae Bat. 
Th'H, lEdllcDifii. ynu (ne how la dde ho'ir 
The wine wu uiw, old. Bin, ituirp, ewt-ri, ■nd 



And bid yon weLcointi to the best wt hnve- 
EicLue at Uien : gtiod wiiie umy be dit^crd, 
^V bra every severml mouth h*lii luodry (ksu. 

THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTACN. 

(Itpton.) 



tl must be la him Ih&t my fancy lit 

Now one is ■ dandy. Ihal doaU on bimiclf ; 

And t'other, thau^ pleuing, too fond ofihe pelf i 

Is the yoong Iriih eBptaiD. the biuhand for me. 

With ht> mb-B-dnb, row-de-dow! 

O the dear cnatoret 
Mj mother, BOW mind , intercedo for ihe fop ; 
So one U foi lhi>, and 'the other for that. 
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t nd now when l^e nianJiei I'm likelv to he. 

ii'ar the youD,( Iciih aptain'i the buibuid for me. 
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Ww lent by Dame Veaua * fang to 
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Stars and plan 
Could na loiwrr endnce that mm only lliall 
Swim in preaiiiros. and ihey but look ao. 
Round about homed 

A od her inTomed how minded t}i*j vi 
Eaeh pni and p^Jdeaa, 

At lord! and ladiei, to follow the hu< 
Chaste Diana applaaded the motion, 
Ulile pale Pro^erpinB lal in het pla», 
I light the wfllin ud goTem Jie ocean, 
While the conducted her nepliewi iu Onm 



Thrir fuheitoiraD 
The earth, old aj 
the air. 



Linple, tl 



And wine Liber Paur, 
Anil Alan the alaughlet, tofuttowlh*] 
LlKhl ioi Cupid waa moanird on Pefawa, 

Borrow'd o1 Husea with kiian aiid pay'n. 
Strong Alcide*, upon iloody Cancasna. 
Mounts a CenUDT. which pnudli him ken 
Posoiion of Ihe aky. 
LiEht-heel'd Mercury, 

Made his courser fly Beet as the air; 
While tuneful Apollo 
The kennel did follow. 

And hoop and halloo, boyii, after the 1 

Drown'd Narcissus, from hit metanoifibwi*, 

Rofiaed bj Echo, now manliood did tataj 

Snoring Souiuus up lUrled Inuu CioontM. 

Uelnre for a thousand yean be did lOt nb 

Mulciber, booted. 

And Pan promoud on CofydOD'* BIM 
Pniud Pallas pouted. 
Loud jfiolut ihouled. 

And Mumos douled. yet folloavrf lilt I 
uiheis in the lady Aslrea, 

lold of Latona the (sM. 
, with bright Cylhem. 
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Although she bated not hnntmg iha hi 

It brown bowls to the Olympieal new, 
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1 piped and I mnied 

In lanEuage nnuseil their apoRa id ihd 
Til] the house of Jove, 
Like the ipberet. did mon 

Health to those that love huaiisf the I 



THE ROSE AND THE ULY. 
(Cobb.} 
HE rose and the lily their beauiin eoabioq 
Delight in adorning a form so divine ; 
uch charmi to a prasaDi couilgniut. 



Commands ma, with scorn 
to decline. 
Wealth and power, wfaaiantMvmth 
Tn pi^..u« 5 yon give Ml bCl^^ 
Ric). in amhition'i gilded !■ "^ ^ 
I Ijaclci them for real Jay*.9 
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LARRY CARNEY. 
(C. Dibdin.; 

Wheii a man ilwt's in mnice is out of employ. 

He's eoninM to be roving all day ; 
Vbat be wants he may whistle for ; I wish him joy 

Of the neals that wo'n't come in his way. 

SroKlll.] O, for a nice pUdtforh ed and a cold 
ifiee o£ awhad hotter to it ; or a htrban and lobster 
SMMe ; or the lorely beefsteak lining that makes 
Ae ander cmst of a p^eon pye 1 O, don't men- 
fisB it! ' There's a time for all things/ they say, 
bit I know no more about dinner-time than a cat 
dew o£ cfaonung salt-butter. ' No Song no S upper ' 
■ aaother tAA saw, but though I sing all day, sor^ 
Mv dia taata of supper I get morning, noon, or 



Which 



makes me now lament and say, 
^/aMtafion of the onaimd nnaer.) 
' May we ne'er want a friend or a bottle to give 
him. 

like an owl that sits moping I wander about. 
And stand kicking my heels as I go ; 

And without a new tanrice shall soon be, no doubt. 
Oat o£ elbows from U^ to the toe. 

Spokem.] I hav'n't a whole thread upon me 
that isn't in tatters, and if I keep Lent much Ion- 
ftr. 111 be a perfect rae-bag of bones. I've a 
nsatmind to travel to London, where they say 
ttc iittHtones in the street are all gold : and the 
ppip frfam-nnddiDgs, and other poultry, run 
•boat ready dressed, crying, ' Cut and come again.' 
Vo, I wo'n't, for though 1 am out of bread, I know 
SB whidi aide it's buttered ; and though London 
■ay be the place for the ' loaves and fishes,' 
( Imiiaiitm of the origintd mnger.) 

* They're fishermen all, fishermen all ; 

' T(d de rol lol, fishermen all.' 

O, Ireland, whv from thee did ever I stray! 

While I stop here, 'mid pother and stri/e, 
I'd better go back *, for if here I should stav 

rU be Aill all the rest of my lile. 

Spoken.] I've made up my mind at first sight, 
because second thoughts are best. I'll be married 
to Patty, and if she wo'n't have mc, I'll die an old 
maid for her sake ; though I could return to Kil- 
kenny and wed old Deborah Dogherty, whose first 
bnshand died the day before they were married, 
aad left her a disconsolate widow. 

( Iwdiatioiu of the original mngen, ) 
* With a rich pair of pockeu o'erflowing with 



' And very much in fashion, for she'd very little 

cloches,' 
' Hie <^ maid eatt a roguish eye 
' At ate, says I, O, great Ramchoodra, 
' Yoa love dancing, so do I. 

' Ri tol lol, &c.' 



LOCH NA 6ARR. 

(Byron.) 

AWAT, ye gav landscapes, ye gardens of roses ; 

In yon let the minions of luxury rove ; 
Restore me the rocks where the snow-flake reposes. 

Though still they are sacred to free'dom and love ; 
Yet, Caledonia, belov'd are thy mountains, 

Roimd theu white sunmiits, though elemenu 
war, 
lliongh cataracu foam, 'stead of smooth flowing 
fountains, 

I sigh for the valley of dark Loch Na Garr. 

Ah ! there my young footsteps in infancy wander'd. 
My cu was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid, 

Ob chicnains long perish'd my memory ponoer'd. 
As daily I strode through tlie pine-cover'd glade ; 



I sought not my home till the day's dying glory 
Gave place to the rays of the bright polar siarj 

For fancy was cheer'd oy traditional story, 
Bifldos'd by the natives of dark Tioch Na Garr. 

Shades of the dead ! have I nut heard your voices 

Rise on the night rolling breath of the gale? 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices. 

And rides on the winds o'er his own highland 
vale. 
Round Loch Na Garr, while the stormy mist 
gathers. 

Winter presides in his cold icy car ; 
Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers. 

They dweH in the tempests of dark Loch na Gan 



THE BAY OF BISCAY O! 

(Cherry.) 

Loud roared the dreadful thunder ! 

The rain a deluge showers ! 
The clouds were rent asunder 
By lightning's vivid powers ! 
The night, both drear and dark. 
Our poor devoted bark. 
Till next day, there she lay. 
In the Bay of Biscay ! 

Now dashed upon the billow. 
Our op'ning timbers creak ; 
Each fears a wat'ry pillow. 
None stop the dreadful leak ! 
To cling to slipp'ry shrouds. 
Each breathless seaman crowds. 
As she lay, till the day. 

In the Bay of Biscay O ! 

At length the wished for morrow 

Broke through the hazy sky ; 

Absorbed in silent sorrow, 

Each heaved the bitter sigh ; 

The diHmal wreck to view. 

Struck horror to the crew. 

As she lay, on that day. 

In the Bay of Biscay O ! 

Her yielding timbers sever. 

Her pitchy seams are rent ; 
When Heaven, all-bounteous ever. 
Its boundless mercy sent ! 
A sail insight appears. 
We hail her with three cheers ! 
Now we sail, with the gale. 

From the Bay of Biscay O I 



TONY'S PROVERBS; 

OR, I be's deep in love. 

Air—" J/yJbunuyMJLoee."— (E.Ber.) 

'TWAS by the woodside, when the nuts they be 
ripe, 
I saw a fair lady, so fine and so gay ; 
Od-dang it ! I ne'er was so queer in my life. 
Least her fine miulin dress might be all blown 
away ! 
I twissled my hat, and I scrattled my pate, 
I would have spoke to her, but cuddent. b} 
Jove; 
I was all of a twitter, — what a terrible state ! 
Ztire as the " DeviV$ m Lmmun,** 1 be's deep is 
love. 

I went to our market, one day, tn sell com. 

And as I stood prizing, and showing 'twas 
good,— 
Od-zooks ! she passed by me, as sharp or a thorn ; 
Down dropped my sample of wheat in tha 
mud ! — 



Wi 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



I twiuled mv hat, and I acratUed my pate, 

I would ha' qpoke to her, but cuddent, by 
Jove; 
I was all of a twitter, — what a terrible state ! 
Zure as the " panon ge^t fuddled," I ba's deep 
in love. 

I was going one day, to sell eggs at the Hall, 
In my dean leather breeches, as prim as a 
pike;— 
I met her, so lovely, but, sounds ! what a fall. 
For I and my eggs all went plump in a dyke I 
I twissled my hat, and I scrattled my pate, 
I would ha' sDoke to her, but cuddent, by 
Jove! 
1 was all over muck, — what a terrible state ! 
Zure as '* dmmpling9 be dmaqdingt," I he's deep 
in love. 

Twas last Lammas fair, when I and old Ralph 
Went to buy a fat oxen, when who shouM go 

But madam so fine, — turned the ox to a calf. 
Fur all the show-folks fell a laughing at I ! 
1 twissled mv hat, and I scrattled my pate, 

1 would ha' spoke to her, but cuddent, by 
Jove ! 
My pockeu were picked, — what a terrible state ! 
/ure as *' treacle catch Jiiei,*' I he's deep in 
love' 

Go headlong, sav many, ytmlX borrow or beg, 

For since I ha seed her, things never go well ; 
Tho'f you ha' a good razor, " jfow oam*t shave an 

Is a saying my father will frequently tell. 
So 111 put on my hat, and no more scrat my 
pate. 
Nor shall fine Lunnun girls my mind ere re- 
move ; 
I'll follow the plough, and patiently wait 
Till our village Dolly accept of my love ' 



MATCHLESS ARE FREEMASONS' DEEDS. 

(Johnstone.) 

Unite! unite! your voices raise. 
Loud I loudly sing freemasons' praise ; 
Spread far and wide their spotless fame. 
And glory in the sacred name. 

Behold '. behold 1 the upright band. 
In Virtue's paths eo hand in hand ; 
They shun each ill, they do no wrong. 
Strict honour does to them belong. 

.How just ! how just are all their ways, 
Superior far to mortal praise ; 
Their worth description far exceeds, 
For matchless are freemasons' deeds. 



Go on ! go on ! ye just and true. 




Begone I begone ! fly. Discord, hence. 
With party-rage and insolence ; 
Sweet Peace shall bless this happy band. 
And Freedom smile throughout the land. 



FAREWELL! I'VE BROKE BfY CHAIN AT 

LAST. 

(Croly.) 

Farewell ! I've broke my chain at ]a«t> 

I stend upon life's fatal shore ! 
The bitterness of death is past. 

Not love, nor tcom, can wring me more. 



I loved, how deeply loved ! Oh, Hea\e&! 

To thee, to thee the pang is known ; 
Yet, traitor ! be ihy crime torgiven. 

Mine be the shame, the grief alone ! 

The maddening hour when first we met. 

The glance, the smile, the vow you gave 
The last wild moment haunts me yet ! 

I feel they'll haunt me to my grave ! — 
Down, wayward heart, no longer heave ; 

Thou, idle tear, no longer flow ; 
And may that Heaven he dared deceive 

Forgive, as 1 forgive him now. 

Too lovely, oh, too loved, farewell ! 

Though parting rends my bosom strings. 
This hour we part ! — The grave shall tell 

The thought that to mv spirit clings. 
Thou pain, above ail other pain ! 

Thou joy, all other joys above! 
Again, again I feel thy chain. 

And die thy weeping martyr — Love. 



JOLTERING GILES, THE MERRY 
CLOWN. 

(Dibdin.) 

Hark \ with what glee yon sturdy down 

Reasons, remarks, and sows ; 
To pain and care alike unknown. 

He whistles as he goes. 
From Nature's lore to Reason taught. 

He knows not subtle rules. 
Yet ventures oft some pithy thought. 

That might delight the schools. 
" This ground's just like the world," criei 

" And these um seeds its cares." 
" How's that ?" cried one.—" Wounds ! ci 
see? 

•* Why I be a sowing loret." 
Taw law rum low, de lo, de lo ; 
For drill or broad-cast none do know. 
Better than joltering Giles to sow ; 
Be't beans, or wheat, or whuts, or rye. 
Or barley, you mun come to I : 

Taw lull druU, lull drulMi; 
Thus joltering Giles, the merry clown. 

Reasons, remarks, and sows; 
To pain and care alike unknown. 

He whistles as he goes. 

One day some dashing sprigs came by. 

Imported neat trom town ; 
As they passed on, Giles heard them cry 

'* I say, let's quia the clown." 
Just as these sparks their fun began. 

An ass was heard to bray, 
E O. ** Here fellow, clown, anan ; 

" One at a time, zur, pray." 
" We reap the fruit of all that's sown 

By fellows of your stamp ;" — 
" That's very likely, xur, I own. 

For I be a sowing hamp." 

Taw law rum low, k 

A friend to ff^ the country round. 

My labours all regale : 
'Twas I the barley put i the ground 

That brewed the exciseman s ale ; 
The wheat 1 sow with even hand. 

To thousands shall give bread ; 
Why, there's no king or 'squire o' the lai 

Zro many mouths ha' fed : 
I saves their xouls, for aught I know ; 

If how thou d*st wish to lam. 
The tithe of every grain I sow 

Goes to the parson's bam. 

Taw law nun low, \ 
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t, at iMty be all mj paioi T 

le to wliMt or iye» 

omet forward, conats hb gaiUy 

(A6» hit head op high ; 

cely full and ripe he'e grownt 

'er great he be> 

rich hit tickle, eata him dowiij 

lere't an end of he ! 

e a body*! here below^ 

handt take care to ke^; 

6 at death, jott at we aow, 

rtainly thidl reap. 

Taw law ram tow, &c. 



RT8M.4N'S EYE, KEEN AND 
READY. 

(HolCTOft.) 

IH tweetly repotin^, 

omman batet doxmg, • 

ihe tong of the lark at he waket ; 

f atare juimirins, 

eth breeie intpiring, 

game, bloommg health he o'eitakea. 

e keen and ready, 

nd quick and tteady, 

t yoong pheatant, bcinft down the 

there; 

ne that emplojring, 

ment it cloyim;, 

; in pleature, hit night void of care. 



rUilNS AND MISS WHACK. 

(Cherry.) 

groond, teat of true hoq>itality, 
oUmt Ihred till he died — poor man ! 
fen to hit conviviali^, 
aat thing he gratped wat a flowing 

i|Mrit, my dear^ 

Key that*t here, 

Paddy Mullint by the hand ; 

»wn nirit move 

t qnnt I love, 

la it at Toor command. 

■th^ Mitter Death, at your com- 

ngroachinha, ttodunha, roundleum, 
wnack, Itc 

behind him, in Grief't formality, 
imall boy, and hit name it wat 

in love to all dismalitr, 

;ly old maid, called Moreen Whack. 

it pretty brown fair, 

r tooty black htdr, 

Jackv Mullint by the hand t 

the folkt ttared 

at couple were paired, 

if^berty ttroked nit band. 

• touched the priett't hand. 

Sing roughinha, ttockinha, &c. 

cky't ere (for Natnre't nigg'ralUty 
1 poor Mullint, and he had but one) 
ibenj aparided ; and Nature's libe- 

lia month like a horte-tkoe ; hit nose 

i^Se Mitt Whack 
oo her back. 



And her jointt looped together on slinp ; 

For, between yon and I, 

She wat like a goote-pie. 
All giblett, and giziardt, and wingt, 
Miat WhatA, allgiblett and wingt. 

Sing roughinha, ■*o«'V*«b«^, Ac 

lliit u|^ tweet pair jtrined in coonubiality. 

So nate they agree, like the dog and the cat ; 
Yet their qoaixelt are managed with wach mntn* 

•lity. 
If the raitet her fitt, he knoda her down flat. 
Cupt, taneert, joint-etooity 
Pott, pant, working-toob, 
Mrt. Mulint whaekt at the head o£ poor Jack. 
So let them %ht it out. 
Break an aim, bruite a moot ; 
Good nisht Mr. Mullint and Mitt WhadL. 

Sing roughinha, ttockinha, &c. 



LOVELY ROSE. 

A DUET. 

Air-^« O Pe$eaior deW omia r—{W. BalL) 

Op late to br^dy growing. 

Lovely Rote! 
We here beheld thee growing. 

Lovely Rote ! 
Thou teem'dtt tome angel't care! 
Summit breath wat warm around thee, 
Summer't beam with beauty crown'd thec^ 
So tweetly fair ! 

The blatty too rudely blowing. 

Lovely Rote ! 
Thy lender pride o'erthrowing. 

Lovely Rote! 
Alat! hath laid thee low! 
Now, aaaJd thy parent bower, 
Envioot weedt of evil power 
Unkindly grow ! 

No freshening dew of morning. 

Lovely Rote '. 
Thy infant budt adorning. 

Lovely Rote ! 
To thee thall day rettore ! 
Zephyr, toft, that late carested thee, 
Evemng's smile, that, parting, blest thee» 
Return no more ! 

Thy fragrance, yet undying, 

Lovely Rote . 
Breathet, like Remembrance tighinr. 

Lovely Rote ! 
O'er Love's diMotving tpell ! 
When the heart, too deariy plated. 
Every hope for ever blighted, 
Bidt Love farewell ! 



LOOSE EVERY SAIL TO THE BREBZB. 

Loose every tail to the breeze. 
The course of my vessel improve ; 

I've done with the toils of the seas. 
Ye sailors I I'm bound to my love. 

Since Emma is true as she's fair. 
My griefs I fling all to the wind •, 

'TIS a pleasing return for my care. 
My mistress is constant and kind. 

My sails are all fiU'd to my dear. 
What tropic-bird swifter can move, 

Wh3, crael, shall hold hit career. 
That retumt to the netl of hit love. 



2^ 
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Hoift everr tail to the breese. 

Come, shipmates, and join in the song ; 
Let's drink, while our ship cuts the seas. 

To the gale that may drive her along. 



LIPEY SOLOMONS, THE HONEST JEW 

PEDLER. 

Folks tell tou a Jew is a rogue. 

For scandal's the goods vat they sell. 
And slander is now all the vogue. 

Though Christians are rogues too as well. 
A man shou'dn't flatter himself. 

But in other's a£fairs I'm no meddler. 
And dis I can say for myself, 

I am called honest Lipey, de pedler. 

Spoken.] And, shall I tell you how I came to 
puy the pargain of a good name : because I vas 
always upstra^ht and downright. I asked what I 
took, and I took what I askMl ; I never sold my 
own conscience, nor bought the conscience of ano- 
ther ; I never sold copper for gold, nor pewter for 
silver, and den I can always sing — 

Tol lol, &c. 

Down Threadneedle-street, t'other day, 

I was walking along 'mid my shop. 
When a dandy, from over de way. 

Cried out, " Lipey Solomons, stop !" 
A customer hoping to ^ain. 

His commands I pohtely obeyed. 
For iny labour I never thmk vain 

If 1 can but get on in my trade. 

Spoken.] Yell, I showed him all my jewels, 
my trinkets, my seals, and my vatches. " And 
vat shall I give you for dis cham ?" says he. " Two 
shillings ;" says 1. "I vill give you sixpence */* 
says he. " I am an }ionest Jew, and never take 
a farden less than two bob." ** Hotilest !" the big 
rogue sayv ; " I dare say you stole it." " I dare 
say you lie ;" says I. " I tell you what," says 
the dandy, " I'll lie you along in de kennel so 
flat, as if you were a jNmcoAe. ** Oh, what a 

aou are ;" says I. To be sure he was to be 
but dat should be vid the mnall pox, for I 
m in the kennel, and I took up my box, and 
1 valked away, singing — 

Tol lol, &c 

It isn't the cut of the coat 

Dat makes a man honest or rogue. 
And vether his heart's good or not 

Can't be told by the sound of the brogue. 
For he's de best man of the two. 

And I don't care a fig for de other. 
Who, whether he's Christian or Jew, 

Behave to mankind like a brother. 

Spoken.] Ill tell yon vat, my friends, I always 
found your over-good kind of people were very bad 
customers ; de3r're like de kettle-drum, all sound 
and emptiness, and dey always takes de magnify- 
ing-glaas to spy out their neighbours' faults, but 
look in at de big end for their own, and den it's 
all— 

Tol lol, &c. 

BLUE-EYED PATTY. 

(Dibdin.) 

Sweet ditties would my Patty sing, — 
Old Chevy Chase, God save the iLing, 
Fair Rosemy, and Sawny Scot, 
Lilebularo, die Irish Trot, — 

All these would sing my blue-eyed Patty, 
As with her pail sheM trudge along. 
While still the burthen of her song 

My hammer beat to blae-ey'd Patty. 



But nipping frosts and chiUmg rain 
Too soon, alas ! choak'd every stram ; 
Too soon, alas ! the miry way 
Her wet-shod feet did sore dismav. 

And hoarse was heard my blue-ey'd Patty \ 
While I for very mad did cry , 
Ah ! could I but again, said I, 

Hear the sweet voice of blue-ey'd Patty ! 

Love taught me how, — I work'd, I sung. 
My anvil glow'd, my hammer rung, 
'Till I had form'd, m>m out the fijre. 
To bear her feet above the mire. 

An engine for my blue-eyed Patty. 
Again was heurd each tuneful close. 
My fair one on the patten rose. 

Which takes its name from blue-ey'd Patty. 

^ ^ ^■^^■^^^ 

THE WEST-COUNTRY BUMPKIN'S Dt 
SCRIPTION OF A CHURCH AND v 
CHRISTENING. 

(Collins.) 

John Bdll was a bumpkin, bom and bred 

At a clodhopping village in Gloucestershire, 
And as for this world, or the world that's to come. 

For to puszle his noddle 'twas never the ne'er. 
For he never was known to set foot in a chirrch 

"Till the day he took Dorothy there for a wife. 
And, says Jonn, ** by the Lord, I was never be- 
fore 

In a place like a church all the days of my life. 
Tol lol de rol, lol de rol, lol lol lei de rol, tol de 
rol lol de rol, lol de rol lol. 

For there I look'd up, and seed nine or ten fel- 
lows 
A zinging as loud as their lungs oou'd clink ; 
So, thinking that I was got into an ale-house, 

I look'd up and ax'd if they'd nothhur to drink. 
When up come a man, and he pull'd off my hat. 
And ne told me no drink was allow'd in the 
place; 
So I thought that for sartain he must be the land- 
lord. 
Or else I'd have fetch'd him a punch in the 
face. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

Howsomdever, thinks I, I wo'n't be such a vool 

As to kick up a dust and to frighten the bride \ 
So I went further in, for to look at the place. 

And, cooks ! what a comical sight I espjr'd : 
There was men-folk and women-folk penn'd up 
together. 

Like so many wethers and ewes at a frdr : 
Besides a long booby-hutch, built up for holding 

The whole Corporation, Justasses, and mayor. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

Then up got a little man into a tub. 

And he look'd just as tho'f he'd been roU'd in 
the dirt, 
Foryou cou'dn't suppose he oou'd be very clean. 

When he'd got nothing on but a long black shirt. 
Excepting a little white ^obberins-bib 

Tnck'd under his chin, and beuitted in two. 
To be perch'd in a tub, and to wear a black shirt, 
I was pussl'd to thiiik what a plague he cou'tf 
do. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

For, while he did turn up the whites of his eyes. 
And for mercy upon us did heartily pray. 

Another below, that sat in a chest. 
Was mocking of eveiy word he did say ; 

And, when he had fairly tired'n out 
To the very last woird, — Co do nothii^ by hm«Tef» 



UKIVSRSAL SONGSTER; OR, MU8BUM OF MIRTH. 



231 



bonglit bA wBi going to A^t^f 
iq» and call' 



d for a eoaple of 



.v< 



Tol lol de rol, &c. 

ittle BUUBy tho'f he'd a black ■hirt on, 
'd orer*!! aaoUier as white as a doat ; 
1 in a twink, with a twist of his fist, 
open the cab, and he let himself out ; 
kh he took hold of a poor little hahe, 
IS tho'f he had got neither shame nor 
ice, 

1 his ftncers into a tronsh 
4ash'd UMB cold water all over his fue . 

Tol lol de fol, &c. 

sore I thought 'twas a shameful thing 
rt a poor balM such a woondy trick ; 
f he did squeak like a pig tliat is stuck, 
lid mind'n no more tnan a goosemun- 

and I thought, if the meggot should 

ejr wanted to make but a child of a man, 
o tell bat, in turn, such a baby a^ T, 
i soos'd in the trough like a sop in a pan. 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

to my heels, and I scamper'd away 
los^ fellow, for sure and sure, 
w m my guts, if they erer catch'd I 
in-a-door side of a cnurch any more, 
aid phnnp me up to the ears m the hog- 

m a toast in a tankard then, 

e me and sop me, and up me and souse 

Ired times over and over M^in. 

Tol lot de rol, &c 



ND 



GOOD SHERRY WILL MAKE 
US ALL MERRY. 

bards, we're told, in ancient lore 
«ng of love, in days of yore, 
id tOQch'd the trembling string : 
1 we boast of brighter <iays, 
ivc alone devote our lays T 
I, no 1 of wine well sing. 

For love, in a minute, 
rho devfl is in it, 
n often drive any man mad, 
nrhile port and cood sherry, 
Will soake us all merry, 
ever so sdid and sad. 

teo, oh! Bacchus, god of wine, 
1 sing, and o'er thy sacred shrine, 
tefw neverwfading flowers ; 
\ wih thou with thy rosy cheeks, 
. all our happy days to weeks, 
or moments into hours. 

For love, in a minute, &C. 

e'er we from our wine remove, 
unpers let us— drink to love ; 
■no pat around the glass : 
let ns with it friendship blend, 
rink to eVry faithful friend, 
id eveiy P|^tty lass. 

Though love, in a minute, &c. 



THAT GLITTERS IS NOT GOLD. 

(Shakspeare.) 

All that glitters is not gold. 
Often you have heard that told, 
Manv ^ man his life has sold, 
B«t lov'd mistress to behold — 



Well leave a proof, by that which we shall do. 
Wives may be merry, and yet honest too. 

Gilded wood may worms enfold,— 
Were oui^over wise or bold. 
Young in limbs, in judgement old,— 
Yet we'd say, ** your suit is cold." 

We'll leave a proof, &c. 



POOR JOE AND HIS TRUE LOVE FAN. 
Ait—** There's no ImcM about the Hotue,*' 

In Drury-lane, some years ago. 

There liv'd a nice young man. 
His name was Joe, and, you must know. 

His sweetheart's name was Fan : 
Much he lov'd his pretty Fan, 

And much she loved Joe ; 
He 1^ drunk with another man, 

Vich caused a dismal go. 

Much he lov'd his pretty Fan, Itc. 

That 'ere man vat made him drunk. 

He also loved Fan ; 
He long*d to preu her in his arms. 

So for a pre»s-gang ran. 
They came and took poor Joe on board ; 

And then came on a shower ; 
Sa^ Joe, " I'm halfietu over, sure. 

Though opposite the Tower," 

They came and took poor Joe, At:. 

Fan to the Tender vent next day. 

All for to see her lover ; 
She fender-hearted vas, thev say — 

And sich a kiss Joe guve her ; 
A teerru tender scene took place — 

Fan lamented Joey's fate — 
" Oh, d— n this hMnig," cries Sam Chase, 

" Be off to BaUng*s-gBUi !" 

A werry tender scene, &e 

Joey, poor man, was sent tn «mi — 

A seaman he became. 
The vessel he sail'd in, d'ye see. 

Was called the Mighty Fame. 
He^»renMuf-man at length was made, 

Vas jforeiiuMl in the fight : 
Tile fishtin^ for his Fan, 'tis said. 

He lost his right /on-light. 

He/orema«f-man at length, tec. 

Vhtle thus the battle rag'd, poor Joe 

Tas vounded in the leg ^ 
His comrades begg'd he'd go below. 

But he vudn't move a pe^. 
The victonr gained, the ship set sail. 

It had the prire in tow. 
But ere they Plymouth- l>ocA had gain'd. 

They'd docki the leg of Joe. 

The victory gained, the ship, &c. 

Fan his looe, she had been true. 

So velcum'd her true lone ; 
Though leg and eife were gone, d'ye see. 

Her hand she to him guoe. 
They married were, and they were blest : 

Then may each Englishman, 
Who married is, have such a vife 

As Joey's true hoe Fan ! 

They married were, and they, &c 



******** 



BACHELOR'S FARE. 

Funny and free are a bachelor's revelries, 

Cherrily, merrily, paMes his life ; 
Nothing uiows he of connubial devilries. 

Troublesome children and clamorous wife* 
Free from satiety, care, and anxiety. 

Charms in variety fall to his share ; 
Bacchus's blisses, and Venns's kisses. 

This, boys, this is the bachelor's faio* 




irim Givkn leii'd h*i by tba bait. 

Ri tall, «t. 

Pol lU nl, Ik. 
: by tUe iiy, 

Fol dc ml, k- 



TflB HITMOURft OP SATDRDlY-nGRT, 
Ait-" Simf, of Simpheri,."—i,Hit, Vrpat.\ 

)H wbsl mirth and pit; look) apoo SuHrtlJ. 
Idbuur hcnnlf mud gUitjr. iWpingla «■; 

'oi Sumliiy with e>l'og> o" otlwt diy bcsMt, 
Bct»l» 'M'^'n all wilTieg u ihair cjf siu biO. 



viBg Qov, ptuplt ktrp a 
deat louki vi lemptilig loo, Imd* upon la 

Spoken.] What iiill yon buy, fa 
■'hit will fbuyt -why I -------- -'- 



rrphutog. tor iIib *ii douH fit il 

'' —her ■ Uoir. ny> ■ blKbuiA. 

I nn nudEruLcr. — I>nl liit hiad 

lawyer'* deri.— If ymi 



>QdT«( thU UDmui witboDI Ihn ufaoH (Up In 
gttilEU [ill you tmu Lady Loagbill'l Ufi»y. Sa 
" and bay chfFrily, hut and ^It* mnrfly, 
an tlu huisaun of Sautrday-sJ^tL 
lntchrt vilb bnwny face, ladiea *iih Ihtlc pm, 

Prenlicitt, prFily gJfl*, ail ia a crowd; 
Iqnallmg and bawling now, ^e^^^^B ^"^ hnwTiBf 

Whil* walchm™ 



Spoken.] Whu'i the price of this lain. di*- 
Tfaal liiloiniiaiac-peDcc apoUB^ " ' ' ** 
— Phew ! f wi(« ilmil ; confonnd 
il'ibrcD alive foe Uiii month. — NwM otngtwuc*, 

>ir; foiDE, kflcp maving lahall, lir, iSmifhipM 

my foul 1 pity you for your pnaeai uftaeuJed lona- 
lion.-Piiy me, lir, what for!— Bm*<im aO J" 
praprrly appean ina veiy DVOMCcooditioa.— Wby 
jau^-hat will von buy. du-ub ! f a>i>^ •*- 
■HiHi; l^ray, lii, wbai't the price a( ihataU^ioc- 
piece F^Upon uiy word ma'am— bo« dart ye* eill 



J 




Jowl, glidl 

ly Rudolph. d«t Ibaa i 
\^ii. luaj iitravcn'i protection uitil~ 

Uim my hcjiR oiuK ever lore. 
Eulh hsdi lull.-<l hrr cam to ten 

Whhl drUyi my urdy Lmre i 
Fondly beiu niy intiouj bieBiii« 

Where, mj (todulpb. dmn thm 
Searcc [he DiifhUwuidi obiopen 
Wnkt k mumiur 'monf tlu bougha J 





Sm. Bo»e>i UDimd his h>t ue bound 


Su«eu my Rodolph'i hopn hu crow 


Oh, bliH iby Agnei then ihtU lee. 


The Ticlor * ehaplel EiTco. my loiE, 




Lulling >n my uuiotu breui 


Joy once inore ■• o'er me hrcaUxg. 
Cbuim. Kilh her heivenly light 


Bonow't dark uid dHkrj niibi. 


Hence then every iho<if;bl of «m.. 




Sem nj fouieit niUkc* hleK. 



HiNNON'S Ft^WEKY BANKS. 

iloHonn deck'd euh Dee. 
YouDg Teddy ihca decUr'd hi> luve 

On Shiniien't Bim'ry b*nkt *• »l, and ihm 
laid htm UIb. 

O, P»t(>' lofteit of ihj •«' O, I* 
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Ah, wrl1*a-day, yon tee me pine in torrow and 

despair. 
Yet heed me not, then let me die, and end my 

grief and care. 
Ah, no! dear youth, I eoftly said, such love de- 

mands my thanks. 
And here I vow eternal truth — on Shannan't flow'ry 

banks. 

And here we vow'd eternal truth — on Shannon's 

flow'ry banks. 
And then we gathered sweetest flnw'rs, and play'd 

such aitless pranks ; 
But, woe is me ! the pres8->gang came, and forc'd 

my Ted away 
Just when we nam d next morning fair to be our 

wedding-day. 
*< My love," he cried, " they force me hence, 

but still my heart is thine ; 
'* AU peace be yours, my gentle Pat, while war 

and toil l>e mine : 
" With riches 111 return to thee."— I sobb'd out 

words of thanks — 
And then he vow'd eternal truth^K>n Shannon's 

flow'ry banks. 

And then we vow'd eternal truth — on Shannon's 

t'ow'ry banks. 
And then I saw him sail away, and join the hotu 

tile ranks ; 
Prom mom to eve, for twelve doll months, his 

absence sad I mourn *d. 
The peace was made — the ship came back — but 

Teddy ne'er retum'd ! 
His beauteous face, his manly form, has won a 

nobler fair — 
My Teddy's false, and I, forlorn, must die in sad 

despair. 
Ye gentle maidens, see me laid, while yon stand 

round in ranks. 
And plant a willow o'er my head— on Shannon's 

flow'ry banks. 



THE AMOURS OF TOMMY SHORT AND 
TABITHA SMOOTH. 

OR, 'TI8 ALL A HUM. 

(T. Jones.) 

Blister Short, you must luiow, was a blithe under- 
taker. 
Who liv'd at the sign of the bright coffin-nail. 
And Mis8 Tabitha Smooth, a brisk young quaker. 
With sighs and soft words Tommy's heart did 
assail ; 
She oft heard his hammer, while 'tending his 
trade. 
And its thump to her ear was sweeter than the 
drum : 
And, when he ceased hammering, the sly young 
jade 
Would instantly fill up the pause with a hum, 

'Twas one night quite dark, as she pass'd by his 
door. 
She sigh'd out a hum to his ear pretty strong. 
When he swore that he lov'd her, although he was 
poor. 
And, though he was SHORT, he would marry 
'ere LONG. 
" But," said she, '' Btister Short, you're a ranter, 
I fear, 
*' And that would make all my relations look 
jrftcm ;" 
'< But," said he, " 111 reform, for your sake, my 
dear;" 
And instinctively then he sigh'd forth a 



Now Him Smooth was a lass that was comely and 
fair. 
And she'd love Mr, Short — long as life, too, she 
said ; 
And he oft had been heard both to vow and de* 
dare 
That he hoped $he*d be ^vidk— though he work'd 
for the d. ad. 
Now he liked Miu Smooth, you must know, very 
well. 
And he still hop'd to keep the nail under hit 
thumb; 
He squeezed her soft hand, all his ray.ture to tell. 
And discovered his love for his dear in a hum, 

Tommjf Short now tum*d quaker, and married the 
maid. 
Who soon made him QOAKE — not for looe—hfA 
with year; 
He led such a life as no dog ever led. 
Till he curs'd all the mwrth lengthen'd HUMS of 
his dear; 
He found her the torment — the plague of his life. 
And he wish'd, from his heart, she had always 
been dumb ; 
For a wife who can't speak may be a good wife. 
But for GOODNESS — Jie found that his own was 
aU 



SMILES AND TEARS. 
(Vandyke.) 

Some say that a woman is lovelier far 
When a tear dims her sweet-beaming eye ; 

But no, let me see it beam forth like a star. 
Rendered bright by the smile that is nigh. 

And yet I confess that their tears have the powv 
To mould lovers' hearts as they choose ; 

For, ah ! who could see the poor rose in a ahowei 
And the shelter of pity renise. 



THE CHAPTER OP ACCIDENTS. 
Air — " Bow, wow, wow." 

I'll tell you of sad accidents a long and dismal 

chapter. 
For, if Bad Luck e'er had a form, they to my back 

have strapped her ; 
I never once a wooing went in all my woeful life, 

sirs. 
Or ten to one but I had got Ifut ForfMne for a wife, 

sirs. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 

^Vhen first a child, as I've heard say, they never 
used the ladle 

Without they burnt my infant throat, or else up- 
set the cradle ; 

Once, when a boy, on going to school, as gay as 
any fairy. 

While looking up at a large crow I tumbled down 
an area. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 

Once, at play, my teacher cried, " mind what 
yon re with that ball about ;'* 

So, taking care to strike it low, I knock 'd my mas- 
ters eye-ball out. 

And, being frightened, tried to find my way out 
by a shorter cut. 

Bat, running down a flight of steps, I tripp'd into 
a water-butt. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 

Without misfortunes one whole day, I thought Good 

Lock complying. 
And went to bed so light of heart I dreamt that t 
flying. 
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Aa «p I got, tmcAred to sang, with angeli fair, a 

BUM on nig^f 
i^hiev «|> tlie window, oat I jomp'd into » mud- 

eut punng bj. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c 

Beneath a icafibU, walking once with Fribble and 

his daughter, 
Vlfeoi, looking np, plump on my head came down 

a hod of mortar ; 
A wQiee abore cried, " mind below," to ran I tried 

to ten her, 
Bat, iairied, pushed her in the mad — her father 

down a cellar. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 

Once received a challei^, bat shedding blood in 

fear of, 
I tiarned about to waste my fire, bat shot my se- 
cond's ear off; 
^*^, pnM»i home, a porter met with heavy load of 

Draaa-work, 
' slipped m^ foot and pitched him through a win- 

rk. 
Oh, oh, oh, &c. 

^^Sfit, at an inn, not liking fuss, I to my room was 

creeping, 
wvi there mistook a chamber-door, and found a 

lady sleeping ; 
^ad, coming out, her husband met, in state of 

fierce distraction, 
^Hm banged me well about the head, then brought 

a Crim. Con* action. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 



IT fool 
dow nUed with glass-work. 



I, at a ball, my foot gave way when moat I 
thoi^ht with grace to jig, 
), felHof, tripped my partner up — pull'd off a 
poor ola lady's wig ; 
i, aore abaahed, away I ran, quite blinded by 

By bitter carea, 
1, alipping off the landings-place, ahov'd three 
old dowagera down atairs. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 



thievea one night the parlours robb'd, but 
they could get no hisher, 
2t watching, next night, MX asleep, and set the 

house on fire. 
Mora aeddenta I could recount, in hopea that you 
would note them, 
t, by miatake, I've thrown away the book in 
which I wrote them. 

Oh, oh, oh, &c. 



WELCOME, FAIR LADIES, WHO HONOUR 

OUR HOME. 

(W. H. Main.) 

Veloome, feir ladiea, who honour onr home 
By the preaence of beauty and worth ; 

Vekome, fair ladiea, who hither have come 
To inapiie ua with pleasure and mirth ; 

Par bleaaed are the momenta with cheerfalness 

crowned. 

When Beauty and Harmony join, 
When the Cjres of the lovely are beamine around, 

And the air breathes of women and wme. 

For the jova they im|>art still more exquisite are. 
Every |Measure besides they eclipse. 

The aweeteat of songs must be sweeter by far 
When 'tis breathed through a woman's soft lips. 

*Tia the touch of the fair gives the goblet its seat, 
Tb her glance that outrivaln Love's dart. 

Tie dbe bright tear of woman that aoftena the 
breaat, 
Tis her amile that enlivena the heart. 



Then, welcome, feb ladiea, who honour our horn 
By the preaence of beauty and worth ; 

Welcome, fair ladies, who hither have come 
To inapire ua with pleaaure and mirth. 



MUSIC'S THE LANGUAGE OF THE BLEST 

ABOVE. 

A GLEE. 

Music's the language of the blest above ; 
No voice but muaic*a can expresa 
The joya that happy aoula poaaeaa. 

Nor in just raptures tell the wond'rous power ai» 
love: 
'Tis Nature's dialect, designed 
To charm and to instruct the mind ! 

Muaic'a an universal good ; 

That doth dispense its joys around 

In all the elegance of sound. 
To be by men admired, by angels understood. 



LITTLE TAFFLINE WITH A SILKEN 

SASH. 

(Prince Hoare.) 

Should e'er the fortune be my lot 

To be made a wealthy bride, 
111 elad my parents' lowly cot. 
All their pleaaure and their pride : 
And when I'm dreat 
All in my beat. 
Like a lady gay, 
I'll trip away. 
And the lads will say, — '* dear heart! what a 

flash! 
Look at little Taflline with a silken sash." 

Oh ! then what pleasure to be seen. 

When the lads at ev'ning meet. 
With silken sash of pink or green. 
Silken roses on my feet. 
How folks will stare, 
^ As hor goes by : 

•• See, see," they'll cry, 
«' Her flaunty air." 
And the lads will say, — " dear heart! what a 

flash! 
Look at liule Taffline with a silken sash." 



OH! DEAR, I AM A JEW. 
Air— « Stoney Baiter."— {8. Thomas.) 

Oh, dear! I am a Jew; 

Every ting I sell, sirs ; 
Seedy coats make new. 

And old hats look quite veil, sirs ; 
Old preeches brush away 

To seem quite good again, airs ; 
And de peoples even say 

I am a rogue in grain, sirs. 

Too ral loo, &c. 

Through every street in town 

I cry m^ clothes around, sirs ; 
And oft give half-a-crown 

For vot is vorth a pound, sirs ; 
Den taking of it home 

Vot isn't vorth a stiver, 
I makea ita colour bloom. 

For I am a reviver ! 

Too ral loo, ke* 

Sweet Rachael Moaa I love. 
And ven two montha are over 

A vedding it vill prove. 

And den veil uve in clover ' 
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AMI «yb flMMalaiM high we CO, 
Thm whiiriing winds thmt tcva along, 

iad the fvige ronriiig firom below 
SkaSk mj ngnal be to think on thee. 

And this flinirbe my tons : 

blow high, olowlow, &c. 

And on that night, when all the crew 
The memory of their former liree. 

O'er flowing cans of flip, renew. 
And drink their tweetheartt uid dieir wires ; 

111 heave a eigh and think of thee. 
And a* the ship lolb throash the tea 

The borthea of my eong shaU be. 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 



WHILE O'ER THY CHEEKS. 
(Rannie.) 

Whii^ o'er thy cheeks, desponding maid. 

The tear of sorrow hangs so pale. 
Why BMyr'st thoa towards the moanual shade, 

why stray thy steps to yoiMicr vale? 
Where wrapt in love s deughtfnl dream. 

We sang benealh the fainr glade. 
While trembling o'er the silver stream. 

The yellow moon-beams f<»m'd a shade. 

Thy lorer. at the wonted hour. 

Chides not thy sUy with tender haste ; 
Hit gentle form, in yonder bower, * 

Is now to earth's cold pillow prest; 
Psie as the flower whose snowy bell 

Hangs weepii^ near the winding wave. 
He lies in yonder lonely vale — 

He sleeps in yonder dewy grave. 

WUi tender songs to sooth his ihade. 

The Mnaei thnmg'd aroond his bier ; 
Ob yonder shrine pale Pity bled. 

And Friendship shed her warmest tear \ 
Asd iCill his fate the tear will move. 

While Tirtoe lives, hit worth to own. 
Whose heart was the abode of love. 

And meek Compassion's tender throne. 



WrrS RAMBLE. 
(Ryan.) 

In fosawr times, dear Wit was whirled 

Tfaroi^ azure clouds above. 
To take a trip all round the world. 

And try and find out Love. 
From lus light home, as he came forth 

In chariot and a pair, 
8ays he, " 111 drive towards the north. 

And see if Love be there." 



soon the north he left in ire. 

And said, " those heaps I see 
Of driltf>d snow would cbill Love's fire. 

And he must withered be ; 
Oh ! Love his home could never make 

Where ice-drops load the air ; 
So to the east a trip I'll take. 

And see if Love be there." 

Bat when Wit reached the eastern skies. 

He heard a light voice say, 
*' From this choice spot come all the wise. 

And Love is far away." 
*' Oh, oh." says Wit, <« if such a sprite 

Your climate may not share, 
^'viftto the west ill wing mv flight. 

And see if Love be there. 

In Brm, then. Wit sought the boy. 

And, in a myrtle-i^rove. 
On Beauty's lap, to Wit's greet joy. 

He saw the urchin Love. 



San Wit, '' Oh, Bean^, thon'rt blest ; 

Each minute Uiat rol(s by 
Would darkMng be, did not your guest 

Illume It widi his sigh." 



MARCH TO THE BATTLE FIELD. 

(O'Meara.) 

March to the battle-field. 

The foe is now before us ; 
Each heart is Freedom's shield. 

And heaven is shining o'er us ! 
The woes and pains, the galling chuns, 

lliat kept our spirit under. 
In proud disdain, we've broke again. 

And tore each link asunder ! 
March to the battle-field. 

The foe is now before iis ! 
Each heart is Freedom's shield. 

And heaven is smiling o'ei us ! 

Who for his country brave 

Would fly from her invader T 
Who, his base life to save. 

Would, traitor-like, degrade her? 
Our hallowed catise, our home end laws, 

'Gainst tyrant Power sustaining ; 
We'll gain a crown of bright renown. 

Or die, our rights maintaining I 
March to the battle-field. 

The foe is now before us ; 
Each heart is Freedom's shield. 

And heaven is smiling o'er us ! 



CARE, THOU CANKER OF OUR JOYM. 
(Dr. Grant.) 

Care, thou canker of our joys '. 

Now thy tyrant reign is o'er; 
Fill the mystic bowl, my boys. 

Join the Bacchanalian roar ! 

Seise the victim, plimge him in. 
Let the hated miscreant die ; 

Mirth, and all thy train, come in. 
Banish sorrow, tears, and sigh. 

O'er our merry midnight bowl. 
Oh, how happy shall we be ! 

Day was made tor vulgar souls. 
Night, my boys, lor you and me ! 



BACHELOR'S FARE^ 

OR, BREAD, AND CHEESE, AND KISSES. 

(F. A. Hodson.) 

One night my sweetheart came to woo. 

When I was left and lonely. 
He looked so kind and handsome, too, 

f loved him ai)d him only. 
The village chime told supper time. 

What could I do, dear misses t 
For, as I live, I'd nought to give. 

But bread, and cheese, and kisses. 

But bread and cheeic, isc 

He asked my hand with such a grace^ 

What woutan could refuse him ? 
I think, had vou been in my place. 

You'd say twas right to choose him ; 
I hung my head, and, simpering, saidr— 

What could I say, dear misses? 
I will be thine, though we should dine 

On bread, and chre«e, and kisses. 

On bread and cheese, %\c. 



\ ynat faJB fioidea preMot. 
Wlucb ireiDs like mapc tv 

KiMii luotDent Mmietluaf 
Hm cliMrilaJ ftmilet e»cfa 

BrlieYe me, 4leaj«ct 
Tit biiM to fthare vitii hia cfiir £uc« 

Tkou^ bread, axtd cheese, and 
Tbougb bread and 



BKL'CE'8 ADDRESS TO HIS AUH' 



Air—" Uegtmiti, tetli.*'— (Bona.; 

Hc<»Tf , wha hae vi' Wallace Ued— 
HcoU, wham Bruce has aitea led — 
Welcome to your gorjr bed. 

Or to glorious vidorie ! 

Noir't the day, aad oov's the boor, 
H«*c the front of battle lower! 
Nre approach proud Edward's power! 
Edward ! chaios, and slavehe * 

Wha will he a traitor knare T 
WiiK will All a coward's grave? 
Wha Ban base as be a sliiTe f 

Trait r ! coward ! turn and lee. 

Wha for Ncodand's king and law 
Kn>Mloiii*a sword will strongly draw T 
Fn*<«ni«ii«lNnil, or freeman /a'-^ 
(*al(Mionian ! on wi' me ! 

\\\ opproMioii's woes and pains ! 
tl\ \ «Mir •ons ill servile chains ! 
\Vi* villi iliniii our dearest veins. 

Hill (liry shall, they shall be free! 

\.A\ tho p^Mlll iisur|>ers low ! 
r\«Aiit« isU III rvrnr fo«! 
I iltvth ^a in i*vrry blow ! 

I'NtrwNiil let us do— or die : 



lO M\ MKNMMATKS AT SEA. 

|Im\nv Oi^Viim, Msiithrare, honest Jack, 

M »» M(<U)mp«, \\w\^ wsa there, 
\N K.* y\ \Vy \y\\\\y^s\%% hrtx, kn«*w every tacky 

X «'mU< \\m\\\ «»»U, ivi»f Aiiil steer; 
m> vU««i« nn^lMl, iiiiHh went round, 

W ^ »»x»Un\ A mi »M »l«H»i 
\«\< \\K«»» ti«i%ni«iHA «♦'» «*fy (round, 

^v» »MM t^i ft«mAh«a draitk at sea. 

^ \\ Hy\uv«M«. >KKt^ \iiM ihere, d*ye mind, 

* \»t wKi^v wuh \\^i^K% \\%\t ey«Mi were blind, 

V^» w ^ ^» V ^ *^\ • shv, *♦ w»v heart will break, 

I ^'\ ^\\ AVH* I, ♦» aHiigmtn lake, 
V *\>\\ \\\» ««iu ^^M «%m si sva.** 

y* u w \ ' \i\ \\\%v \\>^\ K iHt *** 
Vy »vuiV \^^»m\ t«\^Mtvk I w«»Vi sKvHHki) 

\ . ■•■l\ . I |.l.um«»i «K«^Mlu4Uimiki 
V- >\v\ u«i'4*m««(\<« \iuHk ^l^ svm. 

^ ','« "|\ V*'^ V^''- **^> ^*'*** v*iH»maHUs, 

\ y W4**«\U\*'* Kiwi- I l*Mm, 
\\ ^ « w \\\\\ \\\\\\\\\\\ |t(|tvs all KaHds, 

!•■■'•» »l ^\\ \\\ ^It^ I'll miVi shMnk* 

\\U\\\ ^\ M\\V\\\ hiiM, ru JiiHk 
iMMsHtdlws MUl at sua. 




And hranrwarc as br jiop 
Tlus m, xbr bmneB of \m 

Tfr^cpvem wcllfaic 
Mr 

IaH' wlaaaikibwrd 




^«e loves good liri^g ■• !■ 

And siMe we'w get mm 
Althuvgh he's kiy SB ik 

He'd ouke a me good 
Thus they their btom 

That's baih «po« tke 
While joy bnanfottki 

And sparkles in their 
And thinking of a kMndred 
The one, he laagfas* aaochc 

But as their joys so freely 
And they kind lack do thaak; 

A /rientf steps in and lets 
Thar tkkttM dimwa a 






WEEP MY LAST PARKWXLL. 

(Teny.) 

Ye dear paternal swm CueweD * 

The home where early Csttnae aMiltd' 
No longer there most Mcy dwdl. 
Of fortune robbed, fnm bomi cailed 
A wretched ocphaa child 
Nov weepa her last f aicv 
Fa wsB ' 

Though doom'd to wander fisr aad wU 

A maiden, friendleea, deeolaf>» 
With heaven my innocence to gnde, 
I fear noC» thoogh I mooin ay hat 
But all that it oidaina i 
And weep my loet H 
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COUNTRY COMMISSIONS TO MY COUSIN 

IN TOWN. 

Dbai Cown, I write this in haste. 

To bcA Tou will get for mamma 
Jk pot <rf fat jessamine paste. 

And a pair of shoe-bnckles for pa, 
Jkt Exeter-change ; — then jast pop 

Into Aldersgate-street for the prints ; 
Jikod while Ton are there yon can stop 

For a skem of white worsted at Flint's. 

<pMa wants a new razor strop. 

And mamma wants a Chinchilli mnff ; 
Xdiittle Bobby's in want of a top. 

And my annt wants six-pen orth of snnff : 
Just call m St. Martin's-Ie-Grand 

For some goggles for Mary, (who squints) ; 
CSet a pound ofbees'-wax in the Strand, 

And the skein of white worsted at Fliiot's. 

Jk.nd while yon are there you may stop 

For some soachong in Monument-yard ; 
-And while you are there yon can pop 

Into Mary-le-bone for some lard ; 
^nd while you are there yon can call 

For some silk of the latest new tints 
■A.% the mercer's, not far from Whitehall, 

And remember the worsted at Flint's. 

And while you are there, 'twere as well 

If Tou'd call in Whitechapel, to see 
Vor the needles ; and then in Pall-mall, 

For smne lavender-water for me : 
And while you are there you can go 

To Wapping, to old Mr. Chint's ; 
R«t all tlus you may easily do 

When you get the white wonted at Flint's. 

1 send, in this parcel, from Bet, 

An old spelling-book to be bound, 
A eomelian broach to be set. 

And some razors of pa's to be ground. 
dear, what a memoiy have I ! 

Notwithstanding all Deborah's hints, 
IVe foc|otten to tell you to buy 

A skew of white worsted from Flint's. 



YOUR FROWNS, TOO SURE, WOULD 
BREAK MY SINKING HEART. 

SiRCB then I'm doom*d this sad reverse to prove. 
To quit each object of my intent care ; 

foca £om an honoured parent's tender love. 
And driven the keenest storms of tate to bear : 

Ah ! but foigive me, pitied let me part. 

Your frowns, too sure, would break my sinking 
heart. 

Where'er I so, whate'er my lowly state. 
Yet nateral mem'ry still shall finger here , 

And wnen, pei^ps, you're musing o'er my fate, 
Yoa still ma^ greet me with a tender tear : 

Ah ! then forgive me, pitied let me part, 
Yo«r frowns, too sure, would break my sinking 
heart. 

WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE DO WI' 
AN AULD MAN? 

(Bums.) 

What can a yonng lassie, what shall a young 
lassie. 
What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man ? 
Bad luck on the pennie that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jennv for siller an' Ian' ! 

Bad luck on the pennie, &c. 

He's always compleenin' frae momin' to e'enin'. 
He hosts and he hirples the weary day lang ; 

He's doylt and he's dozin', his blude it is frozen, 
O, dieary's th«* night «ri' a crazy auld man ! 
He s doylt and he's dosin', &c« 



He hums and he hankers, he frets and be ainkcn« 
I never can please him, do a' that I can ; 

He's peevish and jealous of a' the young feDows, 
O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man ! 
He's peevish and jealous, &c. 



My auld auntie Katie upon me takes pity, 
III do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 
111 cross him, and wrack him, until 1 heart-break 
him. 
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan. 
Ill cross him, and wratk him, &c. 



'TIS A FOLLY TO TALK OF UFE'S 
TROUBLES. 

Air—" Away w«<A tkispomtimg amd 8ttdme$B. 

'TIS a foUy to Ulk of life's troubles. 

There are always two sides of the way. 
And if one is in shade, the chance doubles 

That t'other is cheerful and gay. 
We know it looks sad to be sighing. 

Yet there's good in it Wisdom decides. 
For the man, who with pief thinks he's dying. 

With laughter will ne>r crack his sides. 

To be without hands, though no blessing. 

Has some good, as economv j>roves. 
For, though awkward we find it when dressing; 

We can ne'er be in want of new gloves ; 
The man without legs, though queer ulking. 

Will ne'er break his shins it is plain ; 
And the man who's no feet to p walking 

Wo'n't be troubled with chilblains again. 

If a man all his teeth chance to lack. 

He is sure they can give him no pain 
And if a man has no coat to his back. 

Why, he's sure it wo'n't spoil in the rain. 
If a man has no money to mind 

He may save the expense of a purse ; 
And if a man's perfectly blind. 

Why, he's sure his sight cannot grow worse. 

If a man's but one shirt at the most 

He's no trouble to think which he'll use ; 
And if he's its deaf as a post. 

Why, he'll never hear unwelcome new« 
If light-headed, why still jron'rc all right. 

For there's comfort to think it an't madne»!« ; 
And if a man's drunk day and night. 

Why, it's clear he can t feel sober sadness. 

If but little your own you can call. 

It's quite certain much you cannot pay. 
And if you've got nothing at all. 

Why, you're sure they can't take it away. 
Strange stories may find few npholden. 

But one thing youll grant wnich is that 
If a man has no head on his shoulders. 

Hell ne'er know the want of a hat. 



THE DEVIL TAKE HIM WHO WOULD 
OFFER HER HARM. 

(Colman.) 

A POND husband will, after a conjugal strife. 
Kiss, forgive ,weep, and fall on the neck of his wife. 
But Abomelique's wife other conduct may dread. 
When he falls on her neck, 'tis to cut off ner head. 

How many there are, when a wife plays the fool. 
Will argue the point with her, calmly and cool ; 
The bashaw, who don't relish debates of this sort. 
Cuts the woman, as well as the argument, short. 

But, whatever her errors, 'tis mighty unfair 
To cut off her head, just as if 'twere all hair ; 
For this truth is maintained by philosophers still. 
That the hair grows again, but the nead never 
will. 



lfNl»Blt3AI< 80NGSTKR; 
w bu«(i, (Dm he i> moil buc, 



B« unik* ni^t the aulin of d 
Aad the the ditTil Ulw bin who 



H1J8H! TWO BUTA 8:IUVBN1R. 

We know thne uoubadoun, 

Whl liink ihrmKlvM H wi« ; 
Thry .« H» (.ithl™ w».n 

TUeir ftnoat to endcu, ' 

Abl oBce they oHd ■□eh uu ; 
ty "my of mnvenir, 

Mot 1 word— thit you've betid 
For thcH men — now ud then 

OTCchfir. 



They fled uid wftndered herOj 
Porjiielfai el «>th tow. 

Wad pooUh them jnit now. 



With 1 well-powdenil DipprT. 
Quit« brim-fDil of pride ud frivolity. 
Whet KTYice Tie Hrn. 



When fcotmui 

1 a lady of rank and qaa 

Twenty bead*, fifty bi 

To obey hrr cominand 



n.i.plK 



rdi wrre miiplaced 
ig u my arm. 
Ii wu from Lady Hmd'ye 
and ran lhiu:_Hale r" 
rahip, tell her that a eerti 

in a particular lobjece tli 
in^ a private affair of La 
rid Imowa. So, ai I ii 
■ •ylUbleortwo, I loat > 



lUKKUM Uf MIRTH 
SPOKIN, adtiiihaK.'J One 



miitreu, *' Martin, h 



»n.lBC, 

ikfait. afl 

in Hyde- Parit— yon b 



only Gfly eardt to drlirrr Ihii mnmint, » yon 
itep to die library, (or Miu Fliniiry'aiieit BO 

ud bnpeak two calumni and a half for my rani 
Thurklay— tben rail for the pnlTt at the pai 
eook'a— lake a from box ai the thratn-. When 
> over, I ihall go to L:idy Dasbrr'i nul, 
the evpninz at the Uooounblg Hia. Ch 



Such aervice I've aeen 

When footman I've bi 

To a lady of rank and qiia! 

With cardi. vUil, am 

Dining home, dining 

Lap-dogi and beam all tri 

So the footmin ii blea 
Of a lady of rank and qua! 



For though your 
Your charm.. 

Toyouno«,ul.l 
No itruiger ofler 



II the aged yon'U meet, 
■le young, 
m that yon have Uc«t 



iSer wrong, 
ill the aged yc 



GllNTLE LOVE SHALL SB OQR 80Ni 

(E.M.) 
Fairest maiden, ope thine eye*, 



Through yon ijlent, peaceful, grove) 
Thither, at we lUiy aloi^. 



Or to yonder limpid brook. 
That I on thy charmi may look ; 
Rlie, 'neath yonder ipreading yc 
All thy gncei I will view ; 
Whilat genial pleuurei round u* ' 
Gentle bve nhill be oiu long. 
Through the eloudi the moon dot) 
Maiden, riie, ita joyt partake j 
Maiden, by yon moon 1 iwear 
I will CTerlove thee dear; 
Bi yon iwinklinc atari thai ihine, 
[•wear that! .^ wholly thine; 



Then 






nthyct 



Cheer ihini 

At thy window, tweet, appear. 

See thy faithful lover here ; 
Dearen maiden, Fnim above. 
Charm me with thy looki ol love, 
Whiltl; 







Air-" 7**BJJ OniJom-'MC.Dibdin.) 

Trma-g T<e<u. 
Am! u mmUat L-api and JwimH he'd k migb 

Wilb hi* tmpt *i<d ilkwii. and /jl'inf lutidt. 1 
jai»r. (Dil ^mp, long fArmd. I'ld nEedle 



in<li bit Im, uid iW. uul lapMuM. loo, 

n*rf, grmdm^-ttrap. a**l Aonir^w, 
O, he InwJ^ llii* potlry-took, too, and ( 



Wm like ihFiliiMby in ibe lalc. 

With li« ll«inp» »nd d«rM. Miil aj^pb-w 
ign, rri/lii. durrn-hrimis ; 
,.0, iJm knew mil wliidj lo rhooM. tor ihf 
I tksm both tilt duuly '. 



lib bii poitc and n-ai, and iiiiwUr 1^, vliil* 

hnih the KFUndi laugh and honl hiiu ; ^ 

', he siiick/uM m a hn^. and rmmJ led nn , 

Whack f»l«™. It 
row all yr mmlrni htna, nho'd JOM ci^iL a 
(rom (right. 

Vith your iiinn, and iword*. uid ^atbig wocdi, 

thai od ••!*k •lomachi camr lo clevei. 
), Ihrg-UbitidileiHAI'it ftact, ami JM miijr < 

" Whack falare, le 



OH, YES, DEAR LOVB, SO TENOEKI.r, J 



So blindly I tdan ibi 
--- - - -- iallh, (ani 






.h^ ihouKhl 

Wbark lalaic, . 
• niali (oujlit— ihrif aecoodi chanjid Lhtiipii- 

mHi TwiT't with mufi-baBi, and fiillu Baii'i 

wilh«-" • 



r, priminiL, and iheir pacrVc 
Tbavfll ibeyMcmiragv inib£irhea[t*,lhry'd diab- 



Fadc, iroilbleai 
Thrnuh Mhvr braulln nell 

Wiih lanEoid rya I viex 
All fonnn^yi have ««)- 

Time «aa, Ihe chinu of pfnnp and p< 

Time «•, the baulp'i thrillinE hnu 
And Viclory'i unalha could plcai 

Bui, oh! dear love, lo tenderly-^ 
So bliadly r adoie thee ; 

Daminiao. wealth, fame, vinoiy. 
Fadi, worthliaa, now bcfoH ibM 



Whack falate. &c. 



M2 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 



BEN AND SALLY. 

(Upton.) 

The waves were bushed, the sky lerene. 

When failing on the main, 
Ben, from the maintop, viewed the scene. 

And suns, in tender strain ; — 
" Dear Sail, this picture round my neck. 

Which bears thy likeness true. 
Shall e'er my faithful bosom deck. 

Which throbs for only yon. 



The ntght was still, when last on shore 

We took a parting kiss. 
And warm the vows each other swore 

To meet again in bliss : 
A token then my Sally gave, 

Tis this, which now I view. 
And in my heart shall ever live. 

Which throbs for only you. 

Sweet Sail, wherever you may rove. 

Think, kindly think, on me. 
And this dear semblance of my love 

Shall prove I doat on thee : 
Wherever bound, by night or day. 

Still, as the needle true, 
MybeatiuE heart shall never stray. 

Which throbs for only you." 



J£ NE SCAI QUOI! 

( Dimond. ) 

^IVE me the dear little creatures. 

Be they brown, freckled, or fair. 
It isn't the form or the features 
That alone eive of beauty the air. ^ 

Only let me eye speak, 

SmUes dimple the cheek. 
And the tongue prattle good humour's law, 

A manner bewitching. 

And softness enriching, 
O ! beau^ is — Je ne toai quoi ! 

When young, I was ever gallanting. 
Girls simpered wherever I came. 
Coquetting, and ogling, and flaunting. 
To trap me was ever their aim ; 
But a maxim with me 
Was still to be free. 
For married folks oft clapper daw. 
Sweetly courtship is carried, 
But when they are married. 
They fight for the Je ne totU quoi ! 

But bachelors, most people scold 'em. 

For women are sweet'ners of life. 
And as happy I can't live without 'em, 
I've a month's mind to get me a wife ; 

But, though silvered my head. 

If ever I wed, 
111 have a tit-bit by the law ; 

But if I've a ducken, 

Wo'n't foxes come picking ? 
And I feel very — Je ne aeai quoi ! 



^^^^■^0^* 



flUSHED BE YOUR CARES IN SLEEP. 

Air—'' If ihtte a Heart that neeer loeed," 

(Miss Cole.) 

Soft downy sleep ! oh, sooth the soul 

That prays to thee for rest ! 
And whisper other nymphs have charms 

To make a lover blest! 
Oh ! may they never dream of love. 

When doomed to hope in vain ; 
But let the mind soar tar above. 

And treat it with disdain. 



But least some tender thought should rise 

For her you did adore. 
And, in a fancied agony. 

You still might suffer more ! 
Ah ! sink in ease your restless frame, 

VHiile silent moments creep ; 
And, undisturbed with anxious dream. 

Hushed be your cares in sleep ! 



THE JOYS OF DRINKING. 
(Hudson.) 

Oh, the joys of drinking! 

When the sparklins glass 
Makes us bid farewell to thinking. 

And proves each man an ass. 
^Tis pleasure calls — the sparkling wine 

Invites us to partake. 
See mirth and jollity combine. 

And laughter makes us shake. 

Spokbn.I Gentlemen, charge your glasses; 
' The King."^ — I say, Tom, did I tell you what at 
excellent thiiu; I said at our Punch-Club? — No.— - 
111 tell you ; I did not go till late, but that's not 
to the purpose. — No ; nor nothing else you say can 
be to the purpose. — ^Nay, 111 convince you ; when 
I entered the room, I heard the President say, 
' Charge your glasses.' — Now observe — the Presi- 
dent, when they were all fil.ed, called the land- 
lord; ' Come, landlord, charge your glass.' — I 
directly repli^ — now mark — ' Mr. President, 1 
dare say the landlord will charge enough for the 
liquor, without charging the glass!' — Now, what 
d'ye think ? Wasn't it an excellent thing ?— Why, 
it was pretty well for you. — Come, gents, in the 
comer, I can't think how you can sit there, talk, 
talk, talk, as you do ; for my part, I love peace 
and quietness, and hate a talkative man. Now I 
never say a word to any one ; all my friends say 
what a quiet man I am. It is a wonder to get 
more than yes or no from me. I never open my 
mouth without occasion, and to convince you of it, 
111 tell you a story : — You must know there was — 
Silence!— Sir, I was only observing what a very 

Juiet man I am, sir. — Silence !— Song from the 
^resident. — Gentlemen, I can't sing, but I'll try, 
hem, hem — 

Old wine and young women are all my delight. 
So III drink and I'U kiss all the day and the nighl ; 
To life one and t'other they give such a zest, 
I scarcely can tell you which 'tis I love best. 
Without them I could not be happy a day. 
But with wine I'm content when my fair one's 

away; 
So push roimd the glasses all yon who incline. 
And drink to my toast, here^ young women, old 

wine. 

Spoken.] Bravo! very good! excellent! This 
is the feast of reason in a flowing bowl, (as the 
poet says,) 'tis an excellent toast. — Here's old 
women and young wine! — Ha, ha, ha. — I say. 
Bill, there's nothmg like drinkine, d — me, for 
making a man sleep, d — me, onW it makes us 
queer and drowsy in the morning, d — me. — I say, 
how did you feel this momii^? — O, middling; a 
cursed bad head-ache, and very queer, or else I 
was as well as ever I was in my life. — Ah, I thought 
so, d — me. — Well, Bob, was you late last night ? 
— No ; I was early ; f or I did not go home till nine 
this momins. I thought it was a pity to disturb 
my dear wife, as I was so comfortable ; you must 
know I like rational conversation, and there's 
nothing rational in my wife, for she will have ah 
die talk to herself. — Come, Mr. President, I'll give 
you a toast. Here's ' may the evening's aa'use* 
ment bear the morning's rsflectic o.' 



So pnJi niuad the ilxi^i, 

Tlim^B aolluim Burpaura 
Til. pUiiuru of drinking 
Vaw liighiamaunUlheliqaoi. icllwli 
nkt cU« gnot KniDd the quii^ker, ani 

Smel humony ii bBnishnl far, aa< 

Sc« peace ud quid tmneil Co war, iu 

Sro^eN. drwit.] Well, it does ool 
iuft lliere*! ncHliiiig like a pretty pi 
has na can lake •och plgamrB in dr 
do; '(41 a ibocking tiad habit. I 1 
pri, tai I'll gi>B yon a long ta eon 



ilgnify UU- 
ve a pnlly 



.^ l^iliy pocotionf may tak«, 

1 -_ L... ^ l^ thy a™, wdl I rovE i 
Ad.1 I <'n\y will live— only bnalfaa far thy lake— 

Ob^ dnnk ftnm thy rya draughu of leve. 

BrOKE!!.] Bnwo'. goodl good: thank'e, lir.— 
Wd), ni take another gU«, tbonih 1 cao'l bear 
iti^BS.— Mr, Braiiu, Kill you gixi oi a idiisi?— 
Sir, nTgive ' Inconceivable cODCrptions.'— Bipla- 

t umr 'tit a eood ihinE. — Nonteiue — Sir, 'tit not 
■ououe ; I heard it ginm by a veiy elcTer fellon, 
tmi if it waa not a inod thing he iniald not livc 
■t^Mr. Bcaini. I did ibiok you had wne head- 
piK«, but. by die poven, you are m campleie a 
panpy that 1 don't know whether you are a calf or 
■ fan^Sir. Ill not be ioiulted.— No«, Tom, are 
yon ready I— Aye, come, let'i he of.— Now for half 
aa luor'a troiw.— ' Halljuut two o'clock, and a 
aWody momiDii.'— Now, Tom. I'll lay a bottle I 
kick bia laolhomlen ygidiOQlof hiihaod — Done, 
yotidon't.^'Bere eoei..— Ocb- vhat the devil arc 

CalT Ochl Hihalwhii youmean? I'vegoCyou 
, and yuuihall go to the waieb-hoiue. — Totha 
waicb-lwiue! aya, w 1 will -, for I have not seen 

ha' ™ been aliecT— May ii please ye, I was 
•atting alone quieily and peaceably, crying the 

kkkcd my laaihorQ filaw out of my fiat.— Well. 
■ir. BlutbaveyaeMloKy loihit chai^I— WJmi 
fcan I nt 10 aaj t why, he ioralted me — Inaulied 
hun) Btk, by Si. Patrick, I did not lay nothinc 
■n Ub at aU, al (U.-Sir, ho* <Sii he in«ull yoal 
— What buHBOB had he to cry the hour wbdr 1 
■■■|l«MiiH* ffrh if that') your fun, what bu-ii- 
scaahad yo* loio by while Iwai trjing the hour! 
— Wdl. ail. *bai have yon lo aay lo ihit?— 
'JSn«.f..;-Whoareyoii7 Whal'.yoiirnanie!- 
rifinf.>-Whal do you fcdlow !-< ifion^. >- 
Sr, if the wauhmao would kick hb lanthoin 
KfialDat ny toe, how the devil could 1 help itf — 
Kir, 1 can prove it, thai he kicked it; and can 

(Htnf}-Oh. oh, Ihii ii a plain case— 'lit a 
■uuiake : but la there really ■> a loiall hole throngh 
Uk laalhotu, yon mutt give mo a ponnd-nole to 
caver nmi it. and I dan lay the bole will not be 
mtni bat, t^fore you go. well have a drop of 
gHf. — Well, Tom, whai lay you t— I've oo objec- 
tiott.' — I'm a tmmp. d — me, — and, though Kc're 
ia ■ w.icb-bouK, 111 tin;, 

8» ptiih round Itie {{laisci. Iu. 



Nirhtiogalv'f ..., 

It ii the hour when lovi 
Sound iwret in every whitpered word. 

Make moaie to the lonely oar. 
Each Barer the dew> hare lightly wel. 
And in (he sky the ■tats are met. 

And on the leaf a browner hue. 

So loftly dark and darkly pure. 
That fnllowa the decline of day. 
A( twilight melu beneath the moon away. 

MASTER ROONBV OF DALLIVAFAD. 
Ait—" Paidg O'CamU." 

Wo managed lo 'keep cj ' ' ' 



Wai thipwrecked, and murdered, add » 

Over mouDuiiu and riven was peltrd to i 
And mel on dry land with a watcly gra' 

And whisky and mammsramake myhean giad^ ,1 
To aweet-flowing Liffey, I'm off in n jiBey, ' 

With B whack for old Ireland and Balliaarad. 
Fn>m thii cuned iiation, to that blcawd lutioa. 

Again Mailer Rooney ihall viiit your abore. 
Where I'll flourish to gaily my .pric of .helleUrh, 

Long life 10 old Nadab of Gieat Moiadon, 
then all my coa.ini will run out by doieni. 

And out too will hobble old mammy and dad. 
At dinner they II ireat oi with mealy poUtoca. 

And whiiky diiliiled al fweii Ballinafad. 
My Portujueae heanly, her akin rather aonty. 



yPoftu^-.- _- .,. 

n'ilh fun and Candai^ will join in our jiga. 

My datllDE, aaya I, 'lit a litter of pip. ■ 

Then the girli all » taper will congee and capary ] 



And 
While 


dance all 
the belli i 
iBooney 


around ai if ti.ey * 


remiS:- 


HEART AND HAND FN SUPPORT OF 




. 


ir-" Poor Ja^k." 




LETF 

Ye. 
Then 


what Iri. 
e Druids 
(■U prove 

the Sola 


bo«« of their early g-rt fame. 1 
. Iheir lodge. l,.ve.>«od. 1 
b«« how ii«i™tiheir name. 1 
Odd-fellowiaiEond. J 
and the Bueka with their |»gra4| 


For in honour and lams Ihey Mill lead Ow way. 

Aa in hiatory't no* lo be »en. 
So then let Odd-rellcM u ninb now incliM, 

Al our plnn ii id drive awiy care. 
Come, biolheia, oniti and cheerful condrtna 

Heart and hand in anpixin uf the eha r. 
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That Adam waa odd, yoa all will agree. 
At he knew not the day of hU birth ; 

in the garden of Paradise placed waa he. 
His companions the fruit of the earth. 

Happy Adam had been if odd he'd remained. 
For while an Odd-fellow was he. 

Nought but happiness knew till a helpmate was 
found. 
And deceived by the fruit of the tree. 

Thus I prove father Adam our patron to be. 
And while odd that he never knew care, 
et I bow with respect to the virtuous and good. 
Heart and hand m support of the fair. 

hakspeare an Odd-fellow was has clearly been 
proved, 

Por his equal has never been found, 
Garrick an odd-fellow was, bv all sects beloved. 

As his talents, sirs, never knew bound ; 
Great Nelson was odd in his fighting at sea, 

Por his country he died as he lived. 
His glory untarnished, his principles free. 

His mcm'ry cherished ana loved ; 
(Come join, brothers all, — in a hamper well give 

The navy, and success to the fair! 
And may all worthy fellows still die but to live. 

Here's the king, and support to the chair ! 

The world it is odd, and old Time, as he flies. 

Is keeping an odd sort of date ; 
Then remember to act both merry and wise. 

And be even with justice and fate. 
1 et our actions still prove the mind of the man> 

Though odd in our manners we be ; 
To repel all invaders, still be it our plan, 

Wmle our tars reign lords of the sea ; 
May Health still attend our father, the King, 

May you and I banish old Care ; 
Whilst, united and firm, we cheerfully sing — 

Heart and hand, in support of the chair. 



MISS WIGLEY AND DEPUTY DENT. 

(Dibdin.) 

Miss WiGLEY her lovers called first of the fair; 

The pride of her heart was called Deputy Dent ; 
She admired his sound teeth, he her fine head of 
hair. 

He talk'd about marriage — ^she gave her consent. 

It happened, unluckily, both in a breath 
Made a vow, sober, serious, without fun or g^g : 

She never to marry a man with false teeCh, 
And he any woman that sported a wig. 

Now Miss Wigley a fever had had in her vouth 
That completely had left her dear head without 
hair; 
And a fall from a horse had dislodg'd every tooth 
Of poor Deputy Dent, that his jaws were qiiite 
Dare. 

One day at her toilette, he knock'd at the door. 
She, bare-headed, cried, * Betty, well here's a 
fine rig; 
What to do,^ cried Miss Wigley, < I don't know, 
I am sure; 
He must not, at all events, find out the wig. 

Bless my soul, is there nothing! lud, what shall 
we do? 

I have it — a good thought — 1 don't care a pin ;' 
So under the toilette her caxon she threw. 

And manfully cried out, * Sir, you may come in.' 

He started, drew back, gave a kind of a hoot ! 

Did fond lover e'er such an accident twigt 
She bridled and curtsied, as bald as a coot. 

In hmr flatter fofgetUng her head had no wig. 



With gravity he was no longer endu'd ; 

His risible muscles unmasterable grew ; 
And while a loud volley of laughter ensued. 

His jaws he so stretch'd that out every toolb 
flew. 

Distress on distress! what will these lovers do? 
Though neither could laugh, they both relish *d 
che rig ; 
And, somewhat consoled, while each vowed to be 
tiue. 
She picked up his teeth, and he searched for 
her wig. 

'TWAS NA HER BONNIE BLUE EE WAS 

MY RUIN. 

Air— «' Laddie, tte iwar iiw."— (Bums.) 

'TWAS na her bonnie blue ee was my ruin ; 
Pair tho' she be, that was ne'er my undoing : 
'Twas the dear smile when naebody did mind us, 
'Twas the bewitching, sweet, stown glance o' 
kindness. 

Sair do I fear titat to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me ! 
But tho' fell fortune should fate us to sever. 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, I'm thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And Uiou hast plighted me love o' the dearest 
And thou'rt the angel that never can alter. 
Sooner the sun in ms motion would falter. 



AND LIVE IN LOVE, LAUGHTER, AND 

SONG. 

Air— <' A Bumper at parting "—{W, L. Rede.) 

My Panny, I love thee, when amili.ig. 

Love lights up his fire in your eyes ; 
You never was bom for beguiling. 

With sickening sorrow and sighs. 
If weeping foreruns love's caresses. 

With such pleasures I've nothing to d > ; 
Por she, who will weep ere she blesses. 

Perhaps may weep afterwards too. 
But my maxim is joy to the joyous. 

But never buy pleasure with pain. 
In life's path, if we've thorns to annoy us. 

Why scatter with roses the plain. 

The girl, whose lips beaming with nectar. 

Was sent as a blessing below : 
But vain are the charms which have deck'd be. 

If giv'n to illuminate woe. 
Prom rapture a gleam let us borrow ; 

Lay thinking and care on the shelf ; 
Por why should we search after sorro^r. 

Which comes fast enough of itself. 

Then my maxim, &c. 

They may talk about hues and complexions. 

Of some obdurate exquisite she ; 
If she will not return your affections. 

What matters how beauteous she be ! 
We all of us long to be happy. 

And cannot be happy too long. 
Then momenu of bUss let us snap ye. 

And live in love, laughter, and soi^;. 

Thus my maxim, &c. 

King Solomon lov'd the dear lasses ; 

His wisdom in Greece Solon showM ; 
His code was " wit, women, and glaases,"— 

In our glasses then pledged be his code. 
Pill it up, fill it high ; see 'tis glowing. 

As bright as the eyes we adore : 
With hearts and with gobleU o'erflowing. 

What moxtal need languish for more. 

Thus my maxim, &c. 



UNIVERSAL SONG 



•TES| 



Everj 
There, hcntnlli 8tU«'. iiur 
Even Vice govt to ichrwl. 
Aod FdIIt get* IiugLed oat of 
SroKKN.I Pgn honour! Of libi 

ntble; ud il'> eictiHivetymom^i _ 
aaii aeo one'i ieLriinfhed U by proty, — Wfay • pray , 
1 yoni otriniao of * good pliyT— A good 
' ,— Tme, *ii ' " " 






»ir, ithu'i yoni otriniao 
piny, lir ? look U (he u 



OR, MUHELMOP MIHTU. 

TDes be xun. Cii mi J ' fJ/wr, 

Every Hmg rbnogb ma open euotiof ' 

SpoxE>,] Well, iftei all, D<xt>ir. lu 

than a good Kmg.— No, an! iban I % 

- 1 difbi with too, (at ■ nod aon^i MHr 

-" ' by d» nranr rf «- 

II OK it.~'Wel1, M \b HKdnl 



—Bleu me ' 

dawn VolBLall, maim: he ( a uilor 

...^ . imnelf^ Liiwk. air, if yon .r-ii'l KBdioj 

ir bill iipude down !— Nevniuind that, my lurn, 

Burc. and rloa't yon aee the eenilsmaD'i left- 

handed! — When ihrni'* any thing mnh noilee. 

I ciin*t He through yo[Lrbac1:.'^Pniy,ur, can you 
tell me whu Ihe nanE of the play may be? — Eye 
IpHAigh, I ihould IhinlE. mirm, by tbe quiajng- 
glaou.— Well, [do dole opan uniim^nii then 
warn aa emphmiii I — Augh ! I wiih the pantomiine 
woald bueio! tbai'a what I e«oo here tot. — Well, 
air, now do you know 1 like them all. tniedy, 
vmedy, opera, £arce, and melo-drameH,— Uodem 
taale euBCIIy, mana; like a mlma^odi, some- 
thing of all loiti. 

For, mixed si the piny. 
Comic, lad, mw, «ndgBj. 
Hinh, metre, muTbaimooy miu^ie. 
Let dull tragedy n^ 
Forherhouronllieamge. 
Throueb hvr atu all her mytierics keeping ; 
Till their grief* at a cloiD, 
Cunaln'i (all endi Iheir woe*. 
And the Udie> bright eyei leave olf weeping. 
SpoSEH.] Veil. 1 lovoB lommit deep, lummat 
to oy obnii'.— What da you think of ■ dwng ipnvA, 
Burtn ?— Non»nie, I means a deep play ; about 
lowg ud murder. — Tlwi't no play si all — Deary 

me. air, you're quite Kent Not quite, miu; I 

iritli I wu. Doyouever cry at a trBgedy, Mn. 
«riikel?— Cry< all! my (eori would £ll~I wi.h 
hoie bnx fi'en immldfili ! — I don't know what your 
«ar» might Gil, marm, hut you take room enonpli 
■rilh your (jw.— Uleis me '. how iharp «me people 

hutbuid wiQ Hvb you abaitima — Prnv. air, what 
do you think of the g»U [ighU?— Why reallv. 

before'.— But auppOM Ihey shonld aSgteul, air. 
— Thal'llha dark aide of^the queilion, crnainly, 
marm; but then we mn^t do the lame, I iiippoK, 
•nd all go imt loo .'—Did you ever tee JTins ieor. 
Xiu?— Don't l«r at nie.fellgw ; what d'ye mean 1 
— Why, il'a so diamal I'm quite out of ■pirili. — 
Upon my honour, and I'm quite out of joint, 
for thii Un^ lusty lady hai been Do my back the 



genOcmen H«n my 
IhB«not the pie 

play Madame, I 

your ViUiam oS d 
Monsieur, aare, I 



opende,! 

(hal?~J 



ItrllndTm, 



lad, grave, nnd gny, 
c, uul hacmooy miugl 



leave to difbr with too 
(Aoii hmU^.— Sir, I B 



>e (he pig>. III a 



monlh-ornn, I aappate. by lh> Mr'* 
- il'a like ihe pilloiy. it Ian hold of Mk 



ey — A 



nud Vernon, and totuWaiknl— Ah! heualta 
Walker I- You arem lo make him 
— Handel, sir 1 he was nutbins to 
postr.-Whu! Docior Blow. I tbould 
hv your pniRDg — Wril. give »e utii 

iogttlenl. modem 1*1 riki.— Why, toa laia* 



tell till itt firriabcd, 
-J«iWef«. .ir, I 
murmF why. if it' 






golsUlkU/nrtialnadv, aVi.— Can ni 
me, air, ietbie ji tragedy, or a evened}* 
F— Why. mlly.maiB. li 
for it's Venriwyinni ■■ un" 
nay what's ihatT — IMM 
tmuMlma, howciB Itelljal 
—Silence, Ihal's Cmm. r^ 
;. don't hart M.— Humpli ' )!■ 
•rem <o be in h^h gitt with your naiAi — 
But, talking of Diune. til, bow do yw lita 
En^iah lingou I— Very oiueb indeed, narm, >•- 
csus* I ihi^ that every endeavour lo ntppen ••■ 
tiVF genius deserVFi pauvnage, and I see 
son to send abtoid Cor forrien lalnit, < 
have lo much real ability nrglreled al ll 
love my countij', marm, I love my (riena 

All mixed Bl the play. 
Comic, tad. rbte. and ^y. 
Mirth, metre, and nnrmony mtrigle. 



WHAT CAN MAN WITH WOMJK POt 

Air—" Wliatttm Wtoiit», patt Tlaig.itr' 

(Tapsell.) 

Bol pv'ij wily art pumie ^^ 

Till she her hean mrTendtvi _H 

Maidens fair then be not toy, ^M 

Yield to Love'i penuasioa, ^^H 

Dies* each «ighing eAiauni 1m7> ^^M 

Tbai wool siiKen in seasoa. /.JB 

With ■ bl lal lal la. &I WW* 



Heed them not, for oft Ihrfoaelm 

Old maids are railing ever ; 
'Cause, forsooth, they ne'er enjiy'd 

Love's sweet power so pleasing 1 
And Cupid's aelf is Mwnen d^^ 

Ol Ihose wha're alvan tealLU. 

With tbeirfolUI 111 b.*^ 
Sure beauty, with good aenae eorfit* 

^--lD no longer tarty : 

-1 the lime, if so incUaM. 



Say obey- 



; lovely gul 
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THE JEW BROKER. 

Jr— <« Ym Soampt, y Padi, y» Dicers." 

siSy undenrritersy ye tribe of pen and ink. 
Who in our Alley take yonr tea, and sweetest cof- 
lee drink. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

Battfiag up your yellow-boys, come hither at my 

call, 
^m iMiyer and I'm teller, and I can serve you all. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

1^ bolls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all the 

waddling crew, 
M It was not for us Snumches I don't know what 

you'd do. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

Ife'er yon want securities, 'tis we dat find good 

bail. 
Oar friends have got the tarnish, but den they 
sometimes fail. 

With their fal lal dc ral, &c. 

If noUemen have loct race-horse, and all their 

money spent, 
Mj heart it melts, I draw the xwund, and lend it 

— cent, per cent. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

Bat if a life you would insure that's old and crazy 

grown. 
Da ways and means III let you know to get the 

posiness done. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

Ye captains, and ye colonels, ye jointured widows 

aU, 
To little Isaac come when your stock begins to fall. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

1*11 put you in a method once more to raise the 

cash; 
111 buy into your sinking-funds— dat you may cut 

a flash. 

With your fal lal de ral, &c. 

Te panons with good livings, ye courtiers with 

good place. 
Advice 111 give you cratis, and think upon your 

case. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

If there is poshibility, for you 111 raise the dust. 
Bat den you must excuse me if I sarve my own 
self first. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

I give advice to every tribe but physic and the 

law J 
But they outwit the Jews themselves, for bills at 

sight they draw. 

With my fal lal de ral, &c. 

We, when we lend our monies, run some risk, 

though 'tis small. 
But they take all de monies, and run no risk at all. 

With my lal lal de ral, ice. 
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THEN, SWEET LOVE, I THOUGHT ON 

THEE. 

(Ryan.) 

Oft, o'er the dark and gloomy sea, 
I've silent watch'd from waves afar. 

Rising in cloudless majesty. 
The morning's bright and glorious star ; 

And then, sweet love, I thought on thee. 
For, ere my youthful dream was gone. 
Thou wert the beam that often on 
My life's dark waves had shone upon ; 

Tbott wert mom's star of hope to me. 



Oft have I seen the pale moon flee 
From clouds that half obsc.ur'd her light. 

And sink, so slow and languidly. 
Into the arms of ^thiop night ; 

And then, sweet love, I thought on thee. 
When to this bosom fondly prest. 
So oft in storms, your place of rest. 
In anguish, drooping o cr my breast. 

You breathed yoiur last fareweH to me. 



TOM TRUELOVE'S KNELL. 
(Dibdin.) 

Tom Truelove woo'd the sweetest fair 

That e'er to tar was kind ; 
Her face was of a beauty rare. 

More beautiful her mind. 
His messmates heard, while with delight 

He nam'd her for his bridr. 
A sail appear *d — ah, fatal sight ! 

For grief hLs love had died. 
Must I, CTied he, those charms resign, 

I lov^d so dear, so well : 
Would they had toll'd, instead of thine, 

Tom Truelove's knell. 

Break, heart, at once, and there's an end . 

Thou all that heav'n could give *, — 
But hold ! I have a noble friend. 

Yet, yet for him I'll live. 
Fortune, who all her baleful spite 

Not yet on Tom had try*d. 
Sent news, one rough tempestuous night. 

That his dear friend had died : — 
And thou, too, must I thee resign. 

Who honour lov'd so well ? 
Would they had toll'd, instead of thine, 

Tom Truelove's knell. 

Enough, enough, a salt-sea wave 

A healing balm shall bring, 
A sailor you, cried one, and brave ? 

Live still, to serve your king ! 
The moment comes, behold the foe : 

Thanks, eenerous friend, he cried ; 
The second broadside laid him low; 

He nam'd his love, and died. 
The tale in mournful accents sung. 

His friends, still sorrowing, tell 
How sad and solemn three times rung 

Tom Truelove's knell. 



DEAR, DEAR, LIBERTY! 

Ah ! what avails the glittering vest. 
Unless the form it wraps is tree ? 

For gay attire, what mortal breast 
Would barter precious liberty ? 

Dear, dear, liberty! 

With reckless heart these splendid stores 
Dispread before our feet we see ; 

Her gifts full vainly Fortune pours 
If thou art wanting — Liberty ! 

Dear, dear. Liberty* 



THE COUNTRY GABY. 

When I com'd up to Lunnun, a poor 8im|il-j 

clown, 
I rambled about through all parts of the town. 

As simple and sheepish as may be. 
Ecod ! how I stared at the chaps as they passed, I 
All wrapp'd up in cloaks — they look'd knowing an I 

And some of them jeered and they floated at I^ 
And called me a poor country gaby. 




■• ■ nfc I sd Bkc. ad ■■ M^anr H dans, 

Thn in '--^- Ifai pas ink ch^ a » bw. 
Aa<. •• W pn* -fk hoi. W« rkMol I AUI b>. 



TBB COBLEI OF FRIENDSHIP. 

A*—" ITc I jtr (k( - _^ ■>!■■ 

Omv, pHi nud llw ites, ud l« >>; for a da 

Woh joUkv n%B. u>l lalim nw >m1> -, 
Wm iJcuor'* « oncwc Ma rieb and inUimc 

Tlwa nitt hi^ /sv mi 





maddigh«; 


AodibmghTiiH 




utculiiiiriaH. 




IftoaaakwtoU 


au«ii. i-U 


munhcbnm, 
■rhik Binb if du 








And h* thai'haiigi b«l. ihii n 


;)»*iIntmloiliiD. 






uiion. andUn.- 


Kilh Ibe juia ol 


'.-cri.- 


illDa. bllD>TCup. 


iaM la .ho. J 


1 cu dnnkuid 


•i=«; 








wh.. w»ald 




Fiomihc K°lilrt 


af m<u<i>b 


p -,« Ti™ ti« 


■mg. 








FREEMASONS- FRIENDSHIP AND LOVE. 

Not ihe Aaioni of Gmtce, nor ihr drFajm of old 

Rone, 
Shall with tUwu mi.le.<I. or .[d. molcon con- 
No Peguui' wingi niy ihon (oaringi miigulde, 
AU doodi DOW diHolve, from Uic Eut beuu the 

Tmtli ili>«'in Aotj. uid w.liait [be li., 

rhf. (aEl>-cy«l luuH «»■ [Le lifht-filh the gtove 

w iih ihs HHig ef fnettttioia — of ftieaddiip, uid 



nac &a fMan Wfkt Ltvp «hu U» pmol t» 

la lapfvc pmbdc cbe ^de» vow, 

A* ttm HBS ifnragh Itw tkk* aostli Klw'' Al 

ABd riw viada ban Ibc noies lo tb> KpB 



KITTY, OF COLERAINB. 



Sun, nrf . inrh ■ pitcllrt III »'n B« < 
Tni tbc phdi of my di^iy ; O : lanitT M-CWj. 
You're «« ■! ■ plapic lolba girb oI CdlnuV- 
wu down b«idc hn, and groily did cbWe I 

Thai ftncii a mnfortune ifaoiild ^\t9 bv 

k kin iLcn I ga>o her, and, bffort I did 
She voVd for nch pleawr* >he'd bitat '» ■ 



LOVERS, HOTHBR, I'LL BAVS 'Sntt- 



The maid nplifd. your >i1l ba dOH 
Luvf n, mollisr, I'll hart nou. 
Soon Ihrir came, tbl> niiid u wh 
A youth to ^n'roui, bold, and 1n^ 
He ilolr (be baney fniio brr Up, 
A bed wbcre btei might lo " ^ 



I^X 



WuraMir ho kiu'il, mora tloK he pi 
The miulfii tmii'd, thr vouih wiu 
WImd hn TDothrr call'il her chroi, 
Ahe xp|^tfd, in TDicfi no iweoi. 
B« U nj hiuband ; ihu I've dano- 
Un^n, mothu, I'll bnYo dmu. 



MIR Mil me," uyi Rina, u kiuing and kiu'd, 

.wd>J the reclind on my brtul; 

OB*, ull tH th> DDmber, nnnl me the tilt 

tf llx nyaphi jaa hare lar'd and rareu'd." 

V ROH, 'twai only mjr fancy that rav'd, 

J* heut ai Ihe neraEnt -u free ; 

i|1l UQ ibee, my [ill. how many I've Isv'd. 

'*'"■"" imbcr tbiil fiiiiib with thee. 

twcht m> in lore he>.— I lov'd I'ike a child, 

•I Ciny eeuld fancy the rVBt- 

I laMOD of dear and mtaniurinE Ion 

,.i»™«™,f.,. 1.!.,^ 

an bad ii iy ivts very often befme, 
Bnl never ig Aurt nniil hdv I 



Pieny Martha 



Bal Manha 
While I thai 



>a> to full of re 
hoT knight of Ihe I 



righl. 



I 'My ml waa now calm, till, by Clori 

■^ AiaiB I wai tempted to rove ; 
mUCloia. 1 found, »iu » Ic-nmed in booki, 
■ n*I ilie gave toe man> logic than lave ' 
nhj lefC thu young Sap 




No lad HI 

AirnlU 

_lirt»p Hirihro' 



lo tufle neu and far : 

^Tht Etri* nould'leei, you daa't knav hoo, 
m Uogh'd and cned, and lii^h'il and died, 

■ •OD be bul, obich wai my dad, 

■ ■ lad a* any, ohf 

Id knew, lhoui;b yno ihould (o. 



ffhe 


erea 


t Wolfe died, hia 


eo,ni.,1. 


pride. 


To 




."Kt&'^t 


beat; 




Each 


dale 


■Sllill 




Ho- 


» loud, ho« loM. ha« 


.Ctone, 




With 


each 


dnim-ntick, be had ihe tii 




Th 


girl 


would leer, you 


oD't know how 


TheLr 


eyo 


would gli>ten, th 




onldU 


To 


hear 


him beat hit row 


owdow 








wed, ne'er be it % 


id. 




Bii 


Iha 


the foe 1 dare to 






With 


Wei 


mglon, old Efio'i 






To 


help 


to make chein bea 






'7 


Arth 




dunce. 




Jicl 


ed the hero of th 


»ge-, 





The Arthur of the modem , ace. 
For by the pow'n. froni Lisbon^ lowera 
Their trophiei bore to grace hit brow ; 
le made Nap prance rigbt out of France, 
With hU Eugliih, Irith, row dow dow. 



L'NDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. 

(3hak.peare.) 
UNDtS the greenwood tree. 



No euemv 

Bui winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition than. 

Seeking the food he eaU, ' 
And pleated with what he gels. 
Come hither, come hither, come hilbl 
Here ihalt we tee 
No iDeiny 
But winter and rough weather. 

THE SPORTSMAN IN STYLE. 

(Dibdm.) 

Don't yau lee that at how I'm a iportaman il 

■lylc. 

All to kickith. » >!im, and to tall '. 

Why I've KCRrch'd after game, and thai mtiny'i 

And teed do bit of nothing at iill. 
My licenie I pocketa, my pony I itridea. 
And I pelli throngh the wind ind the rain. 



To be lure. dai 
Bul daddy, wh 



id holdi by the n 
le, kickt up no lil 
-en-t it (athion < 



When at Eptom. laMEuiter, Ihcy tuni'd ool tk 1 
Hag, 

I'm the lad thai wa* roll'd in the doal ; 
Then tbey ralli me a nincom ' why over the ficld| J 

There a little beyond DuIwich-commOB, ^ 

I, a chick and ■ gooie. Iiimhled head over heetttJ 



with the dog and the gun 
a m the larder : 

ri woodcock, or liuhi 

: dined', and fed Ro> 
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Pays my landlord his thot, as I ogles his wife» 
While the daughter cries out, — Lord ! what fashion 
and life ! 

Then I buys me some game, all as homeward we 

jog. 
And when the folks ax — how I got 'em. 
Though I shootcd but once, and then kill'd the 
poor dog, 
I swears, and then stands to't I shot 'em : 
So come round me, ye sportsmen, that's smart 
and whai not. 
All stilish and cuttins a fl^sh. 
When your piece wo'n't kill game, charged with 
powder and shot. 
To bring 'em down — down with your cash ; 
And if with their jokes and their jeen folks are 

rife. 
Why, daddy, says you, en't it fashion and life ? 



COME, SHEPHERD SWAINS, THAT WONT 
TO HEAR ME SING. 

(WUbye, ie09.) 

Come, shepherd swains, that wont to hear me 
sinff! 

Now sigh and groan. 
Bead is my love, my hope, my joy, my spring ; 
Oh ! she that was your summer's queen. 

Your day s delight, 
Is gone, and will no more be seen ; 

Oh! cruel spight! 
Break all your pipes that wont to sound 

With pleasant cheer. 
And cast yourselves npon the groond, 

'To wail my dear ! 
Come, shepherd swains ! come, nymphy ! and all 
around. 

To help me cry ! 
Dead is my lovo, and, seeing sho is to* 

Lo ! now I die ! 



HODGE IN LONDON. 

(G. Higham.) 

IZB a poor country lad, yet there's no harm in 

that, 
I be just come to Lunnnn to zee what you're at ; 
But, the instant I entered thin wonderful town. 
Beheld, with amazement, a watchman knocked 

down. 

Dcrrydown, &c. 

f jumped out o' the waggon, assistance to give. 
And shall remember that day just as long as I 

live ; 
I assisted him up, wur quite getting him round. 
When a Paddy's shellelagh knocked both on the 

ground. 

Derrydown, &c. 

So I left Master Charley, and bade him good 

night. 
As I'm not over fond of a quarrel or fight ; 
Got in front of the waggon, and away we did 

spin, 
Till we arrived at the Head of the Saracen's 

Inn! 

Derrydown, &c* 

The next night, at six, I strolled off to the 

pi*y,-- 

And gave a mon sixpence to show me the way ; 
Soon arrived at the spot, paid my cash, like a 

clown. 
For when I got in, found no room to set down. 

Derry down, &c« 



Now, to tell what I seed I be quite at a loss. 
But knows there was a king in great want of a 

horse : 
In fact, he his kingdom would ha' given for one,- - 
I could ha' sent for my donkey — if iliat would ha* 

done. 

Derry down, &c. 

Next the steam puzzled I, and the drollest o£ 

men 
Swore he could hatch chickens without ever a 

hen; 
By gum if that be the plan, what a wonderful 

scheme ! 
I think next they will try to raise ckUdren by 

steam! 

Derry down, &c. 

I then went to Brixton, the tread-mill to zee. 
But hope they will ne'er make a stamper of me ; 
For, if they once stop, by my troth, it be zaid. 
They get what they don't like — that's a clout o'the 
head. 

Derry down. Sec, 

I zoon left the Mill, and wor glad to get out. 
But how bad it must be to a chap wi' the pout ; 
Ecod! um looked nation hard at my ttompers 

!M d I, — 
As much as to zay — " Perhaps, youll come and 

try." 

Derrydown, &c. 

A slippery story next spread in a trice, 

That folks may skate in all weathers without any 

ice ; 
If such be your rigs, as to skate I've a knack, 
111 just sUp on my coat, and skate all the way 

Derry down, &C 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O! 

(Bums.) 

Green grow the rashes, ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend 

Are spent amang the lasses, O ! 

There's nought but care on ev'ry han'« 

In every hour that passes, O ! 
What signifies the life o* man. 

An' 'twere na for the lasses, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! &e. 

The warly race may riches chase. 
And riches still may Ry them, O ! 

An' tho' at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy theun, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! &c. 

But gie me a canny hour nt e'en, 
My arms about my dearie, O ! 
' An' warlv cares, an warly men. 
May a gae tapsalteerie, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! &c. 

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 
Ye're nought but senseless asses, O ! 

The wisest man the warl' e'er saw 
He dearly loved the lasses, O ! 

Green grow the rashes, O ! &c. 

Auld Nature swears, the lovely dears 
Her noblest work she classes, O ! 

Her 'prentice han* she tried on man. 
And then she made the lasses, O ' 

Oreen grow the rashes, O ! &c. 



»^^4 



>ll blown Dp by »»loiir. for glory \n go, 
Buh liUn, juti lo Inuo Iidw la handler « foe ; 
If Ihet dan 'gainti old Eoglitid to lill up • pair, 
WbM > harvul of ItuIcU tbtyld nip from tUe 

Tbra, iii^l by the fair, Ibe iwaifu quickly run 
Tn hiukU the koapuck and fbouldet tlic gun ; 
And inany are ihg feaU thai the wanion du 
At a volumcer-diDnrr or a grand tpWfw. 

BroKKN.] Tell, papii, layi Hiu Sophiauha 
BqniiUpnUT, 1 can't m* »» how vy you vo'n't Ipi 
0« John bo a loldier; thi-re'* Mr. Taplub, the 
innkccucr'i un, hai only been in ibe volunts-ra a 
vei; liUle line, uid bla iweethcan trIU mo he 

mer: pno! nonwnae; no, 
It to ■ fool DOR. Ycl, my lovn, Hy> 
hi* irilc, he ii jmt al yoar (ib«w ; but why not, 
isdaed, I'm <i>ir my John hai ai pRIly a leg for 

X~ Mtiul*MM>. nacaUTvi '•mall, the undertaker, 
he»Ji the <iirj»B^-but3iii want jour children 
lobv aa ifnoranl aa yoiuirl): yon'4 never have 
kBBvn hdir to have got on if t had not ibowed yoa 
ibr way — ah I Hr. SqnlDtprcuv. if I'd a been at 
dull and »» •till at yonnelf, I doni know.— Now 
dnn'l bolhrr p^ia, mamma, becauftc I'm jutt deler- 
nined m ftpon iter! at the ne%t review, and, for 
IbU reaton, I have— bnt ben cDmet Mr. Snipred, 
the military tailor, '■ith my clothei, and you thall 
le aHrfitfljint afore you can say how oueh do 

" ' J ■o"'' "T "«» : 

ny dear hwr, jour 
—Do yon ihmk lo, 
BUunma!— I do.— Do yoo! why, Ibco — 

Wuh my head up to high, and uiy coal deck'd 

Where the ladie^, ailonbhcd, will.igh, and say 
Hew beautiful he looki, the lovclf eniifn J. 



fThefi their tountiy coonnai 

ft»y; 

la wdl-fotmed ranki tboy ai 
The crooked, the dapper. ■'- 



r, likoinfroi 
And a titilur't on the level with the j 
Spokkn.] And tben thty 



M little Sam ShotUe. ihi 



Ben Uua-per, the hruiic 



nady— clianfe! Oh, a 
with BeritaBt PaUypno 
bu riiD hi* huoM iot 
Cvergape, niind the w 
ywar comredr'a leelh wi 
tall in. I am fal" ' ' 



■- then, i» Kirwil 
icllent \ Make 



tall in. I am falhid in, <ir. Where t Why lota 
the PaddingioB-Caoal. Shoalderanut— O! ahime. 



■t ««. I'll be d — n'd if I can stand at eaie, 
yoa tn w tall and I am to thon, yoa keep tickling 
my e:ar«llh your pigtail. Shoulder unni'.— good. 
PtiBU and li«d '. — Mller. Fire !— pop. pop, pup. 
pop. Never heard a batter fire I Tve gai twenty 
nea in my coinpaiiy, ind 1 heard levrntecn of 
tbaa Hr dutinctly. What'* gone with ibe other 



S' (he back way to that houte over the way, tba 
arqnii of Granh*'* head. Mr. Matkabacli. whieb 
i* the back way to the Mat^nii of Granhv'a Head t 
Up the uape of hia neck, air, 1 ihoidd think. T» 
pnvent miichief, genileincn, unRi bagimtii. D,. 
look at the jkrul/ the kenatH The galtaotcola- 
hoiM, huving never before iniclt powder, ct 
bimKlf f 






f nnn hia M 
by throwing him— not into On 
leadi of hiavntacDUt ttoun, wba . 

Jh; cbuTch-yard might have been wilA the volooel ; 
lut no anch loai lo chivalry bo ppeord. With tha 
-aceptioD of giving Bill Alum a black rye with the 
point of hi* hoot, and tearing Corporal Prihble** 
ihirt-ftill with hi* >pnr, all wa* m jlufti jw. Ui^lOt 
■here"* Mr. Alamode goingf He my* be tii^a\ 
itop any longer— he'* atfronled j— he lay* Kr. I 
Sponge, the baker. Bred olT u close to hia «U"] 
■ ■ ■ Inged off helE hit whh ' ~. ■ ■ 



10 the hoi 
Thelc appetites 



heuea with fiiignet of the field, 
ible hit knife lo wield, 
ly appeBr*^and they ail le 



bat ihoy did on ibe paatty, the pudding*, and 

liat the landlord brought X bill which ailoniihcd 

LI to wonderful a havDC by a cotpi to amall. 
Spoken.] Aye; and, a* I wnt tnying, ilie Um 

ampaiga that i terved — Where wai liial, c<ilone 
'hat! in Hungerfordih' 



for the pulilic good : . 
nothing far hit coun' 
attack thevia^of thi 



(on* of Uial bi'ef. Perhapa, lit, 
tianding a little ifrajjfi thol. Not 
beioie r«il down opposite to the 
itgiblelplo. You are nut going 
Yea, indeed, but I mutt though. 
, I CUU.01 he^ J-™, off. Non- 
, men, yau are not primed yet. Silence for 
ilonel's loaal. Well, genilemen, ai you in- 

t world." Bravo! Nwl ihall go. Oh. 



', heinE fnrfftf, 



I, ril endeavour lo ail 



Pethap* yoQ linx proteiaionally. colonel. Shanw, 
thanie, ioterruplion ! mutiny ! pnniBh him- What 
punishmeDt shall he undergo T What, why h* 
ahall 

Eit like an alderman, and drink huua 
To the Volunteer eiwjii and reviewing-day. 
Conl'uiion to all foe* — whenaoe'er Ibey attack. 
For it we lead OM b«Uie«, wall oevee lutn <m 



L-MV£KSAI. SONf^STERi OR. IH'SRUH 09 MtKnt 

"Hm ihad* pcvB, iht lib P*I< 
Ot nvBB iron tbK ddO J 

Ami ibn wril faM«u&h 'i 
Whilr pnlrirn ihbiuI at taj 



KORGBT ME NOT— FORflET MK KOTl 

(T. K,Hervrj,.) 
K'mnET mo boI— fonei me boI, 
Uul IM thftt liUle Hmpir '- 



Dpis Aowra 



Who1<nHlUi»iBlire-*,_ 
Wbm htikru und hope* wrc h«lluwe<l Ibuiga, 

En Olaiani brake tb« lyre *hc hrougbt ; 
TJi<'ii, oh '. "hen ihiirerrd ill lu nriagi, 

PiufM EBC not— lintBi lue not '■ 
W* mM, an ytXIht world hud come 

Tn wiiber up thf iptingi of yiiuUi ; 
Amid ibe holy-joyi -■ ■■ 



And in Lhe Dm wirtn 



I 



01." b) 

Thji 



Hiieil lu be (i 



miul wiiUb IhoB Sovreti fade. 



I when Bowenandfricndilie 

e*D ernbklm them in decay : 
rfagu Ihjr iplril iiKbt along 



A BRIDAL WREATH WE TWISB FOK 

THEK. 
(TnniUied from Welier, by W. Margrrgot 
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ANSWER TO MY NATIVE HIGHLAND 

UOMl!. 

(E. M.) 

1 highland col, where tempeiu toai, 

lad noOtem bla^t. cnnwnil, 

Thjbrookj and brae, are whitened o'«. 

While gliiuting (now* 4e»cend ; 
Yet, Heniy, deareil al my heart. 
I'll gladly with thee njvc, 
tr highland bill, nr I. wlanJ pari. 
ThnHgh deaen, or tlih'ugb grove. 

Then we will go <o Hcalland. deu, 

CoDteni thall bleii> our humble cheer 

Within our highland home. 
Wh.'n .umtoer cmn«. along the vale, 
We"l) pluck the •weel blue bell. 



MY HEART. LOVELY ROSA, WAS FORITO 

BUT FOR voir. 

(W. H. Ireland.) 

Do nol my ev«, when I gur on rub fmaR. 

Eipiru all the lianipon thai rrigni IB By Hal' 

CRaled by Heairen each thaughl to cnnlnl 

..I. _-„ *«•* 

■ ofbto' 
u'd hi'yoDil BMaauti 



NEPTUNE. WBEN FIRST HE TOdi 
CHARGE OF THE SEA. 
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Derty down, tc 
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tta 



Amdwhtmhb'd (Ot tipij, would kare taken his 

nap 
With doobte tha pleatun in Tketit's lap. 

Deny down, &c 

By the tone d his raja, and thai heated with 



how gtoriooslT Phcehns would ahine ; 
What TMt exudation he'd draw up on high. 
To nlie^ the poor earth, as it wanted supply. 

Deny down, &c. 

How happy us mortals, when blest with such rain. 
To in all our vessels, and fill them again ! 
Nay, aven the beggar, that has ne'er a dish. 
Might jump into the river, and drink like a fish. 

Derry down, &c. 

What mirth and contentment on every one's brow. 
Hob, m great as a prince, dancing after the plough ! 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wmg. 
Although they but sip, would eternally sing. 

Derry down, &c. 

The stars, who, I think, don't to drinking incline. 
Would frisk and rejoice at the fume of the wine ; 
jknd, merrily twinkling, would soon let us know 
That they were as happy as moruls below. 

Deny down, kc. 

Had this been the case, what we*d then enjoyed, 
Our spirits still rising, our fancy ne'er cloy d ; 
A te then for Neptune, when 'twas in his power. 
To wt slip, like a fool, such a fortunate hour. 

Derry down, &c. 



DANCEE UKE MAD FOR JOY. 

(Cross.) 

Misses she be as fair as de day, 

Ching hi ! chickettee ho ! 
Timpee so ligpht, as de gossamer gay, 

Ching a cmng, tymb^lo ! 
She be so kind, dat me no can forbear, 

Happy de Moorish boy. 
To pratUe of missee till drop a big tear. 
Mild as de rain when de sun he shine clear, 
Danoee like mad for joy. 
Ching hi ! chickettee ho ; 
Ting a ring, ching a ching, 

Tymballo! 
Dancee like mad for joy. 



he be very good man, 

Ching hi ! chickettee ho ! 
He do all de kindness he can, 

Ching a ching, tymballo ! 
He my friend when dey sell a poor me, 

Slavee, de Moorish boy. 
Takee me home, me no prisoner be! 
Like a de English he make a me free, 

Dancee like mad for joy. 

Ching hi ! chickeUee ho ! &c. 

Missee sisters be very grand pair, 

Ching hi ! chickettee ho ! 
No for de poor, or de bcegar-man care, 

Ching a ching, tymballo! 
Besgar-man wish (he no malice, oh la!) 

So wishee de Moorish boy, 
Missee's sisters bot^ married, huzza ! 
Palanquin'd home by two tree-tailed bashaw. 

Dancee like mad tor ioy. 

Ching hi : chickettee ho ! &e. 



SIMPLICITY'S HOME. 

(T. fiaylies. ) 

DCAl Marian, meek-eyed placid 
With look and air serene. 



O'er me thy magic influence shed. 
And gild each future scene. 

I ask not wealth, I ask not power. 

Content must ever be 
Where'er thou dwell'st, and every hour 

Be bliss that's shared with thee. 

A p<>>areful cot, with plenty stored. 
While friendship there resides. 

Is all I ask, if at the board 
My Marian still presides. 

And what, though homely be the fare. 

In this secure retreat ; 
Though life is but a bitter stream. 

Content will make it sweet. 



THE JOYS OF A TURN-UP ; 

OR, A TODDLE TO A FIGHT. 

Air— " Oh! tuch a Day so gay and to uproarkma." 

(T. Jones.) 

Now's the time for milling, boys, since all the 

world a-gog's for it ; 
Away to Copthome, Moulsey-Hurst, or Shep- 

perton they go ; 
Or grave or gay they post away, nay, pawn their 

very togs for it ; 
And determined to be ap to all, go down to see 

the show ; 
Giddy pated, hearts elated, cash and courage all 

to view it \ 
Ev'ry one to learn a bit, and teach his neighbours 

how to do it ; 
E'en little sprites, in lily whites, are fi bing it 

and rushing it ; 
Your dashing swells, from Bagnigge-wells, are 

flooring it and flushing it. 
Oh ! tis a sight so gay and so uproarioiu. 
That all the world is up in arms and ready for a 

fight. 

The roads are so clogg'd, that they beggar all de- 
scription now. 
With lads and lasses, prim'd and grofg'd, fcr 
bang-up fun and glee ; 

Here's carts and gigs, and knowing sprigs all ready 
to kick up a row. 
And every one is anxious to obtain a place to 
see : 

Here's a noted sprig of life, who sports his tii» and 
charmer too ; 

And there is Cribb and GuLLY, Belchkr, Oli- 
ver, and Harmer, too; 

With Shelton, Bitton, Tdrner, Bales, and 
all the lads who go it well ; 

Who, now and then, to please the fancy, mako 
opponents know it well. 

Oh ! 'tis a sight, &c. 

But now the fight's begun, and the combatant* «re 
setting-to ; 
Silence is aloud proclaim'd, by voices base and 
shrill ; 
Facmg, stopping, ^fibbing, dropping, daret tapping, 
betting, too ; 
Reding, tapj^ng, phyme napping, all to grace the 
miU; 
Losing, winning, hor$e-kutgh g rimun g, mind you do 
not glance awry. 
Or somebody may miU your mag, and pop your 
nob in Chancery ; 
For nobt and bobs, and empty fbbe, the like no 

tongue eould ever tell ; 
See here's the Oreai Gun waterman, and thera'a 
the mighty Nonpareil. 

Oh ! 'tis a tighc, ftc. 
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Thus ndUing is the fashion grown, and every one a 

doter is. 
With lessons from the lads of fist to torn out 

quite the thing ; 
True science may be Icam'd where'er the fam'd 

Mendosa is ; 
And gallantry and bottom, too, from SCROG- 

GINS, Martin, Spring; 
For sparring now is all the rage, in town and coun- 
try places, too ; 
Crack'd coliar-boties and claret mug» are often seen 

at races, too ; 
While counter hits, and give and take, as long as 

strength can hold her seat. 
Afford the best amusement in a bit of pugilistic 

treat. 

Oh I 'tis a sight, &c. 



THE WAND'RING BEGGAR-GIRL. 

(Cherry.) 

The wand 'ring beggar-girl may meet 
Some pity, as she walks the street. 
While some relieve her woe ; 
Her artless accents'float along. 
And to the heart direct the song. 
The burthen sad — Heigho ! 

Heigho 
Although the burthen be — Heigho ! 

Wealth and power may guilt await, 
I envy not their pomp and state. 
Whom virtue thus forego ; 
I'd rather tune my artless voice. 
And in an honest heart rejoice. 
Than sigh m guilt — Heigho ! 

Heigho ! 
Nor let the burthen be — Heigho ! 



DRINKING AND KISSING ARE PLEA- 
SURES DIVINE. 

AnaoREON, they say, was a jolly old blade, 
A Grecian choice spirit, and poet by trade ; 
To Venus and Bacchus he tun'd up his lays ; 
For love and a bumper he sung all his days. 

He laugh'd as he quaflfd still the juice of the vine. 
And though he was human, was look'd on divine ; 
Ai the feast of good humour he always was there. 
And his fancy and sonnets still banish'd dull care. 

Qood wine, boys, says he, is the liquor of Jove, 
'TIS our comfort below and their nectar above : 
Then while round the table the bumper we pass. 
Let the toast be to Venus ana each smiling lass. 

Apollo may torment his catgut or wire. 
Yet Bacchus and Beauty the theme must inspire. 
Or else all his humming and strumming is vain. 
The true joys of heaven he'd never obtain. 

To love and be lov'd, how transporting the bliss. 
While the heart-cheering glass gives a zest to each 

kiss: 
With Bacchus and Venus we'll ever combine. 
For drinking and kissing are pleasures divine. 

As sons of Anacreon then let us be gay. 
With drinking and love pass the moments away. 
With wine and with beauty let's fill up the span. 
For that's the best method, deny it who can. 



THIS HEART IS NOT FOR YOU. 

(Beaxley.*) 

Ah ! you know sweet words impart 
Pleasure to this maiden heart ; 
You think it soft, I know it true. 
But this heart is not for you. 

Lirala« lira la* 



" Maids, you say, can ne'er do amiss. 
And lips that are rosy are made but for this. 

( Kiuing her hand.) 
My lips must do what others do. 
But those lips are not for you." 

Lira la, lira la. 

Diamonds were not half so bright 
As these eyes, you swore last night ; 
The diamond's made for cutting, too. 
So pardon mine tor cutting you. 

Lira la, lira la. 



THE DEATH OF GENERAL WOLFE. 

(T. Paine.) 

In a mould'ring cave, where the wretched retreat, 

Britannia sat, wasted with care ; 
She mourned for Wolfe, and exclaim'd again<« 
fate. 

And she gave herself up to despair. 
The walls ot her cell were all sculptur'd around. 

With the deeds of her favourite sun ; 
Nay, even the dust ais it lay on the ground. 

Was engrav'd with some deeds he had done. 

The sire of the gods, from his chiystaline throne. 

Beheld the disconsolate dame ; 
And, mov'd with her tears, sent Mercury down. 

And these were the tidings that came : 
" Britannia ! forbear not a sigh or a tear. 

For thy Wolfe so deservedly lov'd. 
Thy griet shall be chang'd into triumph of joy. 

For thy Wolfe is not dead but remov'd." 

Then a counsel was held in the chamber of Jove 

And this was their final decree : 
That Wolfe should be call'd to the armies above. 

And the care be intrusted to thee. 
The sons of the earth, the proud giants of old. 

They fled from their darksome abodes ; 
And such is the news that in heav'n was told, 

Wolfe was marching to war with the gods. 

To the plains of Quebec with the orders they flew, 

But he begg'd for a moment's delay ; 
He cried, "Oh ! forbear, let me victory hear. 

And then vour commands 111 obey." 
With a darkening film they encompass'd his eyes. 

And they bore him away in an urn. 
Lest the fondness he bore to his own native shore « 

Should tempt him again to return. 



CONFESS THE MASON'S ART DIVINE. 



Air—" Attic Fire." 

Divine Urania, virgin pure, 
Bnthron'd in the Olympian bower, 

I here invoke thy lays : 
Celestial muse, awake thy lyre. 
With heaven-bom sweet seraphic fire. 

Freemasonry to praise. 

The stately structures that arise. 
And burst the concave of the skies. 

Still ornament thy shrine : 
The aspiring domes, those works of ours, 
" The solemn temples, — cloud-cap't towers,* 

Confess the art divine. ^ 

With prudence all our actions are. 
By bible, compass, and by square. 

In love and truth combined : 
While justice and benevolence. 
With fortitude and temperance. 

Adorn and grace the mind. 




Bni!gniiUrry'$ ^loyue-Sims-" 
(E.J.fl. Bo..) 
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all blind happy, and just got into the middle of a 
•wate howl, (givei the howt,) when, och! bad 
luck! you wouldn't think what was happened. 
Botheration ! such a 

Hnrroo whack filUloo, 
Smic smaghlaloo. 

Pat went dead as it happened for plasing his wife. 
But for plasing himself, he again came to life ; 
For while walung his body, so twate was our howl, 
By the powers, Uiat our miuic at last waked his 
soul ! 

Spoken.] All the botheration of bad luck to it ! 
We was all got quite comfortable, myself and Mrs. 
O'Gafihey as swate together as two nuts just 
cracked ; Teddy Phagan and Katty Culloch, Mis- 
ter O'Brien, Mister CMuUios, Mistress Donne* 
hough, Shelah M'Nally, Mister O'Looseskin, and 
Miss Flannagan with her beautiful mother, you 
see, and all the rest of us was just in the mar- 
row of the thing all together, with our pipes 
natelv tuned in a charming Oh I O ! Oh ! O ! Oh ! 
O! when who the divil should pop up straight upon 
his rump but dead Pat O'Gafiney all alive at the 
moment ! ' Och, and where am I?' says he, staring 
with all his eyes and ears into the bargain. ' Ar- 
rah be asey, Pat!' says I, ' you're safe enough 
now, you're dead these twelve hours: so don't 
be troubling yourself at all about it!' But by 
Saint Patrick he wouldn't be believed a word of 
it, and out of bed he jumped, while Mistress 
O'Gaflhey was fainted in my arms, and myself 
tumbled backwards out of the room down the ladder 
all together, one top of t'other, running away 
with the divil at our heels ! So that's what was 
finished Pat's wake nately, with a 

Hurroo whack fililloo, 
Smic smaghlaloo ! 



OIG AND FUN, BOYS, IS OUR LIFE AT 

SEA. 

(Cherry.) 

When at sea we slave, both far and near. 
Flip, beer, and brandy, our spirits cheer ; 
And the toast goes round to Poll, Peg, or Sue, 
And on deck we dance, Tike a merry crew ! 

Fal de ral, &c. 

When old Sam he jaws of sprites and ghosts. 
And Tom he of strength and wenches boasts ; 
And the master brags what knots he can sail, 
A cracker Dick claps to the chaplain's tail ! 

Fal de ral, &c 

When poor Jack with grog is runnmg o er. 
And tells them a tale oit told before ; 
By a sly slipt noose the story is marred. 
And away goes Jack to the top-sail yard ! 

Fal de ral, &c. 

Gig and fun, boys, is our life at sea, 

Wnen storms blow o'er, we, from tempests free. 

Drink, dance, and sing, and again tempt the 

main. 
In hopes to sing, dance, and drink once af^ain * 

Fal de ral, &c. 



THE ROSE-TREE. 

(J. Rannie.) 

Mark with what grace the rose-tree shows 
Its branches rich with many a rose. 
Which rises o'er the dewy ground, 
▲ad scatters balm and beauty round ; 



And mark the lily's lowly bed. 
In shelter of its friendly shade. 
Which meekly drinks the fragrant tear. 
And hangs its cold cup weeping near. 

Thy vernal beauty, like the tree. 
With dewy kindness comforts me. 
Thy shade my shelter — Nymph divine 
The bloom ot thy existence mine ! 
Yet still, brieht rose, the gales must blow^ 
That soon will lay thy beauty low ; 
And, ah! the wmd that strips the tree. 
Pale lily, too, will injure thee. 

So, when the storms of Fate blow high. 
Shall Beauty's ruins vanquished lie ; 
But Virtue clears the clouds away ; 
And triumphs in immortal day ! 
Yes, Mira, virtue blossoms still. 
Beyond the power of Fate to kill ; 
Which, when it ends this mortal strife. 
But ushers in eternal life. 



WE'LL DRINK LIKE MORTAL MEN'. 
(R. A. MilUkin.^ 

Had I the tun which Bacchus used, 

I'd sit on it all day. 
For while a can it ne'er refused. 

He nothing had to pay. 

I'd turn the cock from mom till eve« 

And never think it trouble. 
But I'd contrive, you may believe. 

To make it carry double. 

My friend should sit as well as I, 

And take a jovial pot ; 
For he that drinks (although he*s dryi 

Alone, is sure a sot. 

Now since the tun which Bacchus used 
We have not here — what then ? 

Since godlike toping is refused. 
We'll drink like mortal men. 



ENGLAND, EUROPE'S GLORY. 
[Music, Horn, Tichbom-Street, Piccadilly.] 

There is a land amidst the waves 

Whose sons are famed in story. 
Who never were, or will be slaves, 

Nor shrink from death or glory ! 
Then strike the harp, and bid it swell. 

With flowing bowl before ye. 
Here's to the land in which we dwell. 

To England, Europe's glory. 

Bles land, beyond all lands afar. 

Encircled in the waters. 
With lion-hearted sons in war. 

And Beauty's peerless daughters. 
Go ye, whose discontented hearts 

Disdain the joys before ye. 
Go, seek a home in foreisn parts. 

Like England, Europe s glory. 

Whether in sultry climes ye rove, 

A solitary stranger, 
Or seek the foreign fair one's love. 

Where lurk deceit and danger : 
Where will ye find domestic bliss. 

With social sweets belore ye ; 
A land so great, so good as this— 

Like England, Europe's glory ( 



*^0^»9^* 




«rly fell, 
I Clultcit 



I .ins ll.e luv.. il... sn,il 
Of duturbuck nml 111^; 
A Uttlt trip he did propoH, 

Tb irind bin bich. Iir bl«« b 
_ j^And luof u> Polly Hiiuiiiibott 
^3ibt nnin WIS ivHi, thEilreiu 
^^W "S* ehoceht hu notfei had cau; 
^ - '«. dul MIfutudPip, 



LcMB Ihit. yc (. _ .. ... 

Wlio live on EDtliiod'i jiluid, 

b Diiik.ing love on dr; land. 

O '. Polly Hig^iDbiittoui, 

Who lir* D< tbe boltnm, 

So sin); the gh«it, thr iriiiT-ghmti, 

Of CluCterliuck aod Uigginbultoiu. 



O ■ Poll, HIninb 
She w-nl in tli^ b. 



■ hn. 



I Tolot> he di_ ... 

Itati never miaed faer Till hi< 1 

'Be ibgwbi, weiu mther ti^l 

1 vhCD ht (mnd ilial .br ■■ 

.It nnoDnm -t hi. wi.hn, 

Jp holdly paid Ibr walrrnon, 

And lumped •nruni: tbe liilii 

O! Pollvllli'K'o 

He i-omi'-. lo Ibr 

I liiu Ibi- di'Jil., ihr ■). 

01 ClulUrtbiuk uiJ lli| 



lavokc ibem no mofe, hid idim in the ii 
id Uy Uia cDcct of ibo ill kiH uf 1i 
f h»ce you , yi- told ■ 



mt and bigoti n- 1 



^V pMto 



VKITERSAL SONG^ER. OR. : 



M ijiinni like mm ut tba &ta k 



« kw d/ Inn .' 



THBRS'S AN ISLE CLASPED BY WAVES. 

(Dimaad ) 
Thire'i *n u)*. duti'd by wins, in an «iipn]<] 
That pccn bnti Irnm otrtu. to prarl-Uki uul 
-hibgV throDc — 



A yvqtb, vhooi E i 
Mcthinti, DOW the bne 
Wil» hiihu the pliiai • 
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The wild pu 

'Die matd tbog 
And ipmli 

Then. wind.. 
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To m} OWD I 
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FiiBF.WELL lo Lochiber. and rarpwell, mjr Jeui. 
Whrre beutEDuK wiih thM I've uinoy dsjri been 
For Idchiber no mdrr, Lochabei Do man. 
We'll maj be letnrn lo Lochabrr no mo™. 
Theie lean (hat 1 ahiil, tfae> arr a' for my dear, 
Arid po for Ihe danjen atleodinz on wear, 
Ti>»iyIi bnre an roiigb tras to a far bloody ihore, 

TbryMl ne'er make • Cempeil like Ihal in my mind 
Thuueh louden of tbundei on louder waves ruir. 
Thai's naelhing like leaving my love on ihc ihore 



By eiue thil'i Inilc 

And I mtoB deisrve it before 

rhsB, gloiy. my Jeaay, 



eiue thll'i InglonoDi no luae can be gained. 



ploid my Bicnw ; 

WiUioiX It I ne'er aa haye merit for thee. 

Anil loaiog thy favour I'd belter not be. 

I gae then, my [aia, to win honoul and fame, 

And If I hao luck to come tflnhouily bame, 

A bean I will brln; ih« wlili love ruoning u'er, 

4ad then I'll leave ibee and Lochiber nu mon, 



..1 .;.iirB.« 

TVB MASON'S ALLEOORt* ' 

(B.S. Cai^.) 

Where tbe neu^f* U(e are nub 
Wben afliun i;o awry let jvatytA%n 
To make matlera ereit by drawing th 
Shauld yoar patbi, being crQukff>d, 
OieociiclHl by cue na altemative G 

Sbsnld ym meet vilb I hnilhet n- 

Make eae at your planmet, hb idIiI 
And if yod no bottutn lUiaald And in 
When hii hiad he pmenu yon, bid 



ARK' THE CURFEW'S 80Ll!.tlN SUlSB 

(TobiQ.) 

HitK ' the curfew*! mdemn aoinil. 

Sliest darfcAea* ipresdi nrouEid> 
Heavy it beau on ike lover 'i head. 

WliQ leave*, withau^h, bii IilabaU uU- 
Tbe paring monk and hu book mut pari -, 

And, (earlul, IhemiKr lock*bup>U! 



O'er Ibe dewy gi 

By Ibe clow-woTm'i licbt. 
Dance the elrc* of nighi, 
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Lrii^ency. 

Young Cupid 'giintt my bean, be ow^i *" 
My 1i>v"«i[l eve^t^ KmaL,' BOr nOtr *«»- 

Your papi i* a^ne oni, yon know, aetat lit ■** 

mem wuh avLdiiy, 
And let you and I, u man and wifr, ba imM ■■ 

great fii.dity. 
'riaBaater-Monday, you well know, al Shao*** 
No longer ih illy -•hilly icand, bol by lav*'' •« 
ny Fate decreed, ind •orna, M. " 
i\ lie, nor apealiia l«BCM|t^ 
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** WlMHtk\ joa mean, you scoundrel, by thus 

taldiw nere your station ? 
Yim 1Dm»w tnat your indenten forbids nuptualiza- 



Hia Biaater then, with cruel^, laid a large whip 

npon his back, 
Ned ttared and rolled his eyes, just like an hypo- 

eondhac; 
But he knew that it was useless quite to tip him any 

gammon, 
^or on each side of his shoulders stood Lavauler 

and Salmon, 

Bm bride, in wondrous agony, and expansion of 

affection. 
Screamed and hallooed as they dragged him to the 

Uatuion of Correction ! 
And yet, though you may think it strange, such 

wonders works the law, 
Tbat, on hour afUr marriage, poor Ned was m the 

atrawl 



PRETTY POLL AND JACK FLOURISH. 

(J. G. Holman, Esq.) 

When to my pretty Poll I went. 

And I to travel sought her, 

" Ah ! stay at home, dear Jack," says she, 

" I cannot crou the water." 

What could I do ?~ Away I flew, 

A curricle I bought her \ 

Six smoking bays — all Hyde- Park's gase. 

From TattermU'$ I brought her. 

" Dear Jack," savs she, " how kind vou be ! 

(She'd coax like Eve's own daughter,) 

With you will I both live and die. 

Do alf-— but cross the water." 

Then splashing, dashing, tlirough the town 

She drove the stare of all, 

The echo of her rattling wheels 

Was—" There goes Pretty Poll ' 

Oh, Pretty, Pretty Poll r 

From every tongue the echo runK — 

•• See, there goes Pretty Poll !" 

What a lad, then, was I ! 

All to dress at me trv, 
4nd my praise to withhold none so currish ! 

With a girl so divine. 

Such dinners ! such wine ! 
What a d— 'd clever dog was Jack Flourish ! 

But, an end to my cash. 

And my fame gets to smash. 
No friends my good qualities nourish ; 

For they, once so kind. 

Now agree in one mind. 
What a d— 'd stupid flat is Jack Flourish ! 

Thus cut by my friends, by bailiffs seiz'd. 

And this vile limbo near. 
Yet with one hope I still was pleas'd. 

That Poll my cage would cheer ! 
To Poll I told where I must go. 

And not to leave me sought her ; 
She, laughing, cried — ** Dear Jack, you know, 

1 cannot cross the water." 



BARNY O'BOTHER. 
(Kenney.) 

When first I was married to Katty O'Connor, 

So fair was her face, and so neat was her trim ; 
rhat sweet Mr. Barny he doated upon her. 

But devil a bit did she doat upon him. 
She frown 'd and she snubb'd at her dutiful lover. 

And said very often what shouldn't be said ; 
And when the dear darling began to discover 

She could ne'er break my heart — faith! she 
tried at my head. 



With a whack, whillilew, hubbaboo, botheiatioM 
Can't yon be aisy, my dear ? 

So says I to myself, Mr. Barny O'Bother, 

Did you never see two frisky puppies at plav? 
When the pert little cur that's pursuing the other. 

The moment he stops, in his turn runs away ? 
To be sure then I alter'd my tone in a jiffy, 

And fill'd the dear creature so full of alarms, 
That just as I thought she'd plump into the Liffy, 

The sweei little Katty plump'd into my arms. 

With a whack, &c. 

And there's a receipt now tc live snug and quiet. 

And get all your grievances laid on the shelf ; 
When you'd stop your beloved from breeding a riot. 

And don't like to wait till she stops of herself. 
Our squabbles are over, I've managed to end 'em ; 

No more noisy brawls for the breeches have we ; 
For now Mrs. Katty's contented to mend 'em. 

And civilly gives up the wearing to me. 

With a whack, &p. 



HARK AWAY! 

(WUliams.) 

When the forehead of Phcebus illumines the east. 
And the lark hails the birth of the mom, 

I shake off the mantle that's woven by rest. 
And obey the rebuke of the horn. 

Then the chase, the blithe chase, gives a zest to 
the day. 

And thought sinks immers'd in the loud hark away ! 

How mad are mankind, thus to brood over ill. 
Whose hearts were for happiness made : 

When the hunter's sweet note gives the cue to his 
will. 
And Echo repeats what is said. 

Then hither, ye wretched, be blissful, be gay. 

And swell the blithe chorus of hark, hark away! 

Of old, lovely Dian, with buskin and spear, 
Brush'd the glittering dew from the plain : 

For the sports of celestials could never compare 
With the trannports of Di and her train. 

Then who'd give to Morpheus one moment of day. 

When the horn glads the senses with hark, hark 
away ! 

Though Di< genes liv'd as the tyrant of mirth. 

To the good of humanity blind ; 
Had he follow'd the chase, not a doubt of men's 
worth 
Would have enter'd his cynical mind. 
For if Care cross our path, not a being will stay, 
Uut drown his vile mandates, with harit, hark 
away ! 

THE PUBLIC DINNER- 

OR, that's your sort, cot away. 

Air-" The Beadle of the Parish." 

The subject which I sing. 
Is a very teuty thing. 

Suiting either a saint or a sinner i 
To hear the jovial clatter 
Of knife and fork, and platter. 
The thoughts oft make me loi^; 
To join the eager throng. 

Sitting down to a public dinner. — 
Victuals hot, foaming pot. 
Chairman there, in his chair. 
With longing face, says the grace. — 

Spoken.] Mind, Uke 'are. Take hare, — is 'A 
jugged or roasted f Scaldings, boiling hot. Anah ! 
you bogtrotier ! you have upset all the lobtter'UMce 
over my military coat. Sir, I beg ten thousand 
pardons. Ten thousand devils ! I m bom ng hot 




d*u me. m. t 

.tr'* UlB quirlcr of Uob T It'l lOJ 
wdl Ttul'i your tun. cMAMy.' Sqaui fooi 
■Ibawi, Mi. Vice, jm tmu Irighlcncd whilw yoa 
■R euving iba jolni. Ym, 1 dumy* appear anml 
iritCB I nm. Tha I will thank yon lo ture me 
HKDi focxi for uij wit. AyF, jtm Beent very ktat- 
jiry, Thil'i voiir vHi. fwrouKiy.' Slor thai wuirr. 
Bylnf «ith ibe tiirkejr. If I knowjM^fiAy, Ibai 

BHriaau'iy. Dr. Lawet.jm vmlmtiuiA a ma i am s , 
ii—a thM OnomaD in jnpirilj. What doa ke 
uean* Be all-iiln la IW*is and Orart. How 

xringHifidoiorma. HuMsh, hov h ihai>Wr 
frelly/iHT. 1 Ihiok il'e nlhcr (ana. NMquilii 
ffomr, hM patHff vcqy fast. Fk«i.1 Unix ^oM.whilu 

1 liivi anfli a ArJny in d] 



Looi 



Ah, ah, r'Mtmr Now th 



tay 11 i. uuHe all fc«. II 
'dtnyiliaioiny. Never m. 



Quite dr 


termiard ngi la grow 


0* 




Over aUira. birji. aud c 


Sod 


hacking and inch a 


To. 


tis.y ihe (Uurnnc. 


Siuinn d 


WB to a puWic dinn 


H-il 


yoi, thowo, rowl or 


Rnuiorbail'd. tbU U » 


W. 


ler, here. briDg«m. 


SFOKBK.l 

Dgitio! R 

row. _ Aye, a 


Look at old Gripa. 


■eomi enlinc (ur to- 



_ , I think. Bleu 
me! how hearty I do Aeul f I'll ticahlejoii for the 
lurkev. Thafa Tour «■», «t aiHiy. Bin. me! 
how hearty I do &ear / rUthankyou for the pip. 
riiai'iyniirwn.nfswajr. Bleume! how hnny 
I do ImU! I'll Iskt that cuilnrd. Thal'i yoar 
Hin, aa cnJir. Him me ! I'm gelling vory hot. 
Him, no wDDder. yiw have been hraiing u fad. 
Thai't your aort. oU awaw. Sir. I will drink your 
health. Sir. I think yi>a have done ii, for I f»e1 



Aye, h 



., lU-brtd. That'' yuu 
" "°. Puff, ' 



iielp you u (he ribi. No, I've enou);h of W*. iit 
home. Talkiuf of tUf. I came am and fni^t 

iinellne out. (A vgmm'j toia.J 1 lell yon. 1 
will go in. O lord ' thet* abe i>. 1'alk of the 



Tbu'tpatin. 
Silling down to a psMie tiun. 
Of good thinci pretty full. 
BachiaaaU, butBOtMT. 

L the win* make* earh a pu 

minx fmit, and aarVy pHs, 

_ ilia--. .../„rZ. 



How BOW, lad. yov anai aad. 

Spoken, afirlMg.-] Demme. goad liaMW' 

the Kile whbch t have eaten ■ uii dendljE'^ 

at lead it doei not A~-gcst well. Ily dMrMn. 

iceUT, aeceadlyin nil, thirdly in timiltf 'ikiT- 
fore. waiter, bring tay (tirnd a liumpR at f*"* 
keep down his nnng asle. ( Htcmpm^.] bM( 
•olea ; and, waiter, bifoif ■»• a bampar » ^"t 
down my TiiaQ mmda. Demnie. good W" 
the brandy lAdch I've dnink. imtcAd H c^ 
down M the aob. haa got up is nt kmd. N>^ 
mind, then u mitba^ m thai. "Hial'inuiA 
nJ mtvji, IWibtnr, good heavem ! I fn) paim* 

qiKvlity. Sliul down die viMlaw — p^iapi •!■ 
JrWH^A'JiM bren tdo naurh for you. Dvumar.fVS^ 
bravrni' 1 (eel very ill ' Jack, wher» »« J"' 
(H-ivoi^.l Here I am. my dear iaj- A*" 

in hit^'vdvf than in bi< he^-i ' .j.;..l k_ i... ■ 
drop too miifh in hiahead. . ^' 

.oi^Kyoiiwonld prelw--/... 

good heavena? e*trj itui.y 1 ,;..,^ ..■ ,, 

tuea tijipiart failhiff. Itamme. 'good htaxv' ' 

heie't pretty nankeen tfowvera! Demnt. (••' 

pie, oh ! Yi-i. and h'fe'i ibc A.r. ol ii. 1W> 
yourwn. Tlui ii mnrtwi uli. Tha let il^ 
Dcmme, goiid h>iv<riu : Jack, wh>« an }<• 

five pound* thai evin. Demme. oL' ( Uutf^. 
Hallah! my dear fellow, do I aee cleat. 0) ui )•■ 

l>eiiun«i gondhi-avnii^ will (iihkng riB"» ■•; 
Ye», here ii a glait o' pmny-intiet. It n a i"** 

IniKidiicnl at a puUk divA 



Till. hi:k k-.n> TUB fLOwn. 
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Oiret to the bee its honey stoTe, 

And all the bloatoms which embower it 
Yield their essence, as be sips 
Tlieir rosy, humid, half-clos'd lips. 

Oh! think not that the Zephyr's sigh. 

Which breathes and plays so sweetly round them. 
Inhales 1cm fragrance, passing by. 
Than when the am'rous bee first found them ; 
No ; still their charms they do retain ; 
Then turn to me those lips again. 



SHENKIN WAS BORN IN GLAMORGAN- 
SHIRE. 

(Dibdin.) 

Shenkin was bom in Glamorganshire, 

Odds will, her poor heart runs all upon Winney, 
And her't kiss, and her't luff, and her^call her her 
dear. 

And make her cry, Shenkin, the tiffle is in you. 
Her breath is as sweet as a leek's or a coat's, 

fler's like a plue mountain, so taper and thin : 
Aif her putter and seece would but yield her ten 
Croats, 

To-morrow should see Shenkin married to Win. 

When the curate at eve on the crowty play't. 
Oh te choys of her heart, Shenkin danced with 
his Winney, 
And her luff and delighted so in the tear maid. 
That she oauiog her cried out, the tifile is in 
you. 
You skip like the kits and you pout like the coats. 

To mollify sure enough I shall bekin. 
Aif your putter and seece would put yield you ten 
Croats, 
To-moROw should Skeokin be married to Win. 

Ah, if her goot urship, great Squire Ap Shones, 

Could see how he's creefing, as sure as a kinney. 
His powels would yearn with her crunts and her 
croans : 
Ah no, he d himself fall in luff with sweet 
Winney. 
Thus Shenkin complained as he drove home his 
goato. 
While the Squire and his comrades from hunting 
came in. 
He heard the fine tale, kindly paid the ten groats. 
And the next morning saw Shenkin married to 
Win. 



THE ORPHANS. 



GOOD NIGHT. 

A RONDEAn. 

(T. Moore.) 

Good night! good night! — and is it so. 
And must I from my Rosa go? 
Oh, Rosa, say good night once more. 
And rU repeat it o'er and o'er. 
Till the first glance of dawning light 
Shall find us saying still good night. 

And still good night, my Rosa, say — 
But whisper still ' a minute stay ;' 
And I will stay, and every minute 
Shall have an age ot rapture in it ! 
Well kiss and kiss in quick delight. 
And murmur, while we kiss, good night. 

Good night ! you'll murmur with a sigh. 

And tell me it is time to fly ; 

And I will vow to kiss no more. 

Yet kiss you closer than before. 

Till slumber seal our weary sight. 

And then, my love ! my soul ! good night. 



The trees droop and wither, their verdure is gone. 

The swallow to regions of niild'.iess is flown ; 
The storms of the winter will quickly come on, 
And the lone orphans' cot o'er the village be 
streMm. 
Its time-mouldered shelter then who will restore ? 
Who fence them from cold, and supply them 
with food ? 
The poor man w^ill turn them with grief from his 
door. 
Heart-wounded himself — he can do them no 
good. 

As lately I marked where the gray-pointed stone 

Gives a simple memoir of the tenant below. 
Some sorrow-breathed sighs seemed to prelude this 
moan. 
Which discovered the plaints of the children of 
• woe; 
' O ! father, dear father, though stretched in that 
bed. 
O'er which the green turf we've so newly re- 
moved. 
To the Pow'r we submit that has pillowed thy head. 
By the hallowed remains of a mother beloved. 

' To the axe would the oak of the forest oft yield. 

We have followed thy steps and the loppings 
have bound : 
We have eagerly ran to the harvest a-field. 

And picked the scant gleanings that offered 
around ; 
But again to thy bidding we cannot comply. 

Thy voice can no longer the labourers cheer. 
The streamlet our cottage runs mournfully by. 

And the tears of sad autumn discolour the year.* 

The sadness of autumn accords to their grief. 
It in sympathy soothes, but can bring them n i 
rest; 
Thus the callow brood wait for accustomed relief. 
And the parent birds gladly return to their 
nest; 
Till the aim of the fowler has doomed them to 
bleed. 
Then fate speaks in thunder — the flutt'rers are 
torn ; 
Thrice blessed are they who, beholding the deed. 
Leave not misery's offspring to perish forlorn. 



TO FIGHT FOR FAME AND GLORY. 
(Pocock.) 

When first he left his native shore. 

To wander o'er the trackless main ; 
Tom sighed to think that he no more 

His native land might see again. 
For, ah ! the friends he left were dear. 

The girl he loved was fair and kind,' 
And when he dropp'd a glist'ning tear, 

'Twas shed for tnose he left behind. 

To fight lor fame and glory 

But in the battle's rode alarms. 

When ev'ry danger flits around. 
The thought of them his bosom warms. 

And loremost in the fight he's lound. 
No sighs, no tears can then molest. 

For love with friendship thus combined 
Still cheers a gallant seaman's breast. 

Still animates a Briton's mmd 

To fight for fame and gloiy 
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Awi tun po4iirt> in tli<i itoelit, 
Wu ifac leRdD* of Mally O'H.gse ; 



My h".irl\ l.rin,-iin.f I.,.,:. 
Xiviilir. OnKcr. 1 .toTi'i {4IV ■ Ag. 
Wbu ■ hard-beaiUd Molly O'Hicg*. 
I hile nen, quoth MoUjr O'Risp. 
In lovg UiK/'re k iDFrr Hhirligigi 
Hut Cornell u> O'Whut 

That lo church Uuy holli cuppml a jig, 
Whit 1 UUt-hanea Mnlly O'Ki^e. 
Sly* Tom ThuIp, Mim Mnlly UKinr, 
My heart it with Jotlo.ujr big ; 

t'n now 'MiMn^7rWh.c'k. 
I'di no longpi Molly O'Hiur ; 
ifood by, MulrtAi iVIoUy O'Jtig^- 



My «|> with frr.h «.tl« «. gsilr he done. 
And my baldrick of ulv« thu ;1cun> in the lun. 
Wbm my true 1dv« tipy* me, the heiit in he 
SluJI best f]uiek Aft the pigeon'i when n^bed of 
She will huib lie hoiiH wiich-dog. and hie 1 

Thu! the eye of her lindred e»pv not hei love. 
Yet let tbem dacry me. thrir wnth I defy. 
And why ihould ih* tremble when Hutnn iinigh 
titke tlie hawk (ion the ronry ulecling iu ytvy, 
Una the midti of her tribe would I bear hei swui 
I wDuldDuiontherbelii>ldBie,iui^HiiMiintliefrei 
On the iteed which obeyi not s nder but me. 
That paiDU like the qnilli of the eagle hii eui. 
Anil whoH bound id tba deaeit'i u liubt u (he 

decr'i. 
For t BWBo with eahro new-ibupened and hriil; 
With piilola new-flinird kluL bumished for l|hl 
My eap wirh fnnh Karlel lo gaily he done. 
And Biy baldiitk of ulver that gleaou in the ann. 



THE JEW m GRAIN; 

To bt iimg in Uiyh Germm IJialm. 

(CoLlin..) 
I I NCC W1U hut a pedler, and my ihop wa 

AjdlfhciWdalllhflwnild, innjiiteof .ihipping- 
Fot Tn-vrt itirki foi icifiei wLen dcrc'i moDio* 



alill 



had fnsd itebl nafi nf eappu gilt, and n I pt ' 
my Ih»*iI. 

i'tibtraling-waiol bMek-iliiat, and penciU wiUini 

In my pick-pack, nick-tuck, ahimcrvti i^^ 
niag cbiok la dink it di uoeirt 
Now vaUMvcicnunlry hy chancT I Tnrrllbrrf k 

N.ini' pvople tall mr tirf. juit bnaiuc 1 an • JHi 
■■ So la make thru l(U the Iriilh. why t llul 

Then I thowt thns aS my goodi, with i «>^'> 

' And «m«inie> pill theii pockca ahili ihr)'" 
■miling in my lace." 

W~ilh my pick-pact, kc 
"o mate up geodi the cheapa »om« people BrJ * 
And hy MlUng of goodbarjaini tli«j newr"" 
lul I riiuld alwap fiad llw way lo u!i IbEBCkop 
I quite u puy (or to unl >tn 



WlU,.,,i 




At In doiug uF ny duly I wuiild misd aiyi^ * 

If I ipy a good (ai piece of pork, and k tw" 

He may think I n'ould ir^fote it-Uru nysiil.k' 

I coutd aell ii : if n«, eat it. to that wtnU V 
tave hit bacon. 

With my pirk-padi. kc 
Or if I wat a judge, oi a juiiin of the peaCi 
UtieDevei pmtecutort bring* ■ thief bdat >" 

If Ihey twcaV npoo the hook tUl Ibef w» all U«t 

Let the piitooer we iftod tirgimutdt, a % ^ 

But if the riigne waa prnuylcat* my work 1 «"d> 

go ihroagh. 
At my coDtcieuie would not let no rob the |tlli»i 

With my p>ek<padi. I 

Ot (nfpow I wsa iu Parliament, tba icbii 
would propoic, 
8a tun aa I'm a imouch, lud my oane <■ 

WduM he I'ikr the little plough-boy. to hU aj 

For I uevci •liikt'fai Iriaet when iheic't H 

And brlo[T> I wim'ld ttand out, whim than t plan 
of the urif, 

Ihe purchaier. by Cef, I'd rf 

Wilb my pick-pack, IR. 

Lndif ItbonldcodownlolhevatlriTallaMl^ 
' Where (be dewl, a*r.,tkiHy. livo* taooMal 



myidf. 



OR, MITSEi™ OF MIRTB. 




Csnctil'd it u il aawrd iwny 
,11 D^t il lij ■ dew-droi) there 
At mon It glitter'd in urn ruy. 



ft 



jAn Huelj vandcTiDE from hpr tpb«re, 
, WbOB* this bright indfnjuiiEi'ai. 
*- ■ ■ "ity hroiirhl Ihf t«r. 



SOW'S PARKWBEL TO WHISKEY. 
YoIt've larrly heard o' famotii Sril, 
ITh* mu Ihat plar'd the SiJUIs wecI, 

And di^tirl? b'cd the vhinkey, 01 

He dc*rl; b'ed the Athole brcwel 
And ne m he, v<m msy luppotc. 

To plsy fireovef to vhiikey, O. 
Alike, qanlli Neil, I'm frail imd nnld. 
And find my bluid frowi utco c^iMtdi 
1 think "ind D»k me bljthc snd l>iiuli), 

A «#B (irap biBbiand wbitkcy, O ! 
V41 Ibp docton lAdy do a' agrtie, 
Thkl whiikey'* do the diinli lor me : 
Saul, quoth, *I»{11 ipoil my %\ef. 

Should Ihey pari ok aod *hiBkey, O. 
Tho' I «B get baith wian and ate, 
d find toy head and fiugen halt, 
beconient, tho' Ic^ihould fail. 
To play tarewefl lo whiikey, O. 

~ " t our (rirndi did tjne, 
iiincraninthrirmiad 
Poibid, like highland vhiikey, O. 

I I And my heart grovi uticD gluto; 

I Hy fiddt-iiringi will no piny bum 

I To ny farewell 10 wfai.ltry, 0. 

LVel 111 Mk my fiddle in ntfiand, 

I And acnw the pegi up while the/II ■land, 

I To mik a laneDiuiaD gnuiil, 

Oa fude add highland whukey, O. 



TAKE A BUMPER AVD TRY. 






4 were ytM in their primes 

', from iu ifc, tuch a benefit Bawi, 



They tell me my love would, in tini«, ban beea 1 

rlov'd. 
And thai Waiity'i intipi.1 when oue 'lii Enjoyed; 

Fur the longer I drink the more thincy am V. 

Brdcr», and batllei, and biiinr?, pton 

The uiiKhieti that wait upon livala in ime. 



That I quit my poor Chloe 



K ibongh the (oold •mile, yet, in tnth, ■ 



Iht. 

With 

ButD 

And 


oa, might h. 

J wine oeithe 
big-bellied ho 


epoiw 
tie', a 


mighty 


joy of my Ufe 
flljand .^.i 
We. ean bring, 
good thing. 


And 


5Hk 


when 

and ha 
Death 

legw 


irithlo 
•tei» 

en the 


lirz" 



Will .land by me when 1 can't tUnd by mVulf. 



. ct and I of my pi 
Id you doubt what 1 lay, take a 



WY LOYE IS RETURN'D. 
r— " RwiiiM M'flff.."— (W. Ball.) 



And the village, once more, ihsll be 
Where Pfea«ure came never while he wi 

w, ddiehted, I 

. =, „.,. that my deareft ,. ur>. i 

him 1 11 haiM to the oaki of tlM 
gien. 
When pining, we fe*Ad, to meet neier ag 
The aged appear at the tbuul of the young. 
And Ihe name that I tove i* on every tongue ; 



le for aye to the yoni 
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The silver itreaan which bathes thy root 

Is emblem of my heart ; 
It gently mumiurs as it glides, 
I moan love's cniel smart ! 
So, willow, weep. 
When cold I sleep. 
And shade me in the grave full deep. 

For roand thee still the breeze shall moan. 

Thou still «ilt droop thine head. 
And, weeping, shade the friendly turf 
That shrouds me when I'm dead ! 
So, willow tree, 
I'll sit by thee. 
Thou soother of my misery. 



THE BABY'S HUSHABY. 
(H. Siddona.) 

A BABY wandered from its home 
When day was gently breaking ; 

Long did the pretty infant roam, 
Eacli simple wild-flower seeking : 

But night came on, the dreary sky. 

The wind so bleak, the leaves so dry. 

Sung the poor baby's hushaby. 

The frantic mother sought her child. 

While the chill rain was falling ; 
Its lispiug voice, its features mild. 

At every blast recalling : 
She weptp and, with a heartfelt sigh. 
Fell on a green turf that was niffh. 
Hummed ner poor baby's hushaby. 

The b«by, near her slumb'ring, 'woke« 

Like some sweet op'ning blossom ; 
Then through the spreading branches broke. 

And leaped upon her bosom : 
The mother gave a piercing cry. 
Wiped every rain-drenched garment dry. 
Hummed her poor baby's hushaby. 



THE BANK THAT NEVER STOPS PAY- 
MENT. 

A CONVIVIAL SONG AND CHORUS. 

Air—" The noble Race of Skenkin.'' 

(£. J. B. Box.) 

At a club we (locaUter m locus) 
Are a hontajide set of jolly smokers ; 
WhHe, in douds, boys, we puff away dull sor- 
row. 
We defy the hurricane of grief to-morrow ! 

For, our senses regaled 

With the fumes thus inhaled. 

As we poff off to-day. 

While we're soaking well our clay. 
So we'll puff away Care to-morrow. 

For, our senses regaled, &c. 

For the mind has a charm, (nondinmUuuku,) 

If TrUtiiia o'er to Melancholy hand us ; 

Or, in thinking, wild scattered thoughts confound 

us, 
liCt tobacco-smoke, in cnrlini^ clouds, surround us ! 

And those thoughts 'twill collect. 

In due order correct. 

While in smoke through the clay 

We our troubles whiff awav, 
Why^ dull Care, boys, can ne er confound vs. 
As our thoughts 'twill collect, &c. 

Now, while smoking, (et bibenMcumlibenter,) 
We find etiam, eymjpnmu, that the centre 
Of Content is the Smoken' Bank, where claimant 
Kindt all his draughta are honoured with prompt 
payment. 



Though the firm hard be dunn*dt 
Yet 'tis no tinking fund ; 
From exhaustless supplies 
As its stock must alw..yR rise, 
'TIS a bank tliat will ne'er stop payment. 

Though the firm hard be dunn'd, &c 



THS PLEASURES OF A HOT DAY. 

What a plague's a summer breakfast. 

Eat whate^r you will ! 
Cold butter'd bread's a nasty thing. 

Hot toast a nastier still. 

Then how to pass the time away 
Till dinner, there's the doubt ; 

You're hot if you stay in the house. 
You're hot if you go out. 

And after dinner what to do. 

Not knowing where to move. 
The gentlemen are hot below. 

The ladies hot above. 

And now the kettle comes, full trot — 
That's not the way to cool one ; 

Tea makes an empty stomach hot. 
Bur hotter still a fall one. 

Well, then, an evening walk's the thii^— 

Not if you're hot before ; 
For he who sweats when he stands still. 

Will, when he walks, sweat more. 

So now the supper's come, — and come 

To make bad worse, I wot ; 
For supper, while it heats the cool. 

Will never cool the hot. 

And bed, which cheers the old man's hemitt 

Helps not the hot a pin ; 
And he who's hot when out of bed 

Heats ten times more when in. 



THE SHAMROCK, ROSE, AND THISTLK 

(L. L. Teman.) 

The plant that blooms for ever. 
The plant that blooms for ever. 
With rose combin'd, and thistle twin d. 
No strength of foes can sever. 

When gloom and blast were o'er it cast. 
It graced the land that bore it ; 

And 'tis, conless'd, St. Patrick bless'd. 
Our gracious monarch, wore it ! 

The plant that blooms, &c. 

From woman's eyes fell many tears. 
While battle-storms were blowmg ; 

But Peace, with olive-branch appears. 
And tears no more are flowing. 

The warrior rests him from his toils. 
Who well hath done his duty. 

And claims, and wins unclouded smiles — 
His bright rewards — from beauty. 

The plant that blooms, &c. 

TTie Thistle, rough to foreign foes. 
With Shamrock when combining. 

Is gentle as their sister Rose, 
When with the two entwining. 

Firm be the triple league they form — 
Despisii^ change of weather. 

In sunshine, darkness, calm, or storm. 
Still may they bloom together. 

The plant that blooms, &c. 
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JACK BRACE. 

Mayhap tou may think I'm in joke. 

If yoa do, why then, harkee, you're wrong. 
Mo parser ao prond ever spoke 

As Jack hfwce, now the theme of my song : 
When sober, mayhap, no such thing. 

But when hazy, I give you my word. 
Jack Brace was as great as a king. 

Although only as drunk as a lord. 

Poor Jack meant no harm for all that. 

When he'd shiners he'd share with a friend. 
Knew his duty from stem to stem pat. 

For the boatswain ne'er cared a rope's e id : 
At sea or a-shore lov'd a breeze. 

Calm weather he hated in truth ; 
But, by way of excuse for all these. 

Why, you see, he'd been cross'd in his youth. 

Molly Mawley, of Gosport, had won 

His affections — she melted his gold. 
Then prov'd false, so poor Jack cut and run, 

All before he was twenty years old. 
When Jack got more rhino, says he. 

To make sure, my own Molly I'll wed. 
Then I'll have her so snug; — but you see. 

That it happen'd Miss Molly was dead. 

Then Jack took to grieving of heart. 

In a corner sometimes pip'd his eye ; 
If he drank, take it all in good part. 

Because, you see, sorrow is dry. 
He's gone dead, so no more can be said; 

But peace to his soul— for, d'ye mind. 
That poor Jack, with his faults on his head. 

Has left many a worse one behind. 



THOU'RT ALL THE WORLD TO ME. 
SALLY. 

A\t— "At Dawn I rtm with jocund Glee," (Tapsell.) 

Ah ! fond foolish heart, beware ! 

Thy reason, William, rally. 
Love spreads for thee a killing snare ; 

Thou'rt all the world to mc, Sally. 

When first I saw thv heav'nly form. 
What pleasure fill'd my breast ; 

With sense refin'd, form d to adorn 
A throne, at tho — dear Sally. 

Oh! lovely maid, some pity show. 

Relieve each anxious thought ; 
Ah ! hear my prayer ; reject me not ; 

Thee only do I love, dear Sally. 

Though Fortune frown, and Fate decree. 

Though Reason love forbid. 
Yet Mem'ry lives, and dwells on thee. 

In William's heart— dear Sally. 

A heart — that beats for thee alone. 

Thy image there is graven ; 
Sweet girl, my love do not disown, 

Thou'rt heaven to me — dear Sally. 



MY FEYTHER'S OLD SOW. 

Air—" Sabot ier's Dowce."— (Hudson.) 

Good-morrow, Miss Biddy ; pray, how do you 
do? 

1 dare sav you guesses at what I be come about ; 
Feyther ana mother says I mun court you. 

And so, if you please, I'll just tell my mind 
out. 
You shall ha' a pony to carry ye. 

Corks and hens — a bull and a cow ; 
On!v say that I shall marry ye, 

f ^'. feed ye as fat as my fey tiler's old sow. 



Bean't my old feyther got farms o' his own. 

Harrows and ploughs, and hedges and ditches, 
too? 
And, when he goes dead, why, bean't it well 
known 

I be the heir to the whole of his riches loo ? 
Are ye content to take me and ha' half on it ? 

Ye'd better say yes, and accept of it now ; 
You'll repent if you do make a laugh on it. 

For I'll feed ye as tat as my feyther's old sow. 

I'll buy ye new silks and fine satins to wear. 

You 11 dress yourself up every day like a lady 
bright ; 
Sit yourself down in my mother's great chair. 

And scold all the servants Irom luoiLing till 
ni^ht. 
You shall sit at the top of the table. 

While all the company to you shall bow ; 
Marry me — I'm willing and able 

To feed you as fat as my feyther's old sow. 

You do want a husband, and I be your man. 

Say ye will have me, depend on\ I'll love ye, 
dear ; 
And to make you quite happy I'll do all I can 

To gi' ye a thumping boy every year. 
Then I'll go fetch doctor and nurse to ye. 

At christ'nings we'll make such a deuce of a 
row ; 
And you know good eating shall foster ye. 

For I'll feed ye as fat as my leyther's old sow. 

When we've been to church on our grand wedding- 
day. 
To dinner and supper we'll ax all our best o' 
friends ; 
Wi* bacon and pork and strong ale well be gay. 
And you, if you like, shall be stuffed at both 
ends. 
Here now I make you the first proffer. 

And give you sinceiely my true virgin vow ; 
You'd better, much better, accept of my offer. 
For I can feed you as fat as my feyther's ol 
sow. 

Come, gi* your consent now, and let's marry 
straight. 
All th' village shall ring with a peal from th 
merry bells, 
My lore is so hot that I'm sure I can't wait. 
So— if you wo'n't ha' me— I'll get somebody 
else. 
Time flies — come, don't be a sappy. 

See, there's our bull running alter your cow ; 
Be wise, and make us both happy, 
I'll feed ye as fat as my feyther's old sov 



BACHELORS' BUTTONS ; 

OR, LEAP-YEAR. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

As probation some marriage have spoke. 

And others a ^est call'd the state. 
Yet their worships would find it no joke 

To be tied to a troublesome mate. 
A Turk wives by dozens will marry. 

Though that action proves him a dunce ; 
He must he in a pretty quandary 

If they all begm scolding at once. 

Tol lol, de TO., 

Turks cut off their wives' heads too— what tw«4« 
diet, 

'TIS for making good women a charm : 
But I like good women with noddles. 

Though their tongnea were at long at my ana. 




t BBJOjr ■ eoBipinioD aad friund, 
Thkl Imvc mc no cam, na* veuiioni to unoihcr, 

Whifh oft an poor moruli aaoaS ; 
Aad, whilv I ntlDU, ihit, willi iocXat aud dnig. 

Hut fco have U^nagli 111* bruih'd » wrll. oT 
1 give Ihanlu, Uiiil wHli timE, I've » lung sUkkI 

lllDtUK, 

SiHl ft luikRy and loaod Odd Pellow. 
1't« bicuinp of f «utb 1 cpjoy'd while 1 lield 'cm. 

TbuU|li lifnV Mil ■ than dsnini; day. 
And DKHiala ant |iJrat'd widi tfv'bing bui HrMaui, 

Vet 111 w«lcaniii in lul puunE ra; i 
And tbcH^ linu, on my /arc iudcip lumwi may 



0( a hua 

Vf !,nu« ih 

Add will; 



IR. MISBIM OF Mini 
Vr<. if tvrt I mMt an old 

Nor a stninijar diiiteit pi« uuterliii( 




M.,..d, 



irdd, lell behind, ull he ip 
icuiy old boDM Odd FaUn 



JESSIE. THE FLOWER O* DCNDLAKK. 

(Tannahill. ) 
rut sun ha> gone down o'er llic lofty B*b Vetaoui. 

" bi™.,.'"' '" ™ ■ 

:low iwrfi i( the brior, *i* it* (ah (aoldiiic bloa- 



i< the bilk, 1 






Ii lowly young Jmie, thi Bav'r s' Duablanc. 
Slie'i mudcal ■> ony. and biythe ai sha'a bsoni , 

Fot guUelm umclilily muU h« >U tat; 
Andrirbeihcvillr- 

Wha'd blight in 
Dunblane. 
Sing on, thoo ivcet marii, tby hynn to >>m 






iae dear to Ihi 



ihi- fthoBt o- Caldrr 
lug young Jvaaie, the Ho% 

The ipDRa a' the city awm'd tooliifa 

Though mine were the acatioD a' lofticai cauleari 
Auitdit itt ptofuiion I'd lai^iulib in pun ; 

Au.i n-LkDU Bi mu'ihing the beigbio'iuqileDdiiW. 
If wanting i«eei Jesaje, the finw't o' DaaUaoa. 



Dan- 



PADDY ARD.ILLAII'S LEGACY. 

(C. UibdiD.) 
Mv father he left me ■ mug litilv cot, 
W'hich by otie triflit^ aocideol 1 never gOt, 
For dying wiihaut hii vill having been made. 
?4oi a Irgavy iu it ever wa» paid. 

Pooraliallon, O bnno? gramaehre* vhadi' 
Iwu a nau little cot, buiii with weatbrM-wt 
Wliieh kop[ Bveiy thing clu but the weather cbaa 

Had a pig-«tye for pnuliry withuut any duw. 

It waa two Morica Lgh, and IxKh oo the gnad 
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T«as a iTCehold estate, 1ieir-at>law was myself. 
So to lav went about it, of coarse with an elf ; 
Gain'd tne cause, but to txy it so long time re- 

quir*d. 
Th« freehold I loat, 'caase the lease had expir'd. 

Foorallalloo, O hone ! &c. 



^»»»^< 



SUCH ARE THE JOYS OP THE CHASE. 

(Cherry.) 

Whilb some seek their refnge in wine. 

From reflection, from folly, and care, 
I health and amusement combine 

In the chase of the stsg, fox, or hare. 
The dew that bespangles each leaf. 

When Aurora unveils her bright face. 
Are tears of the night shed in grief. 

Which depart with the joys of the chase ! 

Such— such are the joys oi the chase ! 

Tis taste most refin'd then to yield 
To dictates of nature and health ; 

And share such delishts in the field. 
As cannot be purdiasM by wealth ; 

Though sweet are the raptures of love. 
And friendship those raptures can grace ; 

Yet we taste of the pleasures above. 
Combined in the joys of the chase. 
Such — such are Uie joys of the chase ! 



THE IRISH SCHOOL. 

(Miss Bryant.) 

Old Teddy OHourke kept a bit of a school. 

At a i^ace called Clarina, and made it a rule. 
If the mind wouldn't mark, faith ! he'd soon mark 

the back. 
And he nve them their own with a devilish crack. 
His scbolars were Terry, big Billy, and Ned, 
With Morrogh Mac Carfhy, old Darby, and Ted ; 
Tall Dennot O'Clanccy, and Oenn^ 0*Shea ; 
Faith ! aU noble boYS to drive larmna away. 



Spoken.] Well, my boys, says Old Ted. as you 
are all here, I'll just be calling your names over, 
to see if any of ye are missing. Gerald M'Shec. 
Fm not here, sir. Then where are you, agrah? 
I'm outside the door, sir. Then come in and I'll 
beat you. — Comey O'Flaherty ! I'm here, sir. 
but my brother Barney an't. Then where is your 
brocher Barney? Faith! sir, he's dead, and 
they're going to wake him. Poor fellow! I'm 
sorry he^ gone komSf for he was my scholar ; but 
do vou go and sit down, and don't fall asleep, or 
Ilf be aftef waking you. 

So long life to old Teddy, 

For he s always ready. 
To kidc vp a row, or the whiskey to smack. 

With his drinking and eating. 

His birching and beating. 
And his hubaboo, philliloo, row de dow, whack ! 

.Faith! Ted had a nose, it was as big as a tun. 
And a cnin, too, och, honey ! but they were all 



A crin, too. he had, and if there was a noine. 

He d just eive a squint and he'd trighten Lh<> \)oy<. 

A fonune he had, too, — his birch and his wig, 

A black Offly cow. and an old dirty pig ; 

A 'tatue plantation, a dog and a cat. 

Aad his Lead, which he kept in an old greasy hat. 

8P0KCN.|^ Phelim O'Mahony, says he, one day. 
befipee jroo sit down, stand up and say your nlpha- 
bet : so keep your live fingersi out of your bran for 
a few miniites, and begin. — What letter's that, sir ? 
1 don't know, sir. Arrah ! botheration to you : 
what 



said, ' ah! you big blackguard.' Well, nevpf 
mind the blackguaid, but say, ah. Ah. Now 
sir, what letter's that ? Faith 1 sir, I don't know 
you ought to know better than me. What makes 

the honey, and hold your whist ? B . That' 

a good boy : now what half-moon of a thing do 
yon call that ? I don't know, sir. Och ! bothera- 
tion, what do I do with my eyes ? He ! he ! he ! 
Well, what do you laugh at, sir ? I ask you what 
I do with my eyes ? By my soul, sir, you— you — 
you squint! And what else, sir? You see. That's 
a good boy ; and now go on. — D E F G 11. Well, 
why do vou stop ? Because I can't go any farther, 
W)iat has your mother got at the corner of 



sir. 



her nose ? A pimple, sir. Och ! my sarvice to 
you ; and what el!*e ? One eye. Devil take you ! 
don't be getting into figures now \ say I without 
the one. I without the one. What's the next ? 
It's something, sir, but I don't know what. What 
does your mother open the door with ? A string, 
sir, and sometimes her foot. Well, but did you 
never have any thing else? Yes, sir, — K— . 
There's a good boy ; and now as you've got to L, 
yon may go and sit do«vn and warm younelf. 

So long life to old Teddy, &c. 

Faith ! Teddy could fight, and if that you don't 

know. 
Ax one of his scholars, hell soon show you how ; 
For, used to hard blows and big cracks on the 

crown. 
Sure nothing but whiskey could e'er knock him 

doMm. 
He beat all the boys at the wake or the fair. 
For his motto was. always to drive away care : 
And even Judy his wife was so fond of a sup. 
She knocked so much down, that it soon knocked 

her up. 

Sporen.1 Och! I shall never forgot Mrs. Gk>« 
hagan walkmg in one day. Oh, plasc your reve- 
rence, says she, I can get no good ot my Faddy at 
all, at all, for he's atter stealing all the potatoes 
he can get. and making himftelt as fat as big Hilly 
Clancey. the pork marchant; and at to laming, 
by my soul ! he hardly knows what I do myself, 
that two times two makes five. Not know that! 
the ignoramus. Paddy, you ugly named devil, 
walk your mathamatical trotters over here. Faith ' 
Mr. Faddy O'Uourke, the teacher, you may caU 
my boy's name as ugly as you plase, hut. I think, 
after being with you these twelve years, he ought 
to know how to spell it. Tunder and turf! Paddy 
Gohagan. my head boy, not know how to spell his 

own name : spell it you fat looking gossoon, or . 

What name, sir? Paddy Gohagan. P — d — pod 
— y^Paddy G — hock — gock — h — higRen — higgen 
— Paddy Guhagan. Bravo ! my boy, you've save«l 
the honour of uiy school. 

So long life to old Teiidy, &c. 



on t Know, sir. Arran : ootneration to vou : 

It was it I said to you last night, when i saw 

blacking Jerry Mooney's eye. Faith ! sir, you 



THEN SAY, MY SWEET GIRL, CAN YOU 

LOVE ME? 

Dear Nancy, I've sail'd the wide world all around. 

And seven long years been a rover. 
To make for my charmer each shilling a pound. 

But now my hard perils are over : 
I've sav'd troui my toils many hundreds in gold. 

The coinforu ot lite to beget ; 
Have borne in each climate the heat and the co 

And all for my pretty Brunette : 
Then say, my sweet girl, can you love me f 

Though others may boast of more riches thanmios 
A nd rale my attractions e'en fewer. 

At their jeers and attractions 1*11 scorn to repine. 
Can they boast of a heart that is truer t 
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t)r will tbey for thee plough the hazardous main. 
Brave the seaAoois both stormy and wet? 

f not, wh^ I'll do it again and again. 
And all lor my pretty Brunette : 

Then say, my sweet girl, can you love me? 

VVlien ordered afar in pursuit of the foe, 

I sighed at the bodings of tancy, 
Which fain would persuade me I might be laid low. 

And, ah ! never more see my Nancy ! 
But hope, like an angel, soon banished the thought. 

And bade me such nonsense forget : 
I took the advice, and undauntedly fought. 

And all for my pretty Brunette : 
Then say, my sweet girl, can you love me ? 



ROBIN WILL SOON COME TO SUMMAT. 

(C. DibdJn.) 

A COI7NTRY lad wi' a curly pate. 

Careless I whistled along ; 
At plough-tail I labour^, both early and late. 

And this were the brunt of my song : 
Robin, you ne'er for the plough was designed. 

And good fortune you some day will come at. 

Spoken.] And, by my gums! I were alwajrs 
mainly in luck : m«stly came otif winner at pitch 
and hustle-cap, and grinning through a horse-col- 
lar, and should ha' won an iron-bound hat a cudgel 
playing, if I hadn't got a broken head. 

But I sang fal de ral, and cried, dang it ne'er mind. 
For, Robin, youll soon come to summat. 

To Madge o' the mill 1 courting went. 

Dressed in my holiday clothes. 
They said she had money, and that's what I meant ; 

But at me she cock'd up her nose ; 
My face or my figure, it never could be. 

Or my air she for sartin look'd glum at. 

Spoken.] I were always thought a pratty lad, 
and dressed mysen in the most genteelerest manner ; 
and I was so upright, that the girls in our village 
said I'd swallowed the cart- whip j so to show how 
disdainful I was at her panartenest, I strutted 
away,— 

And sang fal dc ral, never mind she. 
For Robin will soon come to summat. 



OUR FRIENDS FAR, FAR AWA. 
A\x-'*'Adien, a Heart-warm fond, adieu,'*— { E. M. ) 

Though we are placed some thousand miles 

From those we ever loved most dear. 
Yet still shall pleasure's friendly smiles 

This welcome day our spirits cheer. 
As time revolves its annual round. 

May honour be our leading-star. 
And may our thoughts be ever ionnd 

On those dear fnends far, far awa. 

May oft this friendly circle meet. 

Nor discord e'er their bi easts invade ; 
But with delight each other greet. 

With faces smilingly arrayed. 
Joyful may we look lorward tor 

Each bright return of Ph(£bus' car. 
And think on that delightful shore 

Wliere live our friends far, far awa. 

Once more, then, raise the social glass. 

Filled to the brim with sparkling wine. 
And let my toast with pleasure pass. 

Sure none says no — none will decline ; 
The toast which I shall now pr.ipose 

Is firmly fixed by nature's law. 
Since first this wond from chaos rose. 

Here's to oar friends far, far awa. 



FRIENDSHIP PUT TO THE TEST. 

The courage of true British tars 

Gives their country a glorious name \ 
L they float they are lamous in wars, 

II they sink they are tloatiug in fame. 
Two sailors aboard the Barfleur, 

One, Tom Tough, and Jack Lifeboat the other. 
Were accustomed hard toils to endure. 

And to each be a triend and a brother. 

Tom was placed in the top on a search. 
None to look out more cunning than he^ 

When a wave gave the ship a lee-lurch. 
And tumbled him into the sea. 

*' All hands!" and ** Out boau!" was the cry- 
Ropes were throw^n, ev'ry tar tried to save him ; 

But in vain every art did tiiey ply. 
No effectual assistance they gave him. 

Jack Lifeboat, by energy drawn. 

Watched lest poor Tom's lite it should end \ 
When Tom, his spent breath almost gone. 

Most piteouslv look'd at his friend. 
The glance all Jack's timbers soon shook. 

And he cried, while he mock'd at the weather, 
** By heavens, Tom, 1 can't bear that look. 

Thou shall live, or we'll perish together 1" 

In a moment see Jack by Tom's side. 

Fresh boats their wislied safety ensure ; 
While the sailors sing out, with true pride, 

" By this action shall live the BarBeur!" 
What more anxious attention could draw ? 

On the deck, by Jack Lifeboat, Tom stands j 
And the world such a sceue never saw. 

As these true and tried friends shaking hands. 



^^*^»»^* 



LUBIN OF THE HILL. 
(Upton.) 

Where LowestofT waves its yellov corn. 

Young Lubin does reside. 
Of humble state, and lowly bom. 

Devoid of fame or pride. 
The shepherd's breast is free from guile. 

And knows not aught of ill ; 
Yet who can woo aud sweetly smile 

Like Lubin of the hill? 

Though riches ne'er was Lubin's lot. 

Content around him dwells \ 
And though but few the sheep he's got. 

His fleece all fleece excels. 
Rear'd by his care, they frisk and play, 

And rove about at will. 
Like when I give my heart away 

To Lubin of the hill. 

But Hymen soon will join our hands. 

Young Lubin has confess'd ; 
And sure when Love cements the bands. 

We must be truly blest. 
My hand and heart have long been thine. 

And are my shepherd's still \ 
For who, when married, can repiiij 

With Lubin of the hill? 



NOISY NEIGHBOURS ; 

OR, THE CORK BRAZIF.R. 

(J. Yedis.) 

At Cork there lived a brazier. 

Who, in making pans and kettles. 
His workmen would amaxc }ron. 

They were such noisy devils ! 
The brazier's scolding deary 

Opposed the sounding hummer 
With tongue that wagged contrary, 

la everlasting clamoar. 
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TktttwmM gtmnMing and duuteringy hammering 
and Mtteringy 

riokering and clattering, polishing and planishing, 

KeodeUp greddels, spiu, and kettles, 

Coven tor plates and Romford grates, 

^^oidenng ouddions, lamps and lanterns, 

Wies, racks, and roastmg jacks. 

Old Vulcan, forcing direlal arms. 
Ne'er spread sodi t^nndering alarms. 

Their brau were ever M^oalling, 

And outraged all conlounders ; 
In the street was constant bawlinz— 

Of women selling " flounders. 
A Ux^r in the attic 

Instructed little drummers ; 
Outside was Serjeant Tactic 

Exercising gunners! 
^^re wkw firing guns and beating drums, 
(A&llii^, bawling, grumbling ami chattering, &c. 

Ne&t door a spruce old maiden 
Kept &ity spanking monsers. 
Who all the day were raging 

At puppies and big towsers ; 
The cats, when tir'd of fighting. 
All scampered to the pantiles. 
Their caterwauling might then 

Have frightened Jews and Gentile*. 
^. ( Iwuiaimg cats tpittmg and Hghtimf. ) 
'f A growling and swearing, scratching and tearing, 
'^^ guns and beating drums, 
luall^y bawling, grumbling and chattering, &c. 



LOVE TURNED GARDENER. 

(Moocrieff.) 

l«(»VE roved one day to Beauty's bowers. 

And begg'd her nttnety-num to be, 
Enicaging she the sweetest flowers 

Should ever in her garden xec ! 
Beguiled, she hired, ah ! rrof for her ! 
The rogue to be her gardener ! 
Soon, with the breath of gentle ni^ihs, 

Each drooping flower hechfri^hed there, 
Wiiiie dewy tears from doting eyes, 

kept all her roses fresh and fair! 
But, mark, alas! 
What came to pass. 

While summer reigued, the rogue remained. 

And joy, and peace, and sunshine »he<l. 
But winter came — ah ! can I name 

Love's treachery? — the urchin fled ! 
Aud sadly Beauty, woe for her ! 
Missed in the storms her ganloner ! 
Her flowers all died, her shrubs declined. 

Her blooming beds were all left bare ; 
No Aolace could poor Beauty find. 

Love left but thorns and wild weeds there ! 
Maids, mark the tale. 
Lest Love prevail. 



BEGGARS AND BALLAD-SINGERS. 

Merry Proteus of old, as by Ovid we're told. 

Could vary his shape as he cliose ; 
rh'*n why should not he my model be, 

Wht>n, in Charity's name, I impose. 

Spoken.] You must know, good folks, that I 
^lottg to the honourable fraternity of beggars, 
•allad-singers, and show-. oiks; in beguing, ax in 
all other fashionable employments, a little well- 
timed, smouth-faced flattery ^oes n grrat way ; for 
Jiatance, now I uddrs^ <vit)- uld maid, for I am 
rare to know them b, th<>ir vinegar rountenances, 
li\ the title of " m.>st beawiiiul lady ;"— a raw, 
iMkwnrd fellow of a recruit, ** most noble cap- 



f» 



taini" — any person in a carriage, " rieht honotira- 
ble; — and a poor country curate, with his sliiru 
sleeves seen at h\< elbows, by the title of " righ 
reverend archbishop," for the love of Him w. 
made you, bestow something on a poor 

Tol de rol, &c. 

There's a difierence between a beggar and 
queen. 
And I'll tell you the reason why — 
A queen cannot swagger, nor get drunk, like a 

heggar» 
Nor yet be so h^ppy as I. 

Spoken.] Why, how tlie devil should they? 
you know they arc obliged to support a kind of a 
dignified character : now I can chanxc mine as 
often as I please ; for, like a juggler, I can deal in 
legerdemain ; I am ambidexter, and can use both 
hands, like an attorney ; and, as to honesty, that's 
an accomplishment that gets little encouragement 

now-a-days, it's a mere 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Like a sailor from the wars, covered over with 
scars. 
When I choose in that character to beg, 
My knuckles I hold flat, and with t'other arm my 
hat. 
And this way I hold up my leg. 

SroKEN.] Come, my noble messmate, bestow 
your charity upon a poor seaman, lamed in the 
service, stumped in his starboard gam, his knee* 
braces shot away, and turned out of the service 
without a smart-ticket. Singt — 

•• Now, dashfil upon the hillows. 
Her op'ning timbers creak, &c.' 

Here, my good fellow, there's so.ui'ihing for you ; 
you have l>ccn an honour to your country. An 
honour, ma'am, to be sure I have ; hut, like most 
honourable gentlemen, my honour consists inniy— 

Tol de rol, 6tc. 

There's Dolly and I, as ballads wc cry. 

On a couple of stools see us stand , 
While she bawls aloud as the oiks passes by, 

1 then takes my fiddle in hand. 

Spoken.] Come, neighbours and friends, here 
is an excellent new song, entitled and called, •* 1 
am a vild and roving boy." Come, Dick, play 
up. Stop, Moll, let us rosin the bow a bit first. 
Stngt — 

" I am a vild and roving boy. 
My lodging's in the Isle of Troy ; 
A roving boy altliough I be, 
rU leave them all, aud 111 go with thee." 

That's a bad halfpenny you've taken, Moll. I 
a'nt a bad halfpenny I've taken. It is. It a'nt. 
O! mammy, mammy, mammy. There, you jade, 
you've set the child a crying ; I've a good mind to 
l>reak my fiddle over your head. I don't care for 
you nor your fiddle neither, as long as I cat 
sing— 

Tol de rol, &c. 

To make the wretched blest, private charity ' 
best— ^ 

These common beggars spurn at our laws ! 
Though reprobate the train, I mean to beg agaii^ 

To solicit your smiles and applause. 

Spoken.] So, you see, my good folks, if yoi 
do not condescend to smile upon me, I must e'ei 
say my begging trade is no belter than— 

Tol de rol, &€• 



■V L'NIVERS4L SONGSTER^ 

THE UNWILLING COKFUSSION. 

tT. B.y1i«.) 

How nia the cDiliiimiu' whu an cu roo- 

Tin iiii)ireui<nu wlikh Lavs hu cngnTcd on 
■hi hp>n ? 
TUoBgh tliir lungne ihoiilJ be aileiu, die ejc* vill 

And betray lIhim cmoiuHii me dun not imput. 

II ihe took it 






o.thc 



I faiD hav 



RecUa'd in la irtwat, with wocKlbi 

H«r nwUlHuaui voice, tea tbc diUyihe lung 
_ Wu a muiiiil nium of aSHiion liDCere ; 
[braulare, I knelt M berleci, 

l.lfr--'--- 



OH EVEH WEAR OF LOVE THIS TOK 

(R,.n.| 
Oil '. Uke lliia me, and Int it lie 

Clme to thy fiinil ddvouid hurt; 
Tb«n let ii live ju liourauddie! 

While trind'Ting by tlie Ganges* Mreao 
0|i|irc«'d uid faint, I longhi a bowpr, 

I thought a aylph, vilh nin^s of light, 
And gaibcr, farni; aouV* deli|;hl, 

Thnu talF l£ia roH, Midi nr» Ihy heul, 
OK! everoeaiof Love Ihi* lokVQ j 

And neTpi fnini the dear me put. 
For, if "lit loal, my heait a bnluo '. 



IRISH HEARTS FOR THE LADIES. 

(Cherry.) 
Om lUy, Madam Nature wal butT, 
Bright Vpput bfjirie her «u iraled. 

^Sholuiu'd till UiE jub waicomplrtedl 
I'tD maling a heart, cned ihogudden. 



'T...lrDdrri™«ft'".lf.rdoYV"'."r! 

T-.» .prinkled with drop. o( (he creature i 

Twa* ■luff'd, too, with lar|^ lompf of la> 




Then ipiMk, ye deladen » p'enyal 
Yiiur uvu (ilier tcmcuea tell Uw id 

Fur they are the boyttbai aaiur yv: 
In love and IB «ar we''ic m fniki , 

Norol Fiudi, Dutch, or dr>Sl>.a(rw« 
We've Iip> ior our girii aod <m wbiakj. 

And tight Inb beam lor ibe ladiea. 



THREfi YOUNG MEN CAME A WOOn 
(Uptno.) 
THuri: yr-ang mes came a wooing, woaioit. 
All 11 mJirry me ! 

Oh, no, there lannu be. 

The rtn* waa rich, yet (me fma pride ; 

Tlir. Hvnd «iteet did WDg ; 
Bui the lAW. be only gai^ and aigh'd. 



But tbougb Ibey came a wooing, wooing, 
AU Ui many me ' 

Thr finl taid nought thould ni divide ; 

The Hood tpoke u plain : 
Bnt the third, he only gaa'd and ai^*d. 

And iigh'd, andiigb'd again. 

Now. how laen'dihutwaoiair, wooiMp 

You ihall quickly aec; 
I i'ba« to wed wbo least had laid. 



For ulk -n 






TOM STARBOARD. 

(T. Knighl.) 



Within a Irague of EnglaiHl-i owl. _ 
For mere than half Ihr cnw were loB- 
In fight Tom Starboard knew no (ear; 

Said, love for Nan, C^ d™^ 
Had uv'd hit life, uid Fate wai kind : 

And now, ihau^wreck'd.yTtToin reiuni'd, 
llf all pan bardahip* marie a jakt: 

Fur alJIl bin maoly hoMm biiro'd 
With love— hii hsait «ai heart of oat' 



nimbly n 

To rheer hii lovo. hit dniin'd hrd 
But (alie report had broufbl lo Nan, 

Six munibaUfon, her Tom ' 
Wiihgriel ihe daily pin'd ■ 

No ri-uiedy het life niutd 

And Turn arriv'd the very day 

They laid hu Nancy ui (he 
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MY liAURA'S SMILE WHEN LAST WE 

MET. 

(Kennoy.) 

My Laura's smile whnn last we met, 
Ohp never shall my heart forget ; 

'Mid every doubt and fear. 
The smile that with benignant ray. 
In generous pity seem'd to say. 

Droop not, for hope is here. 

And years on years unblest may roll. 
And still the treasure of my soul 

Elude my steadfast love» 
And Honour's fix'd and stem command. 
Condemn me long from land to land, 

A banish'd man to rove. 

At last, my Laura to resign. 
Never to bless a home of mine. 
Yet Laura's smile when last we met. 
Oh, never shall my heart forget ; 

*Mid eveiT doubt and fear. 
The smile that, with benignant ray. 
In generous pity seem'd to say — 

Droop not, for hope is here. 



SURE I AM A HEBREW MAN. 

Sure I am a Hebrew man. 

And veil known in Duke's Place, 
Yere, since honesty's my plan, 

I can boldly show mv face , 
Tat, though monish I lends out, 

Tis but vat my neighbours do. 
Den I never sheets the needy. 

Upon my vord 'tis true ; 
No ; I'm content vith vat I gets. 

Sirs, in an honest vay : 
My debts I never once torgets, 
r But cheerfully dem pay ; 

^ And though the Christians flout. 

And call me heathen Jew, 
Whilst I know I'm acting right, 

Vy, I minds not vat tney do. 

Spoken.] No, no; though I say it myself, I 
have a heart so tremblingly alive to the misfor- 
tunes of my fellow-creatures, dat it is only when 
I am relieving their wants I can sing 

Tol de lol, &c. 

If ven valking through the street 

Some poor creature meets my eye. 
Who, naked, cold, and hungry. 

Implores my charity -, 
I never tinks to a:^ 

His religion or his name ; 
No ; he's a brother and in want. 

Sure that's sufficient claim 
Upon my purse to help his need. 

And save him from distress. 
Whilst I do this I shall •succeed. 

And Providence me bless. 
Den let the vorld still flout, 

And call me heathen Jew, 
Yhilst I know I'm acting right, 

I minds not vat they do. 

Spoken. J No, no ; for it is de vay of de vorld 
to make ill-natured remarks a-top of those who do 
better den themselves, but vhilst I have a clear 
conscience, their scorn vill not hinder me from 
singii^ 

Tol d* lol, &c. 

Let misers hoard up money 

And hide it from the day* 
Let parents stake their childreiit' h^m. 

That ne'er shall oe my vay i 



I'm rich, 'tis true, but should my ^n 

To vife a beggar take. 
Let virtue be her portion, 

I'll never dem forsake. 
True love should ever join our hands, 

And interest kick the beam. 
For bliss dwells not where gold commands. 

Though they may happy seem. 
Would men these maxims keep. 

Whether Christian, Turk, or Jew, 
Their conscience ne'er would tease them. 

Upon my vord 'tis true. 

Spoken.] Aye, aye, ven a man can clap his 
hand a-top of his heart, and say he has done no 
one an injury, he need not be afraid to sing with 
me, 

Tol de lol, &c. 



WHAT AILS THIS UE.iRT O' MINE? 
(Miss Blamire.) 

What ails this heart o* mine? 

What ails this wat'ry ee ? 
What maks me ay turn cauld as death. 

When I tak leave o' thee ? 
When thou art far awa, 

Thou'lt dearer grow to me. 
But change o' fowk and change o' place. 

May gar thy fancy gee. 

Then 111 sit down and moan. 

Just by yon spreading tree ; 
And gin a leaf fa' in mv lap, 

I'll ca't a word frae thee. 
Syne I'll gang to the bower, 

vVhich thou with roses tied, 
'Twas there by mony a blushing bud 

I strove my love to hide. 

Ill doat on ilka spot 

Whare I hae been wi' thee ; 
III ca' to mind some fond love tale. 

By cv'ry bum and tree. 
'TIS hope that cheers the mind. 

Though lovers absent be. 
And when I think I sec thee still, 

I'll think I'm still wi' thee. 



THE HOPE THAT GUIDES TOMORROW. 

When faithful lovers meet 

Ere the hour of sorrow, 
' Hope's radiant orb will prove 

The sun that knows no morrow ; 
But when their bosoms beat 

With purest throbs of pleasure. 
More dear than wealth possessed 

Is nature's toundless treasure. 

Grief stole the early rose 

From beauty's cheek for ever. 
But grief and absence strove 

In vain their hearts to sever. 
Once more the lovers meet. 

Past the hour of sorrow. 
Friendship and love unites 

The hope tliat guides *4>-morrow. 



THE GIRL I APPROVE. 
(L L. I.) 

You ask me what sort of a girl I appH ve ^ 
Few words shall express my desire ; 

Her face must be fair, like the mother of Lore, 
Lik* ht^g are the chaymt I adaire. 
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Bright beauly ailone, shall not conquer my heart. 
The maid to my mind must have more/ 

More charinft to enslave than Beauty's keen dart. 
For wit and good sense I adore. 

Ber beauty, wit, and good sense, combined. 
Should not fix me her servant for life ; 

But her manner so sweet, her temper so kind. 
Are the charms I seek in a wife. 

POOR TOM! 

OR, THE sailor's EFITAP f. 

(Dibdin.) 

Written on the Death of his Brother ThomoM. 

^ERE, a sheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 

The dArlint; of our erf w ; 
No more he'll hear the tempt'st howling. 

For Death has broach *d him to. 
(lis form was of the manlient bt^auty, 

His heart was kind and soit ; 
Faithful below he did his duty. 

And now he's gone aloft. 

Tom never from his word departed. 

His virtues were so rare ; 
His friends were many, and true-heard d. 

His Poll was kind and fair : 
And then he'd sing, so blithe und jo iy. 

Ah I many's the time and ofi 1 ' 
But mirth in turu'd to molancholy. 

For Toui is gone alolt. 

Yet shall Poor Tom find plcuxant woatht r. 

When He who all commands 
Shall give, to call life's crew to>:eiher. 

The word to pipe all hand-* : 
Thus Death, who kmgs and tars dospauhes. 

In vaiin, Tom's life has do'^'d. 
For, though his body's under halchis. 

His soul is gone aloft. 



MISS BAILEY'S GHOST. 

The dog had ceas'd to hark. 

The silver moon shone br .hi. 
When, in the lone rJmrch-y. nl, 
SUK>d poor Miss Bailey's gl.nsf. 

Oh ! what will Wcome ol n\e ' 

Ah ! why did I die I 
Nobody coming to bury me '. 
Nobody ci ming to cry! 

The first time I saw Capuin Smith 

I was /atr, though he treated me/tni/. 
So here tete-a-tete with the moon, 
All night will I bellow and howl. 

Oh ! what can the matter be. 

My own ghost in the cold must ^x- 
pire. 
While wicked Smith, o'er his ratafie, 
U roasting his shins by the fire. 

The last time I saw my deIu<Vr 

He gave me a shabby pound-note. 
But I borrow'd his best leather breeches. 
To wear with my wooden nurtout. 

And its oh, to be covered in decency. 

For a grave I the parson did pay. 
But Captain Smitli's note was a n>r- 

And I was turned oat of my clay. 

And here am I singing my song 
Till almost the dawning of day ; 

Come, sexton, come, spectre, come, Captain, 
Will nobody take me away 7 



But hold, yet I've one comfoi; it*tt, 
Delightiul to most married .air. 

Though cold, and oi all joy bcreti. 
Vet still I've the breeches to wear. 



THE LIFE OF PATRICK O'CONNOR. 

(H. V. Smith.) 

I WAS bom one day in the midst of the nieht, 
rwa:» a beautil'ul morning, the moon shouc so 

bright ; 
The clouds were so dark, and faith do I say, 
'Twas the cold month oi June in the warm month 
of <Vcfy. 
Sing philliiu hiibhubbabboo, whack botheration, 
Ochl my dear jewel, what a darling was I ! 

When l)eing wean'd irom the neck, what a rout 

did I niak(>, 
Compartd to sweet music at an Irish wake : 
My dad in a passion oft call'd me a brat. 
And swore by St. Patrick I squall'd and urew lat. 

Sing philliiu. &c. 

When I grew older, and was able to run. 
Two or three times a-day, as sure as a guji, 
I was lost by my parents, but bother my rigs. 
They found me again when they look W tor the pigs. 

Sing piiill iu, &c. 

I was soon of an age my living to earn. 

So was sent off to school — some lessous to loam ; 

But not liking the birch, nor ♦he i:ia>ter*s tier»< 

looks, 
I oft played the truant, and dog's-eared my book 

Sing philliiu. Sec 

I soon fell in love with sweet Mistres;* O'U hack. 
But she swore by the powers, she'd hear uune 

my clack \ 
And oft on my knees have I gtood for an hou , 
Besaaching one kiss oi that daify-dowu flowei. 

Sing ph.llilii, ^. 

I then left Kilkenny for Albion's ground. 
And iu the Engliiih lads true irien.ls I have f ■ nt 
Th^t triendship I hope will never dissever. 
But may old England with Ireland be coupl'd i 
ever. 

Sing philliiu, itc. 



BANISH SORROW, GRIEF'S A FOL!.Y. 

Banish sorrow, grief's a folly. 

Thought, unt>end thy wrinkled brow; 
Hence, dull Care and Melancholy, 

Mirth and Joy invites us now. 
Bacchus empties all his treasure, 

Comus brings us wit and song ; 
Follow, follow, follow Pleasure, 

Let us join the jovial throng. 

Thp love-siek smin, who sighs and simperst 

T'other bottle would «iet tree ; 
Nor arttul smiles, nor amorous whimp.^rs. 

E'er roil Id fetter you or "me. 
We for courtship have no leisare , 

Bumpers yield us better joys. 
Follow, follow, follow Pleasure, 

While thus Mirth our time employs. 

Why then should dull Care pernlex us ? 

Why should we not jovial be : 
Since we're here we've nought to vex us ; 

Bumpers set from Care all free. 
Then let's have buu.pers out of measure ■ 

Let's be gay while time we have. 
Follow, follow, follow Pleasure, 

There's no drinking in the gra\itb 




THE VETERANS. 
(Dibdio.) 
DtCK DjCK. ■ at ai Grrniwifh aioai'i, 
Ob* dsjr kill (cH Ili> Ij«i Dfi board, 
WVb ht 1 poor malm'ii priuioim fronChBlMi ■ 
A&d all Is ban " * ■ - 



•roK" 



I nuur bob)™, d 
'4 «iiu4 Ion fan ^oq By. 



d you 1. 



(Ill k, bud got hit doH, 

' 'vnuwIiDgqniFhly took ■hmU) 

.1(1 « otWwhy JiFv'vc cnck 



ill. with Dwiaoi in thcptv 
ibal, halt' hall! 

nrd ihn pily nf lb* bnn. 



■niuh'd ne ftsn ihe 



.*Bil *> Hv pal (be grgg ihoui mi- II dusrlf )ia|, I 

Tlie warU'i etimplg luil dFli|;V,' 
ind conqHrrcvorr cofin; ol Gnirge our king j 

Til h» ihu provH the hnro'i rncud, 

Uii bouotjr waili utto nui vnd, 
Though cripplcri >Dd [•id up, wilt onii tool iu 



WAKE THBE, THEI 



HY IMMA, WAKB; 



Ait -" I* Ponii du /Bur."_(W. B»U.) 
SofTLY opM the rye c 

Slreanii of nfv 
Whsn latf tho da.k 

And MoKiIoi'* 

No- taiully n 
Pmn (ha frr^ uid jdvdiu allt 

Atnwd with puniilni fin 
Light'tallrTatrnHfly. 



bay, and ihot* 



lIinVKRSAL BONOSTBKi OB. HUSEUII 09 HIBTH. 
thttr arc .join, worlby goda. 
Sty. Mm!Z. '• Who will nnl i 



PUT IT DOWN TO THE BILL. 
(C. Dibdin.) 
In lliii mighty eiljr how ttsy la live, 
Fdi ncdirK ibR wnil of iho placei 
Wliir.h ;reU •nd Hnall rqullj give ud rec 
80 credit un be od di(«nce. 
Spoken.] Wbu «gniis» 



Give 



S?^ 



food order, tad w 



« wo mined I—Whj. 7 



J in, 11 prttij pui aff, «od tpolilf 
lo every Ihin);. Ilcnlly. Jft. TMug' 
omt, I etprn my remitl«Bce» every day, and then 
yon me; depend upon ■ (eltlement ; lad u 1 ihall 

well Beod one in. and have die goodneu (0 



What u^ifiei talking ot hirdneis of timt 
No compluDt of the titnri it more vagu 

Daih Daly ^ef do>ii, luri and amifatt ai 
AndpruAwa i» -■ --••'••-- -i- -' 

vherevl By the 

Fifteen feel aad ■ half fjoni tbe nwd, beautiful 

walking injiireil my health, lo farced la keep anag 
— then, aa «poiue couldn't walk, at I had a hone, 
a chaiH wai no expanae— ckuio eau nnthini;, you 
know— ha! neat Uiought, love lo do tho' tlung 
genteelly.— f In enolSi^ voice. ) Tery'good . ha t ha! 

Madeira.— Hey? bal rather >han » present , bat 

parlou^ filtecn feet and a l.al7(iom iL nnd— 

Put it down to the hill, lu. 
" To-motiow come never," I 've heard people «»j. 

In modem accaunl-booki it naad* (or pay day, 
Except when the dice-bot goei round. 
SPDKeN.7 Debiaof hoDourniiiitbepaid.becaute 

lu honour *a last 



hnnt( 



T-H^.i 



I laM n 



-And 



eiimtle run off ii» wheeli at whist; the phaelnn 

by the tlack-Iegi at tho tine poilt — aettle ihe roo- 

wilhoiU cutting a figure, vou'd better double llae 
nakea, (eDllemen ; futDish freih hODler, new cur- 
ricle, prime Dhaclon, ealloppin; gteyt, and when 
vDu've dona ibal, voii know you can 

Put -em down lo the bill, 1». 



WIT, WOMEN, AND WINE. 




Men and eodi think vai 
Who'd <iay is the elondi 
minh 

Are below, wilb wit, w 






I FI.V TO KEET MV tOVE. 
I I'ptooO 
When the bee ■! eie repowi 

When the •ereech-owl «in|;> it> fligkl. 
At Che wiihed approuti of Dirfal: 

When .*eet Ph.1Uela'»«ra^ 
Pint ulutei the darteaed plaini ; 

Then I fly to Je^m^lmV' 

When the ploujhman'a homewanl (tray 

And tlie chirmnfl; cricket'a ptayinc ; 

Whro the hornet, fatal bee, 

Tatriei in the hallow tree ; 

When the bal, with beetle eye». 

Then I KCk the wiUo* ^Tove. 
Then 1 fly to meet my love ! 
When the li^hi of diy'i depaninfr. 
"'*""" "■"" """"fn joumei'j I 



Andtbeheife. 

When the merry pipe and 






PADDY'S aURYINO. 
" 7%c/<>>A tfoUing."— (Beulet, 

An IcUIi lad 

Ii always mad, 
louing, singiop, awraring, O ; 

And Paddy CIpm 

'nnn binJi unto ha ImtyiBg. O. 
nu at llie sign of ihn Anithott. 
:^e whiskey did o'enake hia, ; 
it]] altem, and nevet M^r. 
lo Pal'i friends met n mte hia. 
Wilhfillitlilla: rvh. faiblnbM 
My darling Pal, you're rnri 
H<^1, h>l>bi~bbibbM, andCUdlil 
Why did yoQ die, m;>wd. 



ends, Och ht.._ , 
Began to «i>in,_ ^^ 

-WallmHdlyi^ 

dnuik i-howlin(. O. 
With GllilliUM, 
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The monmen prest, 
GtrateellT drest 
In moamii^ Dltte» auid green, and brown. 
They ^1 went reeling from the door. 
The coflin after the moaners there. 
All Paddy's friends, and for^ more. 
And all of them chief groaners were. 

With ailiUilloo, &c. 

And now the priest. 
Whose fist they gretut. 
To pray o'er Pat, when under groond. 
He sang a tamum. 
His cleric th' ament 
Which set them howling all aroond. 
Then all began to fill the grave. 

And Shee jumped in, and down he sat. 
And swore, " If I've a soul to save, 
111 boned be alhe, like Pat." 

Och! fiUiUillilloo, &c. 

Said Rourke, " you flat. 
Come out of that. 
See how the rain is pouring down." 
Said Shee, " I'm dry ;" 
Said Rourke, " You lie; 
Come out, or I will crack your crown." 
Forgeneral fight the sign went round, 

1^ mourners little caring, O, 
For rain— so all tlie souls got drowned. 
And beat, at Paddy's burying, O. 

With fillillilloo! Och, hubbubbubboo ! 
They all there fought a duel, O. 
Howl, hibbibbibboo, &c. 



CEET HOPE, THOU ART A SOVEREIGN 

BALM. 

(T.Campbell.) 

Sweet hope, thou art a sovereign balm 

For hearts by sorrow wounded ; 
Thy smiles impart a tender calm, 

S'en when by storms surrounded ! 
For, like the many-tinted bow. 

Griefs atmosphere thou cheerest. 
And darker as the shadows grow 

The brighter thou appearest. 

And though, by everv tongue reviled. 

As treacherous, false, deceiving, — 
Who hath not dried his tears, and smiled. 

Thy promises believing ? 
Then still 111 court thy soothing power. 

And thy sweet influence chensh ; 
To thee 111 cling in life's last hour. 

Nor quit thee till I perish. 



THE BEATH OF ABERCROMBIE. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

RECITATIVE. 
fAS on the spot, in ancient lore oft named, 
Vhere Isis and Osiris once heM sway. 

O'er kings who sleep in pyramidic pride : 
t now for British valour far more famed, 
finee Nelson's band achieved a glorious day. 

And, crowned with laurel, Ab^crombie died. 

AIR. 

r roseate colours the dawn had not shed 

t the field which stem Slaughter had tinted too 

rod, 
ras dark — save each flash at the cannon's hoarse 



ten the brave Abercrombic received his death- 
wound; 
( comrades with pief unaffected deplore, 
90^ to Britain^ renown he gave one laurel 



With a mind unsubdued, still the foe he defied. 
On the steed which the Hero of Acre supplied ; 
Till, feeling he soon to Fate's summons must 

yield. 
He gave Sidney the sword he no longer could 

wield ; 
His comrades, with grief unaffected, deplore. 
Though to Britain's renown he gave one laurel 

more. 

The standard of Albion, with victory crowned. 
Waved over his head as he sank on the ground, — 

Take me hence, my brave comrades," the 
vet'ran did cry, — 

My duty's complete, and, contented, I die." 



it 



t< 



SHE SAYS SHE LO'ES ME BEST OF A'. 
Air-" Onagh*s fro/er/oi/."— (Burns.) 

Sae flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows, of a darker hue, 
Bewitchioi^ly o'erarching 

Twa laughing een o' bonnie blue ! 
Her smiling sae wyling. 

Wad make a wretch forget his woe ; 
What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow : 
Such was my Chloris' bonnie face. 

When first her bonnie face I saw. 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm, 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Like harmony her motion ; 

Her pretty ankle is a spy. 
Betraying fair proportion. 

Wad make a saint forget the sky. 
Sae warming, sae charming. 

Her faultless form, and gracefu* air ; 
Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Declared that she could do nae mair : 
Her's are the willing chains o' lave. 

By conquering Beauty's sov'reigu law ^ 
Ana ay my Chloris' dearest charm. 

She says she loves me best of a\ 

Let others love the city. 

And gaudy show at sunny-noon ; 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and risine moon 
Fair beaminc, and streaming 

Her silver light the boughs amang; 
While falling, recalling. 

The am'rous thrush concludes his sang ; 
There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 

By whimpling burn and leafy shaw ; 
And hear my vowso' truth and love. 

And say thou lo'es me best of a'. 



SUCCESS TO ALL DEALERS IN BRASS. 

A CHORDS. 

Search the huge world around. 

No craft can be found 
To compare witli us workers of brass ; 

In all climes it's the case. 

Only broHMe well your face. 
With success through life you will pass. 

Then, miners, merrily sing. 
As gaily the flagon we pass ; 

Our vaulted cavern shall ring 
With " Succett to all dealers in hrasa.*' 

Friar Bacon, it is said. 

Made his queer copper-head 
From our mine, as the old story goes ; 

And the ancient old eoUege 

Of steriing sound knowledge. 
Was formed oy a long B'OMn JVbce. 

Then, miners, merrily sing, &e» 
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Vine cheers up the sool, 
Tlien fill OS a bowl. 
For 'ere long, you all know, we mnit die. 

YesterdaVt gone. 

This day's oar own. 
TG-nM»rTow we never may see ; 

Thought causes a smart. 

And eats up the heart. 
Then let's be jovial and free. 

The world is a cheat. 

With a face counterfeit. 
And Freedom and Mirth discommends ; 

But here we may quaff. 

Speak our thought, sing, and laugh. 
For all here are Masons and friends. 



THE GHOSTS OF POLLY ROCK, AND 
HER TWO BANTUNGS. 

(Cherry.) 

When I was but a tiny boy. 

And sailed on board a privateer ; 

Three dreadful ghosts did me annoy. 
And to my sight did oft appear ! 

A woman uul, who, on each arm, 
A little pale-faced bantlins bore. 

And cried — " 0, Sam, we'll do no harm. 



For we, alas * are now no more 



|W 



'* The captain of your ship," she cried, 

*' My love and truth did sore betray ; 
And these poor babes, with me, have died. 

Who might have lived another day .*' 
•« Dear ghost," I said, " all this is hard— 

If Captain Rock be such an elf. 
While I am watching on my guard, 

I think you had better tell himself." 

She took the hint — down slide the ghosts 

To where the Captain slept below ; 
She drew his curtams to the posts. 

And pale she elared as drifted snow ! 
•« I'm come," she cried, '* bold Captein Rock, 

To plague thy heart our ghosts are come. 
Pull cold am I as marble block. 

And eke the young ones. Sail and Tom." 

" Dear Polly Rock," the Capuin said. 

And trembled much as he had spoke ; 
" I never heard that yon were dead. 

And fear, my love, you do but joke." 
To prove her truth, Uiey vanished straight. 

And at their heels a nery flame ; 
The Cralain roared out for his Mate, 

Drank off his grog — ^and slept again. 



UNFORTUNATE MARY. 

(Tapsell.) 

DifTEACTED with anguish and grief. 

Behold a poor girl of woe. 
Ah ! where shall I fly for relief? 

In vain scalding tears now flow. 
No ease they affoni to my heart. 
Nor comfort give to my mind. 
Ah ! what can the world now impart. 
Where ease or hope shall I fiud 7 

Then, pity me, maids ! ah, pity me '. 
My true love was lost at sea. 
In the unfortunate Abergavenny. 

The youth of my heart is no more ;— 

Charles found a wat'ry erave. 
His virtues how many depTure, 

Yet worth nor virtue could save 
lliat dear form from the tyrant death ; 

Uis truth and vows, so sincere. 



Fled for ever that voice and breath* 
And all my soul loved dear. 

Then, pity me, &c. 

No more fond memory delights 

In tracing the heavenly mind. 
His sold has ta'en her flight 

And gone to its kindred kind. 
Poor Mary ! though heart*broken, blest,— 

Constancy still was thy lot ; 
Thy sorrow will soon find rest. 

Though Charles will ne'er be forgot. 

Then, pity me, &c. 



OH, BRAVE RUB-A-DUB,TWEET-A-TWEET 
TANTARARA. 

(Dimond.) 

Oh ! brave rub-a-dub, tweet^a-tweet, tantarara ! 

I still can enjoy yon in love as in war ; 
Such a wife ! bully Mars ! not thy Venus was 
fairer; 
Her lip has a dew that's a salve for each scar ; 
Then, march with me, sweethe^irt, march forward 
to glory ! 
Fife, drum, and trumpet, invite, boys, to fame ; 
Fall to-day in the field, live for ever in story ; 
A brave soldier's death is the life of his name. 

March ! march ! march . 

Abroad, though I lose the sweet uproar of battle. 
Still its musical comforts at home I may hear ; 

For what shrill alarum surpasses the rattle 

A married man finds in the tongue of his dear ? 
Then, march, merry sweetheart, &c. 



JOAN IS AS GOOD AS MY LADY. 

(Dibdin.) 

Neat Nelly, the milk-maid, m short-waisted 
gown. 
All the airs of the fashion puts on ; 
And emulates all the fine ladies in town. 
As she flirts and coquets it with John ; 
Has the same vapid stare, the same slide, the 
same bob, 
llie same sigh, without feeling or passion ; 
With the same rise and fall bids ner bosom to 
throb. 
As the rantipole woman of fashion. 

To dress fine and showy, the men to entrap. 

They both have an equal regard ; 
The la[dy owes only ten pounds for her cap. 

While the milk-maid pays ten-pence a yard ; 
So that, when at a distance, they^ve both the sftmf 
charms 

To excite in the fellows a passion ; 
The same fine display of bare necks and red arms 

Both in Nell and the lady of fashion. 

Thtu the proverb's revers'd ; 'twas the former re 
mark, 

And I brieve the thing's pretty near right. 
As my lady that Joan was as good in the dark. 

Now Joan is as good in the light ; 
So I'd have the fine ladies about them to look. 

And to feel for themselves some compassion. 
Lest the beaux should mistake the pert housemaio 
or cook. 

For a rantipole woman of fashion. 



WILLIAM AND ANNE. 

(Cross.) 

William and Anne were lovers true. 
In the same villaee infants rear'd. 

In childhood's pranks affection grew. 
Which youthful paauou inoT« «ndAMf 4« 
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To ferve hb king o'er ocean bound. 
The battle'i rage had Will defyM, 

And with soocom and glory crown'U, 
Returned to make his Anne a bride. 

The mom was fixed, to smart arrayed, 

Will to the steeple led the way. 
When, springing from a neighbouring glade, 

A press-gang darted on their prey : 
He checked a tear that wrung his heart, 

Exdaim'd to Anne, who pallid grew, 
*' Tis for my country's good we part," 

Then heaved a sigh, and bade adieu. 

Borne from his Anne wide o'er the main, 

Alas ! she never looked up more ; 
A burning fever wrecked her brain, 

A beatmg heart her bosom tore. 
The ship some leagues had sailed from land. 

Vain 'gainst the feelings William strove; 
Fancy portrav'd her on the strand, 

O'eiboard he Icap'd to meet his love. 

The (Tuel waves he beat amain. 

Within a cable's length of shore. 
Made one sad effort to regain. 

But sunk, alas ! to rise no more. 
His pallid corse, when Anne espy'd. 

Who dar'd the tempest's terror brave. 
She shrieked, breathed out his name, and died ! 

But now reposed in one cold grave. 

THE CAREFUL WIFE ; 

OR, PASTIME AND DANGER. 

(Cherry.) 

Hark, gentle Jane, the huntiman't horn 

Now chides my long delay : 
Mark ! cries Jane — see, the hazy mom 

Proclaims the cheerless day ! 
To hunt the stag, the fox, the hare. 

Fresh health these sports impart : 
Cries Jane, dear John, oh ! pray forbear. 

For danger wings Death's dart ! 
Yoics r tantivy ! soho ! 
Dear John, cries Jane, your spiriu spare, 
Of tantivy, O ! beware ! 

See, gentle Jane, Aurora bright. 

Her beams burst through the sky : 
See, cries Jane, by that genial light. 

The magic of this eye ! 
To chase die stag, the fox, the hare. 

Should joys domestic yield ? 
Cries Jane, dear John, avoid the snare 

That lurks in danger's field ! 

Yoics! tantivy! soho! 
Dear John, cries Jane, if life's your care. 
Of Untivy, O ! beware ! 

Now, gentle Jane, I mount my mare. 

And spurs clap to her side : 
Now, cnes Jane, whera's the tender care 

You swore to me, your bride ? 
ni chase the stag, the fox, the hare. 

Though Death in ambush hide ! 
Cries Jane, dear John, of Fate beware. 

Lest mischief should betide ! 

Yoics! tantivy! soho! 
Now John, convinc'd, dismounts his mare. 
Of tantivy, O ! beware ! 



LIFE AFFORDS NO JOY BUT DRINKING. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 

What U life ? a fickle ocean! 

What is joy ? a transient ray ! 
What is love t a youthful notion. 

Wine alone drives Care away. 



Why, then, murder time by thinking t 
FiU my goblet, fill with wine ! 

L;fe afioirds no joy but drinking ; 
That alone makes man divine. 

What's the bigot warmed by praying ? 

What's the advent'rous seaman's gain! 
What's the soldier's zeal ? a saying ! 

Wine can only fire the brain. 
To all ills I bid defiance. 

And, though mortal, prove divine ; 
With the gods I claim alliance ; 

They quaff necur — I drink wine. 



THE ODDS MORE WAYS THAN ONE. 

(Collins.) 

I AM ecem with those that with Mirth are a 
odds. 
And would irown at a jest from a jovial odd fel- 
low ; 
For to crabs I compare such unsociable clods. 
Or to half-rotten medlars, more sour than mel- 
low; 
Besides, 'tis more odds than a toss, heads or 
tails, — 
But those that want horses grudge those that can 
ride; 
So my hobby I'll mount, not regarding who rails. 
And let those laugh that win, I've the odds on 
mgtide. 

And if oddly I'm treated, oy bantering friends. 
Like the pilot of state, in the dome of Saint 
Stephen, 
Tis odds but I soon smoke their odds, and their 
ends. 
And with all such odd fish find the way to be 
even: 
Or, should Care, in an odd fit, perchance, play 
the shark. 
Like a gudgeon to catch me, at low-water tide. 
With good spirits, I'll mount up to high-water 
mark. 
And spring out of his reach, with the oddt on my 
tide. 

When the wife's in a pout, as the best may, per- 
chance. 
Now and then swell the lip at our lippiz^ the 
jorum ; 
And, she says, 'stead of Nancy, I stick close to 
Nantz, — 
Nanti brandy, I mean, that VolupUu vhorwn ; 
Then I offer the odds of my horse to her tongue. 
That she faster can scold, than she ever could 
ride ; 
So, by bantering, I stop up her mouth like a 
bung. 
As old Xantippe knows I've the odds an my 
tide! 

And don't think it odd, if I prove, flat ana 
plain. 
That the first of odd fellows was old Father 
Adam; 
Till one night, from his side, as, asleep, he was 
lain. 
To make matters even, sprung Eve, for Lis ma- 
dam ! 
And she was the first of the petticoat race. 
And great grandam of all that wear breeches, 
beside; 
And 'tis odds, when odd squabbles between them 
take place. 
But the petticoat race harm the oddt o» their tide. 

For, although we think oddly of petticoat sway. 
And pretend for odd wives that we care not * 
■onse^ 
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odd wives there are who have found out 
the wav 
How to make an odd yokemate as qaomp as a 
mouse; 
And, as odd sorts of squabbles arisp every day 
B^ween breccket and petticoat, which shall pre- 
side; 
and then, an odd wearer of petticoats may» 
As odd things come to pass, icwar the breechet 



»^»»»^»^ 



TIM BOBBIN AND THE MAID OF MAN- 
CHESTER; 

OB, A HARD RON UPON THB PAWN-BANK ! 

Ab— " dear ! what can the Matter be T' 

(E. J. B. Box.) 

A MAIDEN of Manchester lived in a cellar low. 
Bobbin loved her, and often would tell her 



While thumping cotton, she often got mellow 
though, 

Uuncki-cnm*starey, heigho* 
So diy, she loved a drop of stuff ; 
0» fie ! seldom she got enough 
To buy double-proof, ^tiantum taff, [Ase] 

Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 

One night it happened, when Tim Bobbin came to 

woo^ 
3f a^^ was quite tipsey ; — that was to Tim nothing 

new; 
Lauigaishiiw looks, while her arms round his neck 

the threw — 

Huncki-cum-fttarey, heigho! 
** Of dear [Ate*) Timmy, she luccupped out, 
*' Lo! here [Am;] all my stout liquor's out, 
" No where [Ate] any more tick about 1" [Aie] 
Hunieki-cum-starey, heigho! 

Tim Bobbin, delighted that Madge was so eoming 
kind. 
Rummaging pockets, cried, " though I no mo- 
ney find. 
Still, my dear darling shan't lack, while for mm 
inclined ;" 

Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 
*' Oh, no," Tim cried, and back uncaged ; 
" So go, take this to pawn with haste !" 
Bam come, tenderly both embraced, [Aic] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 

Madge's mamma, now so much with Tim Bobbin 

pleased. 
Chiding her daughter, cried " true love should not 

be teazed, 
Pledge of affection, of new leather jerkin eased," 

Huncki-cum-starey, heizho! 
«' O, yes,'' [Aur] cried Miss Hobbs, <« I feel 
it all; 
« " O, bliss, [Aic] who could conceal it all ? 
*' O, this [A««l rum makes me reveal all !" [Aie] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 

For still further pledges of love Tim was called 

upon. 
Hat, shoes, watch, stockings, close followed, till 

all were gone. 
Nothing he had left but his shirt and his smsll- 

dothes on ! 

Huucki-cum-starcy, heigho! 
rfext mom, [Aie] Bobbin was sadlv vexed, 
AH Dawn, [Ai'e] still Tim was single-sexed, 
AU Bom [Ate] had not so much perplexed, [Aie] 
Huncki-cum-starey, heigho! 



PHAON AND MYRA. 

A DUET. 

(J. L. J.) 

RECITATIVE. 
Myra sought the wil'^?^ «hade. 
And on a grassy pillow laid ; 
Phson, who had found the bower. 
Thus improved the happy hour. 

Phaon, — Fairest nymph, of rosy cheek. 
Let at once my passion speak ; 
It speaks in tears, it speaks in sighs. 
It speaks to blame those killing eyes ; 
Eyes that through my bosom stole. 
And enchained my thoughtless soul. 

Myra, — Look you, Phaon, down the tide. 
Where the trout is sern to glide ; 
She, unconscious of her tale. 
Stops, and plays, and ukes the bait. 
Then rhe wily sportsman's hand 
Draws her, ruined, to the land. 

Phaon. — See the oak, and see the vine 

Round the oak its tendrils twine. 
Thou the tendril then shall be, 
I. the oak, will sucrour thee ! 
Then, thou pretty unbeliever. 
Think me not. a tiase deceiver. 

Both, — Fawns, that brouse the speckled mead« 
Playful lambkins, hither speed : 
When the soa shall leave the shore^ 
And its tide return no more ; 
Till that time, no pair shall be 
Half so kind, so true as we. 

She, — But, now I think you true. 

Take mc^ Phaon, take your due. 



LOVELY BESSY. 

(H.V.Smith.) 

Like the soft and silvery stream. 
Or fountain, fed by nymphs so gay ; 

Or like the bashful virgin's dream. 
When Love its sweetest charms display ; 

Like the brilliant orb of night 

Illuminates the axure sky ; 
Or, like the star, with twinkling light. 

Dazzling even the boldest eye ; 

And, like unto the blushing rose. 
Refreshened by a gentle shower, 

Which, budding forth, doth then disclose 
Its peerless beauty o'er ev'ry flower ; 

Yes, like all these, my Bessy is : 

She's accomplished, gentl«>, and so fair; 

To hear her voice alone is bliss. 

When she warbles forth her fav'rite air. 

Her breath is like the fragrant flower 
Which sipped is by the busy bee ; 

Her beauty needs no art or power ; 
Her form is perfect symmetry. 



I WHISPERED HER A LAST ADIEU. 
( Lord Strangford . ) 

I WHISPERED her a last adieu, 

I gave a mournful kias. 
Cold showers of sorrow bathed her eyes. 
And her poor heart was torn with sighs! 
Yet, strange to tell, 'twas then I knaw 

Moat perfect blisa. 
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Tbrillcd mine with b1>». 
•w. _ . _; ^ hope, indtiLiighl 



MliHHILy, mrrrily puib rttund Ilie glut, 

And mFiTily irall tlte glee ; 
For he '•ho nn'n'l drioli till he wink it an u 
80, ueighboar, I diiali (a Ibee. 



A NICE CHJCK-A-BIDDV GIVE ME. 

{Bnnd™.) 
AT Mecu, when Mahomet ivjngiia the nir, 

0]<] Hiuuphl Mumble thus in»urn<) > pnyer. 



Dear Pninhet, how runny, 
Foimenwithgul money 
To gEI milk and honey 

SinEfbl de nl liddy, 
Sofiiiky ndiiilily, 
A Dice chid-a-biddy give me. 
Init ihcD, fair Nourhenhi paued, diiniily clai 

With pitcher in hand foil <>( xaler ; 

9an Cupid (0 Hiulapha, •* at her, inytad," 

He by the left elbav he uaibt her. 

■' O. iweel Mill Nouihenhi. 

" I're gucd iipan inuiy. 

Sine fol de rot liddy. 
So hiiky and fiddy. 

She Inmed up her ante at hii leehle griraarr, 

He had not the knack to bewitch her ; 

Then, louting the waui plninp iaio bit face, 

She broke both hi* ihini with the pitcher. 

" Oh. oh, Hi. Mumble. 

'■ Pride will have ■ nimble. 

" So, nriihee, don't gmioble," 

BnKtngliJdenI liddy, 
So friiky and giddy. 

Ye MoHclmentober. your Muuelmen tell, 
The moral of fhal I hare ipoken,— 
he pilcher that dipt many timet ia a wull, 
!■ fure. in the end, to be braken. 
Ysloven, locrby, 
Oh, be no more lazy. 

Sing fol deroniddj. 
So &i>kv and giddy. 
A nice cbick-a-biddy lorn*. 




A bone, from hia throat, 

O renard \ tlj ranaid the (ai '. 
it tviiied hit jaw, and hit eye) mll'd about. 

Like ■ cat in a quintey he croak'd too ; 
' Will no goad-natur'd bird," he cried, " lake the 

( T«u a Bock of poor geeae thai he (poke 10.) 
nnaid '. aty renald the foaf 

■ 111 iwfriend ye for Bver," criei rniatd (he bn, 
" Prom the veaile. cat, badger, and femli 

■ He that pulli the bone out thai diiiona o^ jmr 

" l> • goOM I'll reward (or hia merit!" 

O renard '. ily renard tlia Un '. 
\ gander advaiic'd, once the pride of the Boctl, 

lelhroUi 
re behind 

O renard ! aly renard it 



Alaa f but I beat nul the voice 

The lilio appeal ia their laiiMt 

To the valleya the woodbiaea 



aephyr, ami 

bat the plea 



utdeui die pSe ; 
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If thiu to the maid thoa my wishes declare. 
To the cot she has left she will quickly return ; 

I oo soft is her bosom to give us despair. 
That sooner would sigh than amothm^$ should 
mourn. 



THE BUTCHER AT BRIXTON. 

Air — " And wt^re all treading,*' — (Moncrieff.) 

Ned Cleaver was a slaughterman, with such a 

kUUng way. 
He did Miss Flare, the tripeman's daughter, into 

love befroy ; 
His rival. Tuck, the butcher, a wily tongue had he. 
Could coax old Nick, no wonder, tor he came from 
Camaby 
Spoken.] Market. 

Tol de rol de rol de rol de ri do. 

I'uck made Miss Flare to Cleaver false, and play'd 

a fro^tor's part. 
For with each love-letter he always sent her a 

lane heart ; 
Ked found it out, for she his dog call'd cur, and 

kick'd away. 
Then sigh'd " she's false," for don't the song say, 

" love me, love my Tray," 
Spoken.] Pompey. Tol de rol, &c. 

Now with a candle in his cap, and melancholy 

phiz. 
He stalk 'd about, while neighbours cried, " poor 

Nedlifht-headedis:'^ 
Ned challeng (d Tuck, but didn't load his pops with 

shot or ball ; 
Says he, they've lead enough, for thejr've just 

come from Leadenhall 
Spoken.] Market. Tol de rol, &c. 

Cried Tuck, Ned sticks at nought but sheep, but 

111 soon make him feel. 
And then he fell a sharpening his sword upon his 

steel; 
Hs march'd to meet the slaughterman, and, lest 

some blood might drop. 
He took a sack of sawdust, that he'd got from his 

own shop. 
Spoken.] Nibbled it. Tol de rol, &c. 

Tuck didn't want for pluck, and in the greatness 

of his heart. 
Swore, though a butcher, Ned should find him 

quite a Bony-part : 
Miss was a cag-mag article, with her no more he'd 

deal. 
And Cleaver such a calf, that he would cut him 

up like veal. 
Spoken.] Cutlets. Tol de rol, &c. 

But ere they fought, as they'd expressed their 
bloodiness of mind. 

To take them both to Worship-street, came consta- 
bles behind ; 

Where his worship, as they loud expressed their 
winh 10 fight and kill, 

.' 1 cure them of their milling, sent them to the 
treadine-mill. 
Spoken.] Brixton. Tol de rol. &c. 



DEAR OBJECT OF DEFEATED CARE. 

(Byron.) 

Dear object of defeated care. 
Though now of love and thee bereft ; 

To reconcile me with despair. 
Thine image and thy tears are left. 

"Tis said, with sorrow time can cope. 
But that I feel can ne'er be true ; 

For by the death-blow of my hope^ 
My memory immortal grew. 



WILLIAM AND MARY. 

(J. Mayne.) 

Poor William was landed at bonny Dumbarton, 
Where the streams from Lochlomond nin into 
the sea: 
At home, in sweet Ireland, he leiSt Mary Martin, 
With a cliild at her foot, and a babe on her 
knee. 

The regiment march'd off when the passage waj 
over; 

The route was for England, by land all the way ; 
No, never to halt — but at Ramsgate or Dover, 

Embark in the v«»sels that were in the bay. 

Fond Mary, the while, in her spirit quite broken. 
Disturb^ in her sleep, and perplexed in her 
mind. 

No letter from William, no tidings, no token. 
Resolved, at all hazards, her hero to find. 

O ! what in this world can deter a true lover ; 

It is not long journies by land or by sea — 
Intent on her love, in a boat without cover. 

She cross'd to Port Patrick from Donaghadee ! 

The Irish are true to Humanity's claims. 

And the Scots and the English are never un«> 
kind; 
Poor Mary found £riends, from the Boyne to the 
Thames, 
As she trudg'd with her babes in a wallet be- 
hind! 

4rriv'd at the coast — by her sorrowful tale 
She softened the captain to let her on board ; 

And never, O ! never, did mariner sail 
With a couple like William to Mary restor'd ! 

When he pressed to his bosom his infants and wife. 

The sailors gave way to a tear — and no more ; 
The soldiers danc'd round to the drum and the 
file. 
And plaudits were heard from the people on 
shore. 

Then away went tlie fleet ; and, sailing with glee. 
May glory, in battle, bo ever at hand ! 

May Britons live ha py, united, and free, 
Supreme on the ocean, unconquered by land ! 



ZEKIEL HOMESPUN'S TRIP TO TOWN, 
AND PEEP AT TOM THUMB. 

I'ZE a poor country lad, as you see by my dress. 
That I^ Yorkshire, mayhap you may pratty well 

guess. 
My neame's Zekiel Homespun, you all know me 

now. 
It is not the first time I have here made my bow. 
Tol lol de rol, lol de rol, lol de rol lol. 

To London I com'd, upon bus'ness, d'ye see. 
But contriv'd to make pleasure andbus ness agree. 
For, when I gets back, wi' our chaps on the green. 
They'll be siure to be axing me what I ha' seen. 

Tol lol de rol, &e. 

Now, having in town but a short time to stay. 
Thinks I, while the sun shines I'd better make 

hay. 
So I ax'd what the play were : they told me, by 

gum, 
Twas a very fine tragedy, called Tommy Thumb 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

In Yorkshire I'd oft heard our knowing-ones say 
That a very good moral was learn'd from a play. 
And that tragedy boasted of language so fine. 
So 1 thought that as how it might help me wi 
mine. 

Tol lol dc rol, &c. 



UNIVEIUSAL SONGSTERj OK, MUKEVU UF MIltTUi 
dn* up, imd ihc G»> lo ■[ 



ic ting tl>i( pclilion til i]>o<> ;" 
Mm Kuwend— " So, I>iwdlis, 



To whom tlid petilion wu pTCvally &hoini, 
Bnl King Anhur ftom Doodle inriipimlll «hnink. 
•' For," Mvi he, " Til our ploMure ihii d«j W 
Eit dnink." 

I'ol lol dc rol, be. 
So, Ihinki I to lajnelf, sn' thil'i nlut yon'n 



To niy awq native pkrti I aviII ftuickly fo down, 
I c*u learn 10 get diunk there n. wi^ll u in lo*n. 
TpI lol de Ml. &r. 
So, I'le u'eu me I place al l}ie Qeotge and Blul 

Boivr, 
White Ihe coach will aet off m ihe inoniing ■' 

foui, 
And, M 1 miut be np lou afon it U light, 
I hope you'll not keep me here ion Ule to-night. 



From night till mora I lake my glju, 
In hop» to forge! my Chloe i 

Unl, u I Uko llie pleaiiDg drtught, 
She'a, ne'enhdcu. bciors me. 

The pall l"'ndii«*or my Chloc. 

To wine I flew id i-aae the pain 

Bnl arlDe mon Gtmly boond the chain. 



THIS IS THE GROVF.. AND THIS THE 

(T. IlUke.l 
(HiuiC, A<lditon& Bcalf. 301, Regenl-ttreel.) 
TitIS i) the tall and stalely irDve 
Whrre we lo oft deli i;h led rove 
To breathe ili» ei-eBing air ; 
This ii the «wl and iili><ly bower. 
Where of Love'a loil afid roauic power 

We've often tong. .weet fair. 
Thi. i< Ihe <alm and poiting ttrram 
Wliich often, by the moonlT^ht'i gleam. 

■' ■ ' ■ *»y; 

• gailr paM-d, 
and life migfat lui. 



Where. ■> 



A nevet-cnding day. 
Bal, m Ibt bonn oF life are few 
Let 111 thiae vinnoiia jon reoBn 

On each auccecding day ; 
Come, aing again thy long o( I' 
Cn lei III tovB through yonil 



While Ealnre heron' h 

And pant lo hear the IRUBpet imind. 
The wailike [Eniua of our iile. 
Who on the bunler deigsa to tmile. 

Which itriagi Ihe nerve (or gtoiy'a Ea»< e : 
Where'er the deviaut chaae may bmd. 
Still frmdom (hdl our itcpi auend : 

And hid. a., at her I 

Defend ihe bluaingi 




Ik thy pici . . . 
(Imaje-like oi (aint-perfeei 
" ' ^ooalerfeittog thee. 
Pence! 1 think thai jomc gi< , 

Bliu' I will my bliu htXeu, 

Fearing, tweet, youtoendant. , 
Hot my aoul ihall harbour ihtte. 

Leil 




Where Dre't aofi wnten araooihly glide 

ThtoiiEh Murtle'a Howenp dale, 
He'k Bllrn ihone in youthful pride, 

Thr bfaiily of Ihe viU. 
Her form waj grnlle, and her mind 

Pram every folly free. 
To Irtidpr pily tlill inclined— 

Socel Ellen of Ihe Dee. 
While hloomiDg Renty marl 



Though he had sprung of noble 

And the of low degree; 
Yet none 10 be^iuly a<ldod glB<*, 

Like llllen oF the Dee. 
Bnl i-heo the lerrrt of hU hear 

Elia haughty parents kuew. 
They tuvve with unremitling ai 

nil purpose to undo ; 
Who, joyleu in Ihe aplf ndid dome, 

Witbdameiof high degree. 
Pound pleatnre in hi> humbler boms. 

Wiih Bllen of the D 
To foreign dimes he tb 

To pleue parcnial pi .__ , 
RcluctaDtly poor Ueniy weol 

Left Elleu^> charm* and di 

And cuned Ihc iictn decree. 
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WUch pnile mnured, his heart to tear 
From Ellen of the I>ee. 

Who ttai, when evening softly fliogs 

Her thadows o'er the glade, 
Ob Dee's lone margin strays and sings 

Sweet dirges to his shade. 
Tboagh happineM be not her lot. 

No marmar utters she. 
Meek resignation sharf^s the cot 

With EUen of the Dee. 



On the banks of Allan-water, 

When the winter snow fell fast. 
Still was seen the miller's daughter. 

Chilling blew the blast. 
But the miller's lovelv daughter. 

Both from cold and care was free ; 
On the banks of Allan-water, 

There a corpse lay she. 



RORY 



WE BE THREE POOR FISHERMEN. 

A GLEE. 

We be three poor fishermen. 

Who daily troll the seas ; 
We spend our lives in jeopardy. 

While others live at ease. 
The sky looks black around, around, around. 

The skv looks black around. 
And he that would be merry, boys. 

Come haul his boat aground. 

We cast our lines along the shore 

In stormy wind and rain ; 
And every night we land our nets. 

Till daylight comes again. 

The sky looks black, &c. 



O'ROURKE'S DESCRIPTION 
PRESUMPTION ; 



3P 



IN OUR LODGE WE KNOW NO CARE. 

Come, boys, let us more liquor get. 
Since jovially we are all met. 

Here none will disagree ; 
Let's drink and sins, and all combine 
In songs to praise the art divine 

That's called Freemasonry. 

True knowledge seated in the head 
Must teach us Masons how to tread 

The path we ought to go ; 
By which we ever friends create. 
Drown care and strife, and all debate. 

Count none but fools our foe. 

Here sorrow knows not how to weep. 
And watchful grief is lulled to sleep ; 

In our lodge we know no care. 
Toin hand in hand before we part. 
Each brother takes his glass with heart. 

And toast some charming fair 

Hear me, ye gods, and while I live. 
Good Masons and good liquor give. 

Then always happy me. 
Likewise a gentle she I crave. 
Until I'm summoned to the grave. 

Then farewell my lodge and she. 



ON THE BANKS OF ALLAN-WATER. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 

On the banks of Allan-water, 

When the swpot spring time did fall. 
Was the miller's lovely daughter 

The fairest of thom all. 
For his bride a soldirr sought licr. 

And a winning tongue had he. 
On the banks of Allan-water, 

None was so gay as she. 

On the banks of Allan-water, 

When brown Autumn spreads its store ; 
Then I saw the miller's daughter. 

But she smiled no more. 
For the summer grief had brought her. 

And the soldier false was he ; 
On the banks of Allan-water, 

None was so sad as she. 



OR, THE FATE OF FRANKENSTEIN*. 
(L. L. Ternan.) 

In business having failed. 

Myself, with Prince O'Leary, 
For London city sailed. 

On foot, from Tipperary j 
But thoush our fortune's shy. 

Our palace off some miles is. 
We still live, proud and high. 

In a garret near St. Giles s. 

Too ral loo nJ .00, itc*. 

Myself, Ollourke renowned, — 

(My Christian name is Rory,) 
Have fought on tented ground — 

At many a fair — for glory : 
O'Leary's royal blood. 

By means of Bridget Brady, 
Is mine — as clear as mud, — 

And he's my cousin Thady. 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c» 

The Prince, says he, one day, 

(For he had a taste and gumption,) 
" O'Rourke, there is a play 

To-night, they call Ptenanptiimi 
So well lay by our hods. 

And take our proper station 
Up stairs, among the gods — 

And make a botheratiim.** 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c» 

" With all my heart," sa;r« I— 

And, just to make us fnsky. 
For fear we should be dry. 

We brousht galore of whiskey : 
And soon Uie play began. 

And then (the hotii pretarve us!) 
We saw a little man. 

Who tould us he was narrmu. 

Too ral loo ral loo, &e*. 

While we were drinking toasu. 

And to our sweethearts' merits. 
He Ulked so much of gho$U, 

We offered him some twrUe : 
His master soon appeared, 

A comely man. and civil. 
But much It's to be fear'd 

He'd dealings with the devil ! 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c. 

The black art was his trade— 

From blocks he strove to dig, man. 
And laboured till he made 

A mighty blue and big man : 
The ladies gave a screech 

When first they saw him walking. 
But, as he ne'er had speech. 

We could not hear him talking. 

Too ral loo ral loo, &c*. 

His looks, in ev'ry place. 
Were ev'ry one affrighting — 

Because — he wash'd his face 
With indigo and whitinjr : 

Just like a savage wild. 
He roamed through brake and thlCMl^ 



Bnl. what I ibanglit mnii hard, 
(AiIremirk'dutThadv,) 

He ahot (Ihr big blatlbl,^ !) 
A bemutifu] young toff|F- 



The joung anil tantd magieie 
Wbo. when he law hrt <jMd, 

Bui, fired with rage and woe. 






And Ibua the f 

■■ Go (*oa whd'd rao^r auBMj 

" "'*" Twi'rj loo «l Ido 



V/HATS A DANDY LIKE! 

Ait—-' What'i a Womam UHe." 
A Dandy ii like, who tBD »v 
Whal a Dandy ii like, who can lay, 

A monkey jou .py 
When a Dnady ynu rye. 

Wt'en he lima in hit «avi, 
A.U the world Ui amaiw, 

If he walD aod qosdrille. 
Faint* away, taken ill. 
The compaoy for haRahorn boBiia : 
He-ithentiki!, indeed, 

or a ahin, when they laki aff hi> ca! 
tint 'twould teaae you, and vea yoi 
Tormeol and perplea you , 






Or, 0* I may aay. Just u handy. 



TbCD nea-gin Biitoni, cIoHly-feDced . joined in 
The glarimii name, to Englighmail, itnirk tenor 
And conqueriog WiUiaio filed a faiiie thai ihall 
On AibioD'acli&lelcDianierceaniile, and elHiering 



Heuryt nod our Kdwarda. loo, framed onec 
,ch 0™ge Vmi'am did renew by glorioua re- 

L Anne, with iKepbv E^ntly awayed, iDiored 

her peopLe'i lore, 
when her kinidoni'i peace ibe made, waa 

called u> reilmi abore. 
ace Biitiah frtedam, tighta, and tawa, trtim 



Then George and Charlulte'i bappy reign in Hniill 

bound [he land, 
And icaiterrd bleitingi a'ei Ihe main with all be- 

oi^tiDt hand, 

aronnd it clinp. 
Prom whence iti ipreadiag branehet broagbi a race 

of fatuTO kiDgt- 
Tbence EngUih, Sfolch, and Ihahmen, with heart 

and voice, ihall ling— 
While Braiuwick'i tine adnmi the throne, God 



God aave, God aave our grac 

BERMOKDSBV NAN; 
-" Good Queen Bhi."— (T. Jr 



* 





people lie. 








Who 


grew op ve^ b 


Hitiful-her mouih 


toodall 


Her 


acJTi'wat both broad and Bat, b 




jDcwai 




lovely Nan. 










yeidiiplay^a 

"oh,^"!!!! bea' 
Beantiful B 




.he 

deve 


chMla 


He. 


athrr wai ■ tj 


mner bold, hlui 




J, too. 


Hiad 


awbler'nirewi* plump and fa 
Ule bullock', hide; 


r, w 


lb akin 


A lo 


•«, too, chii 


maiden had. a 






jemmy blade, 








Be n 


ended booit and >hoe. aU da 




d Inveil 




ibialOTdyma 


d. 










Oh, ao bea 


ulifu 


, &e. 



or ta^^l 
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SsMi the, while taming up her note, which always 

stood awry, 
'* D'ye think I'd wed a cobbler, man? Oh, no, 

indeed, not I." 

Oh, so beantiful, &c. 

Abroad to take a cheering walk on Sunday he 

would go. 
To gaxe upon her charming face, he loved his 

darling so ; 
Her beauties bright, displayed to sight, inflamed 

him with desire. 
He felt a sort of pit-a-pat, his heart seemed all on 

fire. 

Oh, so beautiful, &c. 

He urged his suit in terms of love, and told his 

passion flat. 
But she disdained the words he said, and shoved 

him in the vat. 
rhe cobbler sunk, but she felt he loved her to the 

last. 
He left the shore, to rise no more, but held his 

darling fast. 

Oh, so beautiful, &c. 



VARIETY IN ONE. 

In one thou would'st variety. 

Cried Dick, would*st thou on wedlock fix? 
I rather should expect, cried I, 

Variety in five or six ; 
But never was thy counsel light, 

111 do't, my fnend ! — So said, so done, 
I'm noosed for life, and Dick was right* 

I find variety in one. 

Her tongue has more variety 

Than music's system can embrace ; 
She modulates thiough everv key. 

Squeaks treble, and growls double-bass \ 
Divisions, runs, and trills, and shakes. 

Enough the noisy spheres to stun : 
Thus, as harsh discord music makes, 

I find variety in one. 

Her dress boasts such variety. 

Such SoTm%, matirials, fashions, hues; 
Each animal must plimder'd be. 

From Russian bears to cockatoos ; 
Now 'tis a feathor, now a rone. 

Now she's a gypsy, now a nun ; 
To change, like the camelcon, prone — 

En't this variety in one? 

In wedlock's wide variety. 

Thought, word, and de»d, we both concur. 
If she's a thunder-storm to me. 

So I'm an April day to her : 
Devil and angel, black and white. 

Thus as we Hymen'.s gauntlet run. 
And kiss and scold, and love and fight. 

Each finds variety in one. 

Then cherish love's variety. 

In spite of every sneering elf ; 
We're Ni»ture's children, and en't she. 

In change, variety itself? 
Her clouds and storms are willed by fate. 

More bright, to show her radiant sun : 
Hail then, ble^t wedlock, in whose state 

Men find variety in one. 



PAR^ FAR FRAE ME AND LOGAN BRAES. 

(J. Mayne.) 

By Logan's streams that rin sae deep, 
Fu* aft wi' glee I've herded sheep; 
l>*ve herded sheep, or gathered sla 
Wi' my dear lad on Logan braes* 



But wae's my heart, thae days are gane. 
And 1 wi' gnef now herd alane. 
Since my dear lad maun face his faes* 
Far, far frae me and Logan braea. 

Nae mair at Logan kirk will he 
Atween the preachings meet wi' me ; 
Meet wi' me, or when it's mirk. 
Convoy me hame frae Logan kirk. 
I weel may sing, thae days are gane, 
Frae kirk and fair I come alane. 
While my dear lad maun face his faet. 
Far, far frae me and Logan braes. 



CORPORAL TIMS, OF THE TOWER HAM- 
LETS, AND JENNY, OF WELLCLOSE- 
SQUARE. 

Air—" BiUy Taylor." 

There was a very nice young woman. 

She lived in a place called Wellclose-sqnare, 

And she swore she didn't care for no man. 
While she earned a good eight pounds a year. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

But soon she felt Love's flame so bitter. 
Which Cupid's bow one day did shoot, 

'Twas from Corporal Tims, of the Tower Hamlets, 
And once of the Second Regiment of Foot. 

Tol de rol, &c 

And although but a big fat servant-of-all-work. 
He loved her true, and he often ran 

Fn)m the Tower, about her door to luric. 
And get of Jenny a $i^ m th§ pan. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

But one day he sent her a note so moving. 
Saying, ** Duckee, I will come at two ;" 

But the two-penny post the maid beloving. 
He read it, and said, " 111 be d — d if you do.' 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Says he. 111 give this scoundrel pepper. 
And Corporal Tims will be seasoned then. 

And then I'm sure 'twould be rather odd, sirs. 
For his regiment were all mustered men. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Now when Tims came up, the postman trembled. 

And not a word he wouldn't say. 
Though after all he made him run, sirs, 

Twas after him, for he run away. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Tiros knocked down the post, though very tall, sirs, 

'Cod but he didn't lay there long. 
But he run to the Tower ditch, and got drowned. 

And so there's an end of my sorrowful song. 

Tol de rol, Ike. 



A HIGHLAND LADDIE HEARD OF WAR 

(Morton.) 

A HIGflLAND laddie heard of war. 

Which set his heart in motion ; 
He heard the distant cannon roar. 
He saw the smiling ocean : 

Come weal, come woe. 
To sea he'd go. 
And left one morning early ; 
Loch Lomond Ben 
And the willow glen. 
And Jean that loved him dearly. 

He wandered east, he wandered south, 

Bui joy he could not find it ; 
But he found out this wholesome truths 
And had the sense to mind it. 
Of a' the earth. 
The bonny north 
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fiachelon only must be blamed. 

If old maids become so many more ; 
Let old bachelors be reclaimed. 

Maids will not be old maids anymore. 
Bachelors come, to church away. 
Maidens require you. 
Parsons desire you. 
Do not tarry now. 
Haste, and many now. 
Good husbands be, instead of old bachelors. 
When united. 
How delighted. 
Ten times happier than the old bachelors. 
Children plenty. 
Twenty sent ye ; 
Growine knowing 
Maids and bachelors. 



THE DEAREST, SWEETEST SPOT lH 

HOME. 

(J. Snllivan.) 

I'VE wandered through that Indian land. 

Where Nature wears her richest hue ; 
I've stood upon the Grecian strand. 

And gaxeo opon the waters blue : 
I've strayed beneath a myrtle grove. 

On Amo's banks, when day hat set. 
And heard the Italian's sons of love 

Come softly from his gondolet : 
But still, though far and wide we roam. 
The sweetest, aearest spot, is home. 

The gaudy plants of tropic skies. 

Though bright the tints in which they bloom. 
Though decked in Beauty's proudest dyes. 

Are yet divested of perfume. 
One wild rose of my native vale. 

The jessamine round my cottage twined. 
That waft their fragrance on the gale. 

Have charms far dearer to my mind : 
For still, though far and wide we roam. 
The sweetest, dearest spot, is home. 



^^^0^^^» 



HOT C0DLIN8. 



A LITTLE old woman her living got 
By selling hot codlins, hot! hot! hot! 
And this little old woman who codlins sold. 
Though her codlins were hot, thought she felt her- 
self cold : 
So to keep herself warm, she thought it no sin. 

To fetch herself a quartern of 

Ri tol, &c. 

This little old woman set off in a trot. 

To fetch her a quartern of hot ! hot ! hot ! 

She swallowed one glass, and, it was so nice. 

She tipt off another in a trice ; 

The glass she filled till the bottle shrunk. 

And this little old woman, they say, got 

Ri tol, &c. 

This little old woman, while mnatv she got. 
Some boys stole her codlins hot ! hot ! hot ! 
Powder under her pan put, and in it round stones : 
Says the little old woman, " these apples have 

bones :" 
The powder the pan in her face did send. 

Which sent the old woman on her latter -. 

Ritol, &C. 

The little old woman then up she goC« 

All in a fury, hot ! hot ! hot ! 

Says she, " such boys, sure, never wore known, 

rhcy never will let an old woman akme.'' 

Now here is a moral, round let it bus^ — * 

if yon mean to sell codlins, never get ^— 

Ri tol, ftc. 



WHEN BOLD LLEWELLYN FOUGHT FOR 

FAME. 

(Miss Bryant.) 

When bold Llewellyn fought for fame. 

Against tyrannic Edward's power. 

Then young Ap-Morgan's noble name 

Was foremost in the battle's lour ; 

For still he'd cry, — 

Well nobly die. 
Than e'er, dear land, be false to thee ; 

Hail! Cambria, hail! 

Thy sons bewail 
The hateful deeds of Tyranny! 

The dark blue glance of Winifred 

Stole to his breast, and never more 
Expelled ! by love and honour led. 
He nightly sought his ladv's bower. 

And, with a sign. 

Dear maid, he id cry. 
Soon, soon, will Pleasure smile on tnee. 

When, with true glow. 

We meet the foe. 
And conquer hateful Tynumy. 

But soon the battle's raging power 

Made Cambrian hearts in sorrow yield ; 
And young Ap-Morgan, bold no more. 
Lay, a slain corse, upon the field. 

His lady love 

Did thither rove. 
And sighed — I come, I come to thee ; 

Then to the dead 

Her spirit fled, — 
Thus Love must yield to l^nnny. 



I'M A COMICAL RUM BODY EVERY BODY 

MUST SAY. 

I'M a comical nun body every body most say. 
If I set up for somebody, nol>ody will say nay ; 
I'm no swaggering crow^body, as any boay may 

see. 
But, love you, I cares for nobody, nobody cares 

forme. 

Tol lol, lol, lid diddy, &e. 

Wooing I went in scraper O, married a wife in her 

teens; 
She was a donkey-stuff draper O, cried aboa 

'tatoes and greens. 
She was a kind of so-so-body, somebody stole 

away she, — 
So now I cares for nobody, nobody cares for me. 

Tol lol, &c. 

" The loss of her sorrow would bring on O, — I got 

" a right feeling to show, 
" A white handkerchidf and a large wjffm O, — 

" then how my tears did flow ; 
" I went to lawyer Slow-body, an action to bring 

" about she, 
*' For I tell you I cares for nobody, — nobody carea * 

" forme." 

Tol lol, &c. 

Damages I got a farthing O, so had the lawyer to 

p»y» 

Who arrested me in Common-Garden O, this comes 

of winning the day ; 
Now, ladies, compassion pray show body — if some- 

body wo'n t let it be. 
For I tell yon I cares for nobody — ^nobody care 

for me. 

Tol lol, ftc 



I 



VNIVKUSAE. SONl.STt;i 
WBACK FOR O'SHAUGHNASHANE. 

(G. Calmu.) 
Haii. 10 DOC chi«f now be't wel Uuoiigh villi »lui 

LoDg hfi ta the lady eamfl from tlm ia\t %t*M ' 
"-^ -^ up, blind bupcn ', hrj lo be frUfcy ! 
' vhkl it ID gA V u A bftg fqli ol AcAi T 
CmloC 0''Shanghnii>buie ! 
That'i ■ potattw, pUin, 

IiDDg bid pKid lueli lu il i 
Whmcli for O'Sbunghnuhaoc !— loaley whsgg ho 
Ouv'b i* *o euulcDt, liuty uid laiLiu^, 

No turnip, or other weak babe of tbc grDund ; 
Wiiy or mealy, il hindcn ftoca railing 
Uiilf erin'i inbabiunu all Ibe year roimd. 
toil, when \in Gaai^, 



Whack Cc 

Drink, Paddic, drinkl U the Udy h tbiniog^ 
Wliile Oow'nl ihall open and bog-lrottpn dij. 
Bo, long may the (wret roH of beanly be IwiniOE 
A nuad tb*i iwlatoe of proud Blamey^giic ! 
While Ihr plinl viEctatea. 
While whiikey r«-«ailei, 
I down the looi from ihe horoi ihai o'erBo* ; 
Shake your ■brlleUgbi, boy>7 
Screeching diauk, ftcrram your joys ' 
;k for O'Shaughnaihane !— tooley whagg hoi 



Soon lo be broken-aoon u uoat. 

All under Time to ruin falli. 

Lik<i HIameygig-i now manldeT-d wilIi. 

niRllUGIIOCT MY I.IFB THE GIliLS I'VE 



(T. K. Hook 
Tkhouobout aa life the giili 

3u merry, lo biythe, and gi 
r*e<»<axeJ,I'>eflalterod, " 

itDd wok their young 1 
With their lip. » red, at 
Ttuiir nut-brown locki. u 



' lilted, and teMed, 



Me lute it wondraui civil loo ; 




^«l mark, ye ladio, ihia— 




Thera'i nought you my, theM'a noogbi yoa do 








If Hiioua be yoiii liini of mind. 




To arunl ind gr <an I'm llien inclini-d ; 




Bui if youll laugh, why itill you'll find 




Thai I'm the buy fur you. 

ivnh n>y cap-ring. l.|.-ri.«. 






Then at to penon. what ol Ihall 




Of .11 Ibe girl- I've »en. 




I£ they'.* b«n plump. I've loved U.™ (at j 





U. MLSKl/M OP MIRTH. 
HE'S THE MAN TO WIS T 



When a trembling lorec diei, 
filands aJuof and when he tigba, 



1 






y, let him «ay. 
Ji to win the day. 



what a dnwdful tenptalion, 

ur words and Ihongbtt 'tit bard, fri 
**ervfl a prater guard, fnend, 
-FDinre on such tpeculation. 
aa look but on Ihe featBre* 



While, 

Senses uatina, paisicn 
In a Diomeni love is blaflog. 
In ways amuini, 

Unlesi you aa look wiib 
Ahlyoulh'iavEinelori. 
Yonyouakmne-ecrisui 

Til in vain i 



■ the blood la a minui* | 

I, yoq are gaalnf, J 

aim raising, I 

I blaflDg, J 

>» wilb > maf iitrMa^BnJ 

,= ■ 

Lin.«.^7y"pl,a«S^ 
>k hut on the (eatuns, kt. ' 



(J. Alhley.) 

Hebclicvit, 'oiidsi the 'caonon'i loud taitle, ' 
Ilial He who rewards eveiy valorous deed 

Guides (he helm, and dii«U ercry baltts : 
&nd if doing our duly (ajt oft has b«n said) 
Will most certainly Heaven deljgbl. 



Who's 
Whenbi 



»lsidi 



(ear or u dtead 
^ady to pardon a* wOling w ligblT 

broadside ve fiercely ei^age, 



'ou'd think, by nbsdrving our lion-like rage. 
That Humanity'. hulk was agruuod; 

Iv brlieve& 'tis his duty to save them from ainkj&g. 
And be ai ready lo inccoul as willing la Sgbl. 

lut the creed ol a sailor ilill farther ealeada ; 
He belierei 'lit his duly likewiH, 



■h^n.^SneB,,' 



ij faithful 



411 in tl.al f-albnl «.lo. 



■till I'm the boy for yon 
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" Blatk Jaki." -(T. Dibdin.) 
Ivouriponwill'ipoil, 
' rcDcc— and hrw'i my fnil. 
For one, two, three, and away '. 
Sir, I'm your n>i> - daa'l look to Geres ; 
ni patiy earu ana p.rty lienx. 
He-a quite the Ibiag, I Ao declare. 
Ay, now iir! there ! and there 1 ahd there! 

Witb one, two, Ihtee, and awayl 
I had yaii then ! Phoo ! devil a bit ■ 
A hit, a hit, I awear a hit ■ CFenctiu. ) 

With one. two, three, and away! 
Yei, there, I own. yn had me pfunip, 

Haua! Ihe day's 'my own. i iwear. 

So, (bete', and there 1 and tlieret aud ihrre! 

With one, two, U>ree, and away! 





GOOD MORNING. 






^&f«Jtoa»d 


Wis*.. 






(T. Blake 


■) 




(Mu.ie, 


Addiion & Beale. 201, Regent 


•n«et. 


Iumke! my love, the sud 
Hill< aud valleys nuw t,, 
Ki« Ki the hrauica ot the 
Ami (r<Ho iby window » 
Sinn the imdiT nartinii m 
_Wb™yo>.«l,iiprred, ' 


omiUK, 
day, 

™«,g«.dnighl,' 



1 Ihi moon'* fair luMK fade. 

When with a kin we bade adieu ' 
rhen lone and peu>ivety I dnyed, 

Nougbt'a left me but the thought of you* 
rhen. route thee fmm thy bed of Teal. 

Waking eye< (by love rettorini _ 
Echoes the truth you've oft confeal'd. 

You luve me, then repeat ' Good Rtoming. 



ST. DAVID'S DAY. 


COLD Winter, with 




Thou bidd'H ™ ooee f^wed. 


And man, tike Marc 


h, to uke hb place, 


One monih with « 


. to dwell. 


He's brother to iwee 




And in hi< ha> he w 


an', leek 


Upon St. David". 


day. 


When Jqliu) Ca»ar 


with hia torn. 


Did &r<i invade tb 


»Wd, 




with loot and hone. 


DidhUpro.«l(on; 
A trib..le he from th 




em did Kek, 


Which they refill 


d to pay. 




.hmenweai their leek 


Upon St. David'. 


d.y. 


Thf n after ibem th 




Whom E»e> 10 o 


btain. 


And with an army well prepared. 




ed to gain. 


Both towol .^ citi 


■a went to rack. 


While Sa«n.h« 




At length the Wei, 


mU'dw^'them hack 


Upon St. David'. 


day. 


And alter them the 


Dane, camt iu. 


The proud u^urp 


ng.fof. 
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THR PLAIN GOLD RING 

A ROMANTIC BALLAD. 

(Moncrieff.) 

[Mu^c, Williams, Sinnd.] 

He was a chief of low degree, 

A lady high and fair was she ! 

She dropt a ring, — he raised the gem, 

Twas rich as eastern diadem ! 

*' Nay, as yoar mistress' trophy, take 

The toy. when next a lance you break." 

He to the tourney rode away. 

And bore off glory's wreath that day. 

How did his ardent bosom beat. 
When, hastening to that lady's feet. 
The wreath and ring he proudly laid ; 
But, « keep them, youth," that lady said. 
*' Nay, gem so rich I may not wear, 
Howe'er return a gift so rare ?*' 
" Dear youth, a plain a<M rmg," she sighed, 
*' From you were worth the world beside ! " 



^s#s^«^^^^ 



LIFE, OR THE SMILING FIRE-SIDE. 

(Dibdin.) 

The shepherd whistles on his way. 
The morning smiles, all nature's gay ; 
Soon angry clouds fly wild and rude. 
The mountains smoke, the vale's a flood ; 
The scattered flocks no shelter find. 
The tempest rides upon the wind : 
Yet shall the pelting storm subside. 
When at his smiling fire-side. 

The sailor ^oes, his heart at case. 
And Ukes in health in every breese ; 
The boatswain pipes ! a storm's the cry ! 
Yet Jack disdains to pipe his eye. 
The thunder rolls, the storm comes on, 
MasU. yards, and rigging, all are gone : 
Yet Jack sing* loud, sweet hope his guide. 
Once more to view his fire-side. 

.'he miner sinks beneath the ground, 
ind, like a mole, explores around; 
1 shaft takes fire ! in rapid whirl 
Jf flame and smoke large volumes curl '. 
He sinks, as if in endless night ; 
The rope is pulled, he views the lig^ht, 
4nd, as the fears of death subside, 
rhii:Ju of his smiling fire-side. 

Thus docs the day of life come on. 
To evening, from iu smiline dawn ; 
For soon the morld our minds deform. 
And we are caught in passion's storm. 
Yet pilot-honour shall not fail 
To weather every dangerous gale ; 
And, to old age as we subside. 
Delight our smiling fire-side. 



The little rascal's arrow 
Has pierced me through the marrow — 
A#thin as a cock sparrow 
Is grown poor Jerry, once so merry, lack-a-day « 

Bad thoughts my heart so tangle, 
1 often tmnk I'll suangle 
Myself, and dingle dangle 
Hang in some garter, Cupid's martyr, lack-a-da/ 

I PAper seize, and on it 
Wish I, in some sweet sonnet. 
The bow was on her bonnet. 
Or on her shoe, her leg to view, lack-a-day ! 

Like some tea-kettle sighing. 
My heart and liver frying. 
By inches I am dying 
For little Cupid. E'nt it stupid? Lack-a-day 

Good lack and well-a-day! 

I sigh the hours away ; 

I«atk-a-day, lack-a-day, lack-a-day! 
Oh dear! oh dear*, oh dear! oh dear! 
Jerry! Jerry! very! very! queery*. queery! peery. 

peery! 
Oh, love! oh, love! oh, love! oh, lack-a-day! 



OH, VENUS! SWEEr MAMMA OP LOVE. 

(Moncrieff.) 

RECITATIVE. 

Oh, Venus, sweet mamma of Love, 
Ah, with thy little boy, pray prove 
My friend, for Master Cupid 
Has made me dull and stupid. 

Air—" Dvlce eomcento," 
For beauty amorofo, 
I ierl but very so so. 
Cut up and pensrroso ; 
As oyster dumb am I become, lack-a-day! 

No more beef, pork, and mutton, 
I icobble like a eluttun ; 
I do not rare a outton 
For batchers' meat, 'tis no treat, lack-a-day 



*^#***^* 



POOR POLLY, THE MAD GIRL. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 
Poor Polly was mad, and she sighed all alone 
Her bed the damp turf, and her pillov a motu • 
A poor uttered blanket enveloped her fera. 
But her bosom was bared to the pitiless i 
For, alas! in that breast leigiied love's 

desire. 
And she thought the bleak 
cool the fire. 

Her hair was dashevsM, aadeifliv hmmi her 

head. 

And lovely her &ee, thoefh its tdsm warn UA - 
Her notes, though oaiatoced br -mtifal a«t ' 
Were ^l«ntively wild, aadlnk deep iii'che 

And the^toun 'that fe^rmmmfy la,«d frem her 



Quite f randc I saw h„. aai piU^ fc„ 1^ 

I wept, ^^$>;»^^ZZLrZ^^t^. 

My curses, oeiidii^ ^"^t^aw til A..-^ * 
My sorrow was ofcied aifc^lAlJ* L^ » 
For kmorseless thSHSTlS^Efii!^ 
pain, ""■^••'•«i«*d»» 

Thou alone ^'^tlw vika»d^p,_»^ 



her 



THE HiaoiTl OATH. 

Silence! take ■fltiw.i^.-, 

Fdl on your faSTliT T.*^ *^ 
This IS an oath yea aiTZriT' 

So lay yoar h«id i^ iJV;" ~' 
Homaby, ThomW. ml *"*** *■'• 

And mooer bt iili3ff* •■■ Horns, 
^^^^'y^wek, sir 
Spend not wiUi ^n^k. . 

Nor waste it as^Sl? /*"* '*' r*"' '*^» 
And when yoa uJSS 7??/ » 

And trae to •■ ^EJi^**** ^ V^ ^'^* 

Dutiful, httn^mJiSZr^' 

And tnSfcSiir^'*'*' 

To drink to % |^> ^^ 

Yoa ■e»wiI3fi2?J* •'^»*a i* »?*-» 

Nor, anisi, i37«2rii? "8*^* *»'• 

sCm^ ^^^^ ■•*» lo dnnk s^i 

sir. ^* •••■ joe can f** 

ManaiUa, ^^^^ __. . 
Art ri^^M?^. f' isnt and i 



wifr. 
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To kiss with the maid, when the mistress is kind, 
A gentleman ought to be loth, sir; . 

But if the maid's fairest, your oath does not bind. 
Or you may, if you like it, kiss both, sir. 

Kiss away, both you may, sweetly smack night 
and day. 
If you like it, you're bound by your oath, sir. 

When you travel to Highgate, take this oath again. 
And again, like a sound man and true, sir ; 

And if you have with you some more merry men. 
Be sure you make them take it too, sir. 

Blf>Hs you, son, get you gone, frolic and fun. 
Old England, and honest true blue, sir. 



rO THE GROVE WITH DIANA I'LL HAS- 
TEN AWAY. 

Hark, hark, from the woodlands the loud swel- 
ling horn. 

Invites to the sports of the chase ; 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerful the 
mom. 

How healthy and blooming each face. 
To tlie grove with Diana I'll hasten away. 

Nor lose the delights of the mom. 
The hounds are all out, hark, hark forward, away. 

While echo replies to the horn. 

Gay health still attends through the sports of the 
field. 
O'er mountain and valley we go ; 
The joy of the chase health and pleasure can 
yield. 
No wishes beyond it we know. 

To the grove, &c. 

Our innocent pastimes each virgin may share. 

And the censure of envy defy. 
While Cupid, soon followed by grief and despair. 

The blessing of youth would dostr'>y. 

To the grove, &c. 



THE KING. THE CRAFT, AND OLD 
ENGLAND FOR EVER. 



Air—" Bachelor's HaUr 

Come, come, brother Masons, assemble with joy. 
Let friendship and mirth still our labours employ. 
Let vigour possess us in this glorious cause. 
That gains from the heart most certain applause ; 
Still our work shall repel every envious shaft. 
And honour ourselves, our country, and craft. 

Come away, come away, to the lodge-room re- 
pair. 

For onion and truth are the badges we wear. 

The compass, our guide, doth this lesson impart. 
Content m our station, and upright in heart ; 
The paths we pursue are with virtue combined, 
And conscious in truth, we are level in mind. 
Here unite all opinions, what's here understood — 
Is the light we receive, " be just and be good." 

The world may endeavour our secrets to gain. 
Industry and worth can the mystery obtain ; 
Here all are alike, no distinctions are known; 
When friendship invites us, her dictates we own ; 
No politics ever we mix in our cause. 
Though wo honour our king, his religion, and 
laws. 

Our hearts are expanded at charity's call. 
No ambition or pride our enjoyments appal. 
The secret that oinds us is pure and refined. 
And diffuse in our bosoms " good will to mankind." 
Tis thus we unite, and with firmness endeavour, 
For till' king, and the craft, and old England for 

<VL«. 



A GIRL, A BUMPER, AND A FRIEND. 

(T. Hook.) 

An Irish lad's a jolly boy. 

Full of frolic, mirth, and fun; 
Wine and women all his joy. 

And from a foe he'll never run. 
And whether he is rich or not. 

He ne'er feels discontent at all ; 
For when he cash in store has got. 
Ne'er rests till he has spent it all. 
Och so frisky. 
Fond of Mhiskey, 

Joy is never at an end ; 
Love's his lK>ast, 
And this his toast, 

A girl, a bumper, and a friend. 

How free from care's an Irish boy 1 

A foe to all formality, 
A social life his only joy. 
His motto — Hospitality. 
His monarch, too, he'll dearly love. 

His measures, faith, he'll back 'cm all; 
And as for foes, he'll quickly prove 
How naitly he can whack Vm all. 
He 11 dance, and sing 
God save the King, 

Success the noble crown attend ; 
All cares deride. 
No wish beside 

A girl, a bumper, and a friend. 

In me you see an Irish lad. 

Content to please, and willing, och ! 
Who laughs when comfort's to be had. 
And pays while he's a shilling, och! 
Then take my hand, oh, Fanny, love. 

And make no further pother, och ! 

My heart is yours — things clearly prove 

We're made for one another, och ! 

We'll sing and play. 

No larks more gay. 

Our joy shall never have an end ; 
No wish Dcside 
Our fireside. 

My wife, a bumper, and a frientl. 



THE BIRKS OF INVERMAY. 

(Mallet.) 

The smiling mom, the breathing spring. 

Invite the tuneful birds to sing ; 

And while they warble from each spray. 

Love melts the universal lay. 

Let us, Amanda, timely wise, 

Like them improve the hour that flies. 

And in soft raptures waste the da} , 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 

For soon the winter of the year, 
And age, lite's winter, will appear; 
At tliis, thy lovely blc.om will fade. 
As that will strip the verdant shade. 
Our taste of pleasure then is o'er. 
The feather'd songsters are no more ; 
And when they droop and we decay. 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 



THE PULLET. 
(T. Dibdin.) 

Young Guillot, a poor simple swain. 
But with some little cunning at least. 

When his conscience no more could contain. 
To relieve it would hie to his priest. 

Well, son, what d'ye come to confess T 
These young sinners are alwajrs in harm. 
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Why, sir, I'm in mighty distress, 
I vc pilfcr'd M>me eggs from a larm. 

Oh shameful ! — and where were thev laid ? 
In the hen>house upon a high shelf. 

Cried the priest, I must sto,i this vile trade,— 
So next time took the eggs for himself. 

When again to confession he went. 

Well, my son, what has happened afresh ? 
Why, you know, sir, we all should rcp<>nt. 

When we're carnal, and giv'n to the flesh. 
Now my neighbour's sweet daughter — Oh, oh ! 

His sweet daughter, well, — when I would see. 
Unknown to her father I go ; 

For I love her, and, sir, she loves me. 
And pray is she handsome ? Oh dear ^ 

She's an angel ! has plenty of pelt ! 
I charge you no more interfere ; 

For, thought he, I'll have her myself. 

These crimes from your heart yon must wean ; 

You must penance perform, and let blood. 
What's her age ? Sir, she's just seventeen. 

Seventeen and an angel ! that's good. 
Oh, you wicked young dog, for this fault 

Absolution 1 never can give, 
Till to proper repentance you're brought : 

And pray whereabouts does she live ? 
A good joke, cried out Guillot, i'fegs ! 

Master priest, I'm not quite such an elf ; 
You must e'en be content with the eggs. 

For the pullet I'll keep to myself. 



CYNTHIA, THY SONG AND CHAUNTING. 
(Giovanni Croce, 1560.) 

Cynthia, thy song and chaunting 

So strange a fiame in gentle hearts awaketh. 
That ev'ry cold desire wanton love makcth. 

Sounds to thy praise and vaunting. 

Of syrens most commended. 

That with delightful tunes for praise contended. 

For when ihuu sweetly soundest. 

Thou neither kill'st nor woundcst. 

But dost revive a number 

Of bodies buried in perpetual slumber. 



COME, PRAY WITH ME, MY SERAPH 

toVE. 

(T. Moore.) 

Come, pray with me, my seraph love. 
My angel-lord, come, pray with mej 
In vain to-night my lip hath strove 
To send one holy prayer above — 
The knee may bend, the lip may move. 
But pray I cannot without thee. 

I've fed the altar in my bower. 

With droppings from the incense tree ; 

I've sheltered it from wind and shower. 

But dim it bums the live-long hour. 

As if, like me, it had no power 
Of life or luntre without thee. 

A l»oat at midnight, sent alone 
To drift upon the moonless sea ; 

A lute M'hose leading chord is gone ; 

A wounded bird that hath but one 

Imperfect wing to soar upon. 

Are like what I am without thee. 

Then ne'er, my spirit love, divide 
In life or death tiiys«>lf from me ; 
But when again in sunny pride. 
Thou walk'st through Eden, let me glide 
A prostrate shadow by thy tide — 
Oh, happier thus than without tHce! 



•^^^^^^^ 



THE BUNCH OF GRAPES ; 
OR, puddle'em in a fuss. 

Little Fdddle'em is my name, 

I've a little shop of fame. 
Where the oddest little people, to drown thinking 

Prom all curious little piirts. 

To keep afloat their little nearts. 
Make their little noddles swim by spirits nmkutQ. 

Spoken.] Old, young, rich, poor, little, big, 
brown, fair, blacks, whites, Turks, Jews, gipsies, 
jugglers, sweeps, Hindoos, fmir in so tjuick that I 
can't pour out quick enough. My dear Mrs. Fud- 
dle *em, if you don't cume the customers must go. 
Aye, she cries, you know I am the hand at fillmg 
glasses. Yes! and at emptying them, too! What's 
that you say ? I only said, love, where I can fill one 
you can fill two. 

Little ladies, then. Up up. 
With greatest ease, their little sup. 
While their little wicked peepers tJiey keep wink- 

When they pay their little score, 
I propose a little more — 
Mind you, Fuddle'em's the boy to keep them drink- 
ing. 

Now we've often little scrapes. 
At our little Bunch of Grapes, 
Mrs. Fuddle'em's little tongue runs rather load, 
sirs; 
One came drunk a little late. 
So she cracked his little pate. 
And his bawling xxn^ brought a little crowd, 
sin. 

Spoken.] But it is an ill wind that blows no- 
body good ; for, all in a minute, there werei0a/cA> 
men, watermen, coachmen, gentlemen, and all kinds 
of men, soon filled my shop. Busy work for Fud- 
dle'em ! My wife, thinking she had triers plentg, 
made herself scarce, and left our bar rather than 
be brought to another ; the man, not seeing who did 
it, ixd feeling himself hurt, and hearing Uiem call 
for something to rub his head with, be emelt that 
it was brandy, and, tasting a drop, the rest slipt 
down his throat : they all laughed, he relished the 
joke, proposed sometning short , so as to make all 
square, — they stood glasses round, and off they 
went — 

Though this little queer mishap 
Sore displeased this little chap, 
Mrs. Fuddle em, through a little crevice blink- 
ing. 
Not a little oveijoyed 
To see poor little me emp.oyed. 
Cries out, Fuddle'em, you're the boy to keep them 
drinking. 

By a little run of trade, 

I've a little money made. 
And my little children's choppers keep a wag- 
ging ; 

But as little ones grow big. 

Why then, dash my little wig. 
But they'll keep little couple aUajrs fagging! 

Spoken.] But, lord! I've a pleasant life after 
all, for I'm of a eordiat di^iKMition, never use 
wrong meas u r es, but draw faircumparisons; though, 
when I meet a rum customer, I don't mind /mncA- 
ing him, and that's apt to put his pipe out ; but 1 
bad a spirited set d^op in one day — a complete 
eompouna of science.— -Come, cries a dger, let's 
have some blue ruin. — I'll have a little shiub, says 
the gardener.— Clores for me, says a grocer's wite. 
— Tent, cries a soldier.— Good port for me, says a 
I sailor, with a little Briton's glory. — I Uke mm imed , 

. — WeU« here's another 






I says m eonk-chandler's lady. 
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Noi/ in my coffin, says the undertaker. — Bmgundy 
for me, says the dixkor, — Aye, stick to that, and 
yoall do, says I — so, having pleased their paiates, 
they, at last, thought fit to sherry. 

So, with such little jokes. 

With big and little folks. 
Little time have I from business to be shrinking ; 

If of yoa a little score 

Should chance to pass my little door, 
Youll find that Fuddle'em's the boy to keep you 
drinking. 



MAY ODD FELLOWS FLOURISH FOR 

EVER. 

Air—" The Prince and Old England for eeer," 

(Driver.) 

Thoooh my voice ca'n't enchant like the syrens of 
old, 
111 venture your ears to assail ; 
The attempt do not deem too intruding and bold, 

Tme friendship 'tis meant to exhale. 
Of the compact that binds proud ambition and 
power 
My poor simple lays never dream ; 
Bat that which, in friendship, shall sweeten each 
hour. 
Odd F^.llowship's praise is my theme. 

Then, join my song. Brothers, the sen- 
timent pass, 
No harm's in a social endeavour ; 
Fill higher — A£fection presides o'er the 
glass. 
May Odd Fellowship flourish for ever ' 

Onr Order and Rectitude ne'er can decay. 

Honour's temple's erected on high ; 
^Tis Charity's hand which our virtues display. 

Those virtues which never can die. 
We Flattery scorn, it to Falsehood gives birth ; 

But rapture the deed must impart. 
Which bids sott Humanity patronize Worth, 

And light makes a sad Brother's heart. 

Then, join, &c. 

Let sensual drones to rich viands invite. 

Or tem t to gay Bacchus's board ; 
One moment ot friendship will give more delight. 

Than ages ot pride can afford. 
To wipe troni the eye the big tear of Distress, 

And to view the sweet gratitude shown 
For those blessings bestowed, sure the donor mtut 
bless. 
Whose heait is Humanity's throne. 

Then, join my song. Brothers, the senti- 
ment pass. 
No harm's in a social endeavour ; 
Fill higher — Affection presides o'er the 
glass. 
Here s the King and Odd Fellows for 
ever. 



TIME CANNOT CHANGE MY LOVE. 

(Ryan.) 

Time cannot change my love for thee ; 

For when, in age, thy step I hear, 
Though fe«?blc, yet, my love, 'twill be 

Sweet music to thy Laura's ear ! 
When those love-darting eyes shall fade, 

Tiiat now thy inmost thoughts express. 
And silver those bright ringlets shade. 

Ah ! think not that I'll love thee less. 

And when, at last, we're doomed to lay. 
Mid kindred dust, our aged heads. 

O'er us shall cheering sun-beams play. 
And one tree shade our narrow beJ« ! 



And as the winds of heaven strew 
Its flowreu o'er that bed of thine. 

Ere they, my love, can fall on you. 
They'll shed their trembling leaves on mme. 



^^^^^^^^ 



AND STILL WITH LOVE, WITH HOPB 
INSPIRE ME. 

(Kenney.) 

Should e'er I brave the foaming seas. 

And hear the bursting tempest sound, 
I could behold, with heart at ea<tc. 

The foe's dread thunder roll around. 
For o'er the vessel, clothed in light. 
Would flit a guardian angel bright, 
'Midst every form of death to fire me. 
And still with love — with hope inspire me. 

Or in the ranks of martial war. 

When vengeance bids the bosom glow 
From my loved country wand 'ring far. 

Where all is death, despair, and woe ; 
O'er my rude pillow, clothed in light. 
Would flit a guardian angel brieht, 
'Midst ev'ry shaft of death to fire me. 
And still with love — with hope inspire me. 



THE COUNTRYMAN IN LONDON. 
Air—" Quite paUely,*'—{M, M. Bryant.) 

I CAME to town the other day. 

From the cotmtry — from the country ; 

I came to town the other day. 
Says I, it's now or never ; 

I came to see the park, the gas. 

The swans, and pond — but found, alas! 

That swans and pond were gone to grass. 
And left the park for ever. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Then to Hvde-Park I strolled away. 
Rather glumpish — rather glumpish ; 

Then to Hyde-Park I strolled away. 
With expectation bigger. 

I there a wondrous sight did see ; 

But. says I, my friends, 'twixt you and me^ 

I think, though this Hyde-Park may be. 
They ought to hide VxvX Jigger. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Now the folks are so relieious grown, 
They're building churches — they're build 
churches ; 

The folks are so religious grown. 

They're qufte devout, 'twould seem, sirs. 

While canters, till 'tis quite a bore. 

Go singing hymns down to the Nore ; 

They from their friends get cash galore. 
And give them prayers by steam, sirs. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Here Sunday-schools are all the go \ 

Nought but leammg — nou);ht but Icar .in^ * 

Here Sunday-schools are all the go. 
And people well can prize 'em. 

Each street lor knowledge even groans. 

And Parliament, to ease their moans. 

In taking pity on the stones. 
Mean to JStAdamixe them. 

Ri tol, &c. 

I went to see this Parliament, 

Called St. Stephen's— called St. Stephen t^ 
I went to see this Pariiament, 

Shot up by king and forces. 



imiVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OP MIRTH. 



2!IS 



Vr9 ofteo heard the king was great. 
But, when I saw him go in state. 
He was so big, that, by mv fate. 
They drew him with eight horses. 

Rj tol, &c 

London has gone out of town ; 

O what changes !— O what changes ! 
London now is out of town ; 

Plenty of eood fun done. 
You soon will find that Hampstead-heath 
Will take and join with Hammersmitli, 
And Highgate Tunnel, on my faith. 

Will be inside of London. 

Ri tol, &C. 

So now Chalk-farm and Bagnigge-wells 

Are quite forsaken — quite forsaken ; 
But now Chalk-farm and Bagnigge-wells 

The cocknies ne'er do light on. 
So, if through town you will not stalk. 
Your health and comfort both to balk. 
Of a Sunday you for air roust walk 
To Margate or to Brighton. 

Ri tol, &c. 

But now my song III strive to end ; 

Mayhap you wish it — mayhap you wish it ; 
But now my song I'll strive to end. 

And likewise end m^ pother. 
So round about III gaily trot. 
And, when new subjects I have got. 
Why, 111 come back, — and, I tell you what, 

I'll try to sing another. 

Ri tol, &c. 



O GIN BIY LOVE WERE YON RED ROSE. 
Air—" Hug/ue CroAame."— (Bums.) 

O GIN my love were yon red rose 
That grows upon the castle wa'. 

And I mysel' a drap o* dew. 
Into her bonnie breast to fa' ! 

O there, beyond expression blest, 
I'd feast on beauty a' the night ; 

Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest 
TUl fley'd awa' by Phoebus' light. 

O were my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi' purple blossoms to the spring ; 

And I, a bird to shelter there. 
When wearied on my little wing : 

How I wad mourn when it was torn 
By autumn wild and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing. 
When youthfu' May its bloom renewed. 



MY MOTHER. 

Who fed me from her gentle breast. 
And hush'd me in her arras to rest. 
And on my cheek sweet kisses prest ? 

My mother. 

When sleep forsook my open eye. 

Who was it sung sweet lullabv. 

And rocked me, that I should not cry f 

My mother. 

Who sat and watched my infant head. 
When sleeping on my cradle-bed. 
And tears of sweet affection shed f 

My mother. 

When pain and sickness made me cry. 
Who gaied upon my heavy eye. 
And wept, for fear that I shcNiid die t 



Who dressed my doll in clothes to gay. 
And taught me pretty how to play. 
And minded all I had to say 7 

My mother* 

Who ran to help me when I fell. 
And would some pretty story tell. 
Or kiss the place to make it well * 

My mother* 

Who taught my infant lips to pray. 
To love God's holy word and day. 
And walk in Wisdom's pleasan* way? 

My mother* 

• 

And can I ever cease to be 
Affectionate and kind to thee. 
Who was so very kind to me. 

My mother 

Oh no ! the thought I cannot bear. 
And, if God please my life to spare, 
I hope I shall reward thy care. 

My mother. 

When thon art feeble, old, and gray. 
My healthy arm shall be thy stay. 
And I will soothe thy pains away. 

My mother* 

And, when I see thee hang thy head, 
'Twill be my turn to watch thy bed. 
And tears of tweet affection shed. 

My mother* 

For God, who lives above the skiee. 
Would look with vengeance in his eyes 
If I should ever dare despise 

MymodM 



WAITER, BRING ANOTHER BOTTLE. 

Let no draught than claret weaker 

Chill the hearts at banquets glowing ; 
Temp'rance chokes the droughty speaiker, 

Dnnking sets the throttle flowing. 
Then, when bumpers warm the tuottle* 

Sober wisdom 

Ever is dumb. 

While we push on 

Hot discussion :— 

Not a doubt, sir ! 

Hear me out, sir ! 

I denied it, — 

To decide it. 
Waiter, bring another bottle ! 

Mellow lawyers lose their prosing. 
Jolly saints their dull decorum ; 
Doctors own the fudge of dosins. 

Save with that which stands before '( 
That will cure you, ill or not ill. 

Goat severe, ah? 

Drink Madeira. 

Feverish palate ? 

Stick to cUret. 

BuMM yoo doee, sir. 

That's a dose, sir '. 

Quick imbibe that, 

I prescribe that : 
Waiter, bring another bottle ! 

Fiery soldiers, fencing bladeemen. 

Seek in duels satisfaction ; 
Cheating merchants, dunaiog trad* 

Urge at law their sleepy actioii ;— 
If one uses t'other not ill, — 

If they ruflUs, 

Scold or tcoffk), 

Ev'ry trial 

Makes more dry all. 

Chokes their ^pite mXi, 

And unites all. 



21K) 
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Soon agreeing 
This decree in — 
Waiter, bring another bottle ! 



THE WHIP-CLUB ; 
OR, LATGli AND BE WISB- 
^C. Dihdin.) 
Fashion's all fiddle-de-dee. 

For playing the fool I seem made ; 
But what s to become of poor me ? 

'Tis the fashion to take up my trade. 
In the Whip-Club exalted I stand. 

As the cut of my coat will imply ; 
And while driving, d'ye mind, lour in hand. 
Can completely cut out a fly's eye. 

Spoken.] Lord Slum, the Honourable Mr. 
Snook, Sir Thingumbob What-d'ye-call-'um, and 
I, drive tandem like phaetons; we square all nmndt 
and cut such figures. I lautch, he ! he ! he ! and 
vou'd laugh, ha! ha! ha! so let's all laugh, haw! 
haw! haw! eh! 

Oh!'toldeTol, &c. 

Driving tandem one day in a gig. 

Fall spank through the street went the titt; 
The ponies took fright at a pig. 

And threw an old woman in fits \ 
The leader broke trace, by the by. 

And down a blind lane t'other scuds. 
Capsized, do>»ii a cellar went I, 

Plump into a tub full of suds ! 

Spoken.] I fell, like another PAo^on.— What 
d'ye want? said the laundress. — A drop of comfort, 
taid I; and if she hadn't given it me, I should 
certainly have died of a dath-iposh. I rose from 
the sads like Wemu from the sea; and I laugh'd, 
he' he! he! and the washer-woman lauehed. ha ! 
ha! ha! &c. 

Oh ! tol de rol, &c. 

My big buttons will show my degree 

In the Whip-Club, a compact sublime ; 
And for choice souls what better can be 

Than getting the whip-hand of time ? 
Some pretty gape-seed we produce. 

Though it's playing the tool, the wise tell ; 
But though lords have for that no excuse. 

With me, why it's all very well. 

Spoken.] It's all in my way, you know; I play 
the fool to show others the absurdity of it, cut 
capers to drive away care, and make ugly mugs to 
drive away melancholy ; and if every one on life's 
stage acted his part with such zeal and fidelity, 
ana endeavoured, like me, to put the brightest 
side on every thing, we should all be so happy — I 
should laugh, he! he! he! &c. 

Oh! tol de rol, &c. 



»f 



TRADE CHOOSING. 

Air—" Bartlen^ Fair." 

I WAS fourteen years of age, 
When my daddy, in a rage. 
Said as prentice I should go ; 
But I answered, '* No, sir, no.' 
Says he, " Good lad, you must. 
So don't kick up a dust. 
Bat look about, and never be afraid, 0. 
There are Coopers, tailors, 

Soloiers, sailors. 

Butchers, bakers. 

Strong shoe-makers. 

Hosier, grocer. 

Physic doser. 

Florist, miller. 

Or diftiLer 



Printer, shaver. 
Fine engraver. 
Lawyer, proctor. 
Or horsr-doctor." 
Spoken.] Aye, says my father ; comet sir, yoa 
must go out as an in-door apprentice ; tlicrcfore, as 
I wish to make you a eood mechanic, what do yuu 
think of being l>ound prentice to a butcher? I'he 
name of butcher was enough — it completely cut me 
t^ — and I flatly refused ; wnen my father said, I 
was at my last stake with him, and knocked me 
down like an ox, because 1 couldn't act up to his 
wishes ; so I got up, and mo^ed my mamnv-bones 
out of the house, while my father lollowed me, to 
the tune of — 

Hey down, ho down, derry derry down. 
Come here, you rogue, and quickly choose 
a trade, O. 

Now, since I liked the stage. 
My daddy, in a rage. 
Did say tome, — •* Odzooks, 
111 bum all your play-books." 
So quick, with all his ire. 
He threw them in the fire. 
And a bankrupt in my study I was made, O. 

All my plays 

In a blaze ; 

Burning Roll a 

Made me hollo ; 

Speed the Plough 

Is burning now ; 

Of Age To-Morrow 

Caused me sorrow ; 

Road to Ruin 

There he threw in. 

With Jane Shore, 

And many more. 

Spoken.] Ah ! there they were ! and while they 
lay in the stove, I was reminded of the flames of 
Troy. Father, says I, you've broke my heart. — 
Have I ? says he, then now I'll break your back ; 
— and so he did nearly, for he struck me a blow on 
the same with a stick, that has made my belly ache 
ever since. — Now, says he, will you fix on a trade? 
Come, sir, — say, sir, — say, what trade shall it be ? 
— Not your trade, father.— My trade, sirrah ! what 
is my trade, sirrah? — Why, thresher , sir! — Psha ! 
nonsense ! says he ; if you don't answer me, d — n 
me if I wo'n't make you serve two years to a grave- 
digger ; then I'll turn you over to a chimney-sweep 
for three more ; you shall finish your apprentice- 
ship with a scavenger ; and, when you are out of 
your time, I'll try to make interest for you, and 
get you into office as Jack Ketch — that is, if peo- 
ple think you active or honest enough to fill the 
situation! Thank you, thank you, father, says I, 
but yon don't catch me at that : so he sang — 

Hey down, &c. 

Now my father did complain. 
For he found his efforts vain, , 

And he grieved himself full sore. 
While my fate he did deplore ; 
But soon I cheered him up. 
And I gave him many a cup. 
For by acting I'd a pretty fortnne made, O. 

Guineas speak 

Every week ; 

Papers praise. 

Fame they raise ; 

Lord! how clever. 

His like was never ; 

No one higher. 

All esquire ; 

Hand to hat. 

And all that ; 

Proves, quite handy« 

I'm t*''e dandy 
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Si>oKKN.] Aye, <* Richard's himtelf again!"— 
•^r, as the boy* say, never were such^times : — Wild 
• fats out of aate ; Wheel of Fortune, a prime pro- 
dnttion ; Fortune's Frolic, a good farce ; Riches, 
a |tood benefit ; Hit or Miss, when you have tried 
the Country Girl. Then I'm up in the Way to get 
Married ; and, as we know Such Things Are, why, 
lh«* Honey Mo<>n and Matrimony may close the 
s«'ason of a theatrical man's life as well as anv 
*hing else, since, Grieving's a Folly, and All^ 
Well that Ends Well ; — so now my father sings — 

Hey down, tkc. 

Huzza ! my son has chose a mighty uade, O ! 



SH \DOWS OF BEAUTY, SHADOWS OF 

POWER. 

(Byron.) 

Shadows of Beauty, 

Shadows of Power, 
Riw to your duty. 

This is the hour ; 
Walk, lovely and pliant. 

From the depth of this fountain. 
As the cloud-shapen giant 

Bestrides the Hartz mountain! 
Come, as ye were. 

That our eyes may behold 
The model in air 

Of the form I will mould. 
Bright as the iris. 

When ether is spanned !— 
Such his desire is ; 

Such my command ! 
Demons heroic 1 

Demons, who wore 
The form of the stoic. 

Or sophist of yore ; 
Or the shape of each victor 

From Macedon's )ioy. 
To each bright Roman picture. 

Who breathed to destroy ! 
Shadows of Beauty ! 

Shadows of Power I 
Up to your duty. 

Thin is the hour. 



ABOUT LONG ENOUGH. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

The cloth taken out, and fresh liquor brought in. 
You ask for a song, and expect III begin ; 
^lien a man's once knocked down there's no say- 
ing I wo'n't. 
He may sing if he likes, and he must if he don't. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

That point being settled, I come to the next. 
And now, tike the parson, I look for mv text ; 
For, in writing a song, 'tis as well, without doubt. 
To be able to tell what the ditty's about. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Should my song treat of physic, you'll call it a 
pill— 

And ask, can I think such good company ill ; 

Should I sing about law, 'twould your patience of- 
fend , 

For with that once begin youll ne'er find an end. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Or why about war should I drum in your ears. 
Or bore ye with mortars, or tall grenadiers T 
Til put winf in my song I were easily able. 
Hut hin\ there plenty of that on the table? 

To] de rol, Ik. 



For politic matters I care not two pins. 

Nor value a button the outs or the iiu; 

What's your song then about ? you may cry, in a 

huflf: 
Why, I answer, I think, 'tis — About long enough. 

Tol d« rol, dec. 



BRIGHT DAWNS THE DAY, WITH R0S1 

FACE. 

(Amherst.) 

Bright dawns the day, with rosy face. 
That calls the hunters to the chase. 

With musical horn. 

Salute the gay mom, 

Hillio.! hillio ! and prepare. 

With enlivening sounds. 

Encourage your hounds 

To rival the speed of the deer! 

If you find out his lair. 

To t^e woodlands repair. 

Hark ! hark ! he's unharboored they cry. 

Then fleet o'er the plain. 

Well gallop amain. 

And all in a triumph of joy. 

Ye up, and ye ho, boys, away. 

Right on, my boys, and nothing fear. 
Nor shame your name, nor lag m rear. 

O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 

Throueh forests, and floods, 

Hillio! hillio! and away! 

The welkin resounds 

With the cry of the hounds, 

Quick, spur on your steeds, no delay . 

Lo, the stag stands at bay. 

All the pack's at a sUy, 

Then ea^^rly seize on their prise ; 

The welkin resounds 

With chorus of hounds, 

Shtill horns wmu nia knell, and he diet. 
Ye up, and ye ho, boys, away, &c. 



HOW SWIFTLY WEARS THE SUMMER 

NIGHT. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

Hail to the cold and clouded beam. 

Pale pilgrim of the troubled sky ! 
Hail, though the mists that o'er thee stream 

Lend to thy brow their sullen dye ! 
How should thy pure and peaceful eye. 

Untroubled, view our acenes below? 
Or how a tearless beam supply. 

To light our worid of war and woe ? 

Fair queen ! I will not blame thee now. 

As once by Greta's fairy side ; 
Each little cloud that dimme«l thy brow 

Did then an angel's beauty hide ! 
And if the shadrs I then could chide. 

Still are the thoughts to memory dear. 
For. while a softer strain I tried. 

They hid my blush, and calmed my fear* 

Then did I swear thy ray serene. 

Was formed to light some lonely dell. 
By two fond lovers only seen. 

Reflected from the cr}'stal well ; 
Or sleeping on their mossy cell. 

Or quivering on the lattice briffht. 
Or clancing on their conch to tell 

How swUtly wears the tommer mgjhu 
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, yDulu IsDiln Ig lell : 
ry ■» f could tell.— I- 
Did not Tiiucb like iut Lo be oil boud ■ thip, 
When in dinger there's no dnor to creep out,— 

WLow d«qgb<ec wu cburiniag and young, 
And eiifl was deluded away, l^^- 

The mailL (even !— by Ibe mailL Kvan 1 
The lead once moTe the KaiueD BuDf , 

Ood save great Gronc our ICing, 
Long live our nable King ; 

God save the King ; send him— 
To Anacrem, in heaven, where he not In fuU glee. 

A few aoni of h.nuooy sent a petition. 
Thai he [lieir ioanirer and paimn would be. 

When ihii answer .rrivcd from Iho jolly old 
Grecian — 
Come, lads and laues. tnand me Ihron;, 



And 



tell you 

1-H 1*11 you— ohai 
Can I for mam or dad 
Why let ihem roar > 
Foiwhiletlive, I'll- 

eepasnuKlillleehoTi. 
None heal me at selling i 
■ merry cuilomera hop. — 
: dead of the night, wh 



And pretty Kafty Flanagan ray aenflea had fired. 
There wa> one cau^hl ■ 1 — ae, another let hia 



OK, MllSBl'M OF MIRTH. 

MRMOHY AMD L 
lHughCl.rke.) 



When Friend.l,ip ne.t ap«« 

Whose "ishe. teein'd the ■ 

By Hope and Candonr chie/ 



His eyes with rapture gland 

'• Oh ! Love," then Memoiy 
" ThyjDja. though oft tha 

" Although to some denied 
" They ilill are found ih 

•• The light of Life is shj 

"Then be the wreath Ihyt 

•■ Oi Memory's fond dni 



OH. I'H CALLED THE JANQ 

OF GENTILITY 

Air-" Mr. O'fhihgltm."- 

Oh. I'm cull-d the Jenui the 



I'd bawl in their ears, and tn 

The papers should teera with a 

Och, ihn speech of the famed 

I'd be of each tide, both a Tory U 

And if dnec made prime mi"' * 

glad I'd be! 
My friends should hare plao 

While my foei, d— n Iheni 

have a sight of me. 
I'd give mj erand dinners, my lO)^ 

Then Ihry'd make me a doke in til 

When they'd c^ll me Duke Cm 
IriA magiiuate. 

STOP, WUERE ARB YOO 

(UpWB.) 

The n»on shone bright, whenl 

" Udw charming la Ibo >«ealli 

Come, love, it is too soon for bt 

O then he pressed me> 
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The vo*^^ ^"^> checkM, and stood amaz'd. 

Till love his cause befriended ; 
Then heav'd a sigh, and fondlv gaz'd, 

Abd Loped he d not offended. 

O then he press'd me, &c. 

Now leallv he*d have left me quite. 

If I had but consented ; 
Bnt no, it was too fine a night. 
To stay alone contented : 
O then we walked. 
And sweetly talked. 

Each heart with rapture glowing ! 
Nor more could say. 
Not all the way, 
" Stop, where are you a-going?*' 



THE BROKEN GOLD. 

(Dibdin.) 

Two real lovers, with one heart. 

One mind, one sentiment, one soul. 
In hapless hour were doomed to part 

At tyrant duty's harsh control. 
They broke in two a golden coin. 

In token that their love should hold. 
And swore when fate their hands should join. 

To join again the broken gold. 

A treacherous friend, who could not brook 

That joy which real love imparts. 
In evil hour advantage took 

To sow dissension in their hearts : 
Eneines employed, kept spies in pay. 

Conjectures rallied, and falsehoods told, 
Toprove that each had given away 

To rivals base the broken gold. 

At la<t, when years elapsed, they met. 

Hushed ev'ry fear, dead all alarms. 
Banished each sorrow and regret. 

They runhed into each other's arms. 
While to the fond embrace they flew. 

Which Love sat smiling to behold. 
In token that their hearts were true. 

They fondly joined the broken gold. 



THE RIGHT END OF LIFE IS TO LIVE 
AND BE JOLLY. 

(Brandon.) 

THRorCH deserU we roam, yet fat plenty we find. 
With a paunch jolly fed, and a good jolly mind. 
No mountains we climb— o*er no oceans we roll. 
Caravan trading sinners must pay us our toll. 
So equal our justice, all share the same fate. 
And each leaves a trifle to mend our estate. 
To he nice about trifles is trifling and folly. 
The right end of life is to live and be jol)y. 

The convent we scale, and wo find at the shrine 
Fat pulleu, and friars, and flaskets of wine : 
Piou« fathers ! we cry, let your care be the soul. 
Since you preach up lean fast — let us have the fall 

bowl; 
So pies, pullets, flaskets, we merrily take, 
IVhile they shudder with fear, with laughter we 
shake. 
To be nice about trifles is trifling and folly. 
The right end of life is to live and be jolly. 



A CHOICE DUCK ; 

OR, WHY BOLT THE KITCHEN-IKK*! ? 

Air--" Loreiy Nymph."— {E, J. B. Box.) 

Charming Poll, oh, hear me raving. 
Why did you bolt the kiuhen-doorl 



'TIS yon alone can stay my craving* 

Let me in, I ask no more. 
I long for duck, fat, fair, and tender. 

Now on the spit I smell the roast ', 
But not that dack :— «weet Poll, sunender 

Yourself, the duck that I priie moat. 

Dear dnck, could I bnt have the luck inr 

All plump and feathered to my UuU, 
I would, m>m greasy kitchen plucking* 

Save my duck from further waste ; 
Bnt if I crave for duck much loncer. 

While thus a tender duck I seea, 
Myduck, I doubt, wo'n't grow much younger* 

Whilst I, in stomach, grow more weak. 

Though duck be, dear, expensive feeding. 

Sweet duck, on you I fix my heart. 
Would have, (no cost of dressing heeding,) 

My duck well drest in every part. 
Dear duck, though more like full fat wether. 

Were leg, and wing, and all but mine. 
Why duck would have, in every feather, 

A joint, on nhich my taste coold dine. 



POOR ELEANOR GREY. 
Air—" Savoumeen Hee/MA."— (Moncrieff.) 

Oh, long shall I think of the miller's fair daugh- 
ter. 
The flower of the valley, poor Eleanor Grey, 

For though Sorrow's sure hand to the cold grave 
has brought her. 
Her virtues in memory ne'er shall decay : 

Like the glow-worm which shines* the night's dark* 
ness illuming. 

Like the breath of the rose, which, though awedt 
while 'tis blooming. 

Breathes sweeter when death is its beauty entoaib* 

ingf 
Is the memory sweet of poor Eleanor Grey. 

If to love be a crime, and there's sin in believing* 
Then scarcely a sinner was Eleanor Grey \ 

For Edward was tender, and form'd for deceiving* 
And swore to protect when he meant to betray \ 

And like the mild night-plant when some rude foot 
bends it. 

Whose only reproach is the perfume it lends it, — 

She sighed, my heart blesses the false youth who 
rends it. 
Then died, as she blessed him, poor Eleanor Grey. 



THE MUSIC FOR ME IS THE SMACK OF 
THE WHIP. 

(Collins.) 

Yoo may feast your ears with a fife or a dmm* 
Or the catgut tickle, or the wire stnim. 
But next to the smack of a sweet girl's lip. 
The music for me is the smack of the whip. 

With my din^ done, dash ailong* 
Heigh je ho '. heigh je ho '. &c. 

At the statesman's driving, the patriot's pouts. 
While the changes he rings on the tiw and the oirfr* 
Swearing every courtier's a minister's hack. 
And none but the devil is half so black. 

With my ding dong, &c. 

When the prodigal son takes the reins in his hands* 
And the go-by gives to his houses and lands. 
With black, white, and brown, his career he mns* 
But, alack ! he's at last nveruken by the duns. 

With my ding dtrng, &c. 

Bnt let them still quarter the road of care. 
While I on the road have a birth to spare. 
If I overtake a friend that is pat to the shift, 
Oyextam me plomp* but 111 lend him a lift. 

With my ding donr* ^- 



sou 
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When a pa»sen£f r, pointing at the men packed 
On the top of the roo>, talked of Gammon's Act, 
Why, says I, Master Gammon may a great man be. 
But all you can say is but gammon to me. 

With my ding dong, &c. 

Once to ride on my coach little Teague had a mind. 

But, for want ot the blunt, took the basket be- 
hind ; 

When the great fear, that put poor Paddy in a 
pother. 

Was the basket and coach running foul of one 
another. 

With my ding dong, &c. 

And when to silence all his scruples at once. 
He was pitched in the boot to secure his sconce. 
Now, says he, push away, I'll complain no more. 
Since I'm first at last, though behind before. 

With my ding dong, &c. 

But whether before or behind we are stowed. 
When in life we are over the upland road. 
May the vale of yeais then the prospect crown. 
And the journey end in a safe set down. 

With my ding dong, &c. 



FILL THE BOWL AGAIN. 

(^J. F. Bryant.) 

Air—" The Glasses sparkle on the Board," 

The sparkling wine's enchanting glow. 

Illumines soft delight \ 
And while we feel new raptures flow. 

Both care and pain take flight. 
T .en why should mortals e'er repine. 

Or think their efforts vain. 
But seek the charms of rosy wine. 

And till the bowl again. 

Tien love and beauty both combine^ 

And generous souls inspire, 
V\ ithout the help of rosy wine. 

The flame must soon expire. 
Then woe the feeble mind enthrals. 

We seek reli**f in vain 
Till one bright thought to drinking calls. 

Then fill the bowl again. 

Though sages urge, in serious strain. 

That wine destroys the soul. 
That with it glory's sought in vain. 

While heaven is in the bowl. 
But though they preach this silly theme. 

Why they themselves will deign 
To toy with mirth in lil'e's gay dream. 

And fill the bowl again. 



'TIS HOLIDAY TIME ; 

OR, we've banged ' TOM AND JERRY.* 

(H. V. Smith.) 

'TIS holiday time, and we'll get as drunk as ye 
please. 
We will sing, dance, and smoke, and be merry ; 
All the ladies we'll kiss, and the children we'll 
teaze. 
And in rows we will bang ' Tom and Jerry.' 

Ri fal de ral, &c. 

Then each lad in the room his glass he must fill. 
And all jokes in oblivion must buiy : 

At forfeits well play, dull Care we will kill. 
And in chajffing we'll bang ' Tom and Jerry* 

Ri lal de ral, &c. 

We will sup off of dainties, — puddings and pies. 
All healths we'll drink in a bumper of sherry ; 

And stories we'll tell, which of course are etU — ues. 
And in all this we will bang * Tom and Jerry.* 

Ri fal de ral, &c. 



Witli Mister Zigzag wo '11 attempt to waik straight, 
And all those that tan't walk we will carry ; 

Then put on your hats, for I'm certain 'tis late, 
O, I'm sure we shall bang ' Tom and Jerry.* 

Ri fal de ral, 6tc. 

Then let us go home, and quick hasten to bed. 
And all care in sound sleep we will bury ; 

To-morrow we shall rise with pains in the head. 
And /'m certain we've banjrni * l^om and Jerry. 

Hi lal de ral, &c. 



THE MERRY HOWCHURCH BELLS. 

A GLKE. 

Air—" The Merry Christ-Church Bells.**— {Cross. 

DlNO-dong, the merry, merry Bow-Church bells 

Sound sweet and glee impart ; 
The changes that enrich our peals. 

Reward the ringer's art : 
I'heir cheertul chime dull grief dispels. 
So sweet sound tlie merry, merry Bow-Church 
bells. 

W^ithin their sound how many born 

Have proved both good and great ; 
The world's emporium who adorn. 

Or honour power and state ; 
By ceaseless mdustry who thrive. 

By honest trade reap gain. 
By commerce envied wealth achieve ; 

Rich burghers of the main. 
By Fortune's choicest favours crowned. 

Thus oit, old Record tells. 
Have rose the boys bom in the sound 

Of merry, merry Bow-Church V>elN. 

Ding dong, &c. 



OH, LIFE! THY JOYS ARE BUT A DREAM. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 

How oft, without or help or guide, 
W^e stray in life's uncertain path ; 

Receiving, in our hour of pride, 

Men's smiles, their favours, and their wratL. 

For pleasures spring with new desire ; 

The page of learning, ah, how bright! 
What joys are kindled by the fire 

From beauty's eye of beaming light ! 

A snow-white hand, a flushed-warm cheek 
But, oh ! they but our passion > feed ; 

They but deceive the heart, and break — 
They but our wayward youth mislead. 

Ambition holds Uie nectared drink. 

It in the golden vase looks fair ; 
But what fond lip can touch the brink 

Nor quaff a sea ot sorrows there / 

And love, within the heart and eye. 
May bloom, but no return may meet; 

Like Noah's dove, may wandering fly, 
But homeward will at last retreat. 

Hopeless, it leaves upon the cheek 

Of blooming health Death's pale decay. 

And, preying on a mind too weak. 

Wastes heart, and irame, and life away. 

Oh, Lite I thy joys are but a dream. 
And scarce deserve a smile or tear ; 

They t y us, like the minstrel th«mc. 
That lives — but leaves the bard to die. 



MY TIGHT IRISH LAD. 

(Waldron.) 

I DANCED on the green when scarcely fifteen. 
And all the lads called me their neat little queen ) 
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My heart was ne'er sad, but jocund and glad, 
I rooted by lums with each tight Irish lad. 
With heart lull of lun, I soon married one. 
Who went for a soldier, was kilt by a gun ; 
I first thought it bad, ypt never was sad. 
And married another young tight Irish lad. 

He happened to die, the church-yard was nigh. 
We buried him quickly, I little did cry ; 
A third soon I had, he rude a nice pad. 
Which threw off and kilt the poor tight Irish lad. 
And now, the third timo, when just in my prime, 
A widow I'm left ; and I think it no crime, 
Noi any thing bad, to say, with heart glad. 
Och, let the priest join us, my tight English lad ! 



JESSIE, O' THE DEE. 

A SWECTE.R lassie neVr was bom 

Than Jessie, o' the Dee, 
der breath is like the gale of mom. 

And Heaven was in her e*e ; 
Her locks were o' the raven hue. 

And mantled o'er her lace. 
No classic artist ever drew 

An image of such grace ; 
In tnith, she was divinely fair. 

From all she bore the grce. 
And none in beauty can compare 

Wi' Jessie, o' the Dee. 

Unnumbered suitors came to woo^ 

And strove her hand to gain. 
But well their wily arts she knew, — 

Their sighing was in vain ; 
Among the rest, young Donald came, 

A bonnie lad, and tree, 
Wi' blithesome look he urged his flame 

To Jessie, o' the Dee ; 
His tale of love was void of art. 

No faithless swain was he, 
And soon he won the g< ntlc heart 

Of Jessie, o' the Dee. 



MR. LOBSKl'S KISHING-TALE. 

Air—** And they all aUuwed *twa$jutt the thing.'* 

(Reynolds.) 

Yon NO LOBSKI said to his ugly wife, 
•• I'm off till to-morrow to tish, my life." 
Says Mrs. Lobski, " I'm sure you a'n't. 
But, you brute, you are going to gallivant." 

To gallivant — to gallivan^. 
You brute, you are going to gallivant. 

What Mrs. Lobski saivl was right. 

Gay Mr. Lobski staid out all ni^ht ; 

He ne'er went to tish, 'tis known very well. 

But where he went I shall not tell. 

I shall not tell, &c. 

Next morning Mr. Lobski knew 
He had caught no tish, so he bought a few. 
Thinks he, ray wife wo'n't smoke my plot. 
And she will bite, though the Ji*h did not. 

Though the tish did not, &c. 

^^'hen Ix)h8ki to hi<i spouse drew near, 
Sav^i she, ** what sport have you had, my dear?" 
** The river," says he, •« is lull of water-rats. 
So I've only caugnt you a do/en sprats." 

A dosf n sprats, &c. 

•• A dozen sprats, base man," says she, 
" What, catch in a river the fish ot the sea? 
You can thrown lonif Une, Mr. Lobski, 1 know. 
But 'tis clear jfou can draw a much Umger how/* 

A longer bow, 4c 



MORAL. 
Let all men who are frail in flesh. 
Observe salt weUer is not Jre$h, 
For wives their husbands will condemn 
Who think with tprata to gudgeon them. 

To gudgeon them, &c. 



HONEST NED. 

Dangers past, joys in view. 

Honest Ned, as homeward bound. 

Sings and talks of naught but Sue, 
While the grog and flip go round. 
But yet a sigh« 
I knew not why. 

Would sometimes nerd a check — 
Ah ! many a time I've giv'n a leer. 
And Oit have seen him shed a tear. 

While watching on the deck. 

In battle bold as any tar. 
No one could be more brave ; 

He laughed at every wound or scar. 
Nor feared a watery grave. 
But yet a sigh, 
I knew not why. 

Would sometimes need a check : 
Ah, many a time I've giv'n a leer. 
And ott have seen him shed a tear. 

While watching on the deck. 

"Twas in the gloomy hour of night. 

All as silent as the dead. 
When, by the moon's imperfect light, 

I spied our honest Ned ; 
He heaved a sigh, 
I knew not why. 
But gave it soon a check ; 

I shook his hand, and gave a leer. 

He on it dropped another tear. 
While watching on the deck. 

Messmate, says 1, relate your grief, 

I've little, yet can lend ; 
We're sent, you know, to give relief 

And comfort to a friend. 
He heaved a sigh, 
I knew not why. 
But gave it soon a check; 

1 turned my head, and gave a leer. 

Again I saw him shed a tear. 
While watching on the deck. 

Friend Ned, says 1, be not so soft. 
But think of joys in store. 

And trust in Him who sits aloft 
Till li.e can charm no more. 
He heaved a sigh, 
I knew not why. 

But gave it soon a check ; 

We parted then, I gave a leer. 
And saw him shed another tear. 

While watching on the deck. 



WHAT IS LOVE?— A BAGATELLE! 

(Colman.) 

Time was, if poeu tell us true. 

When Cupid shot envenomed arrows ; 
They pierced the heart quite thiough and throogh* 

And killed Arcadians like cock-sparrows, 
U'hat say our modem ^ntleroen ? 

Can Cupid's darts with poison fill us? 
No, laith, they tickle now and then. 

Bat, curse me, if they ever kill us ! 

The mother of the spiteful boy 

Lelt many likenesses behind her. 
And if we bnd one Venus coy. 

We soon may meet a doisen kinder. 
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Tbea, what ia 



WHY, OWEN, DIDST THOC LEAVE MB! 
TkoqCH fu twyonil Ihc mouDUiiu tliuT look u ilii- 

To fight Iiiii cau'nirj'i bata« luL Miy-ilsy wcDt 

in* de.r ; 
All, wclliliill I rcmembci with bit 




t ihiok of ipimuDg wbilit Om 
"'' Wb», 0»en. 4c. 



Oh! could it 

from I 

Ta cl»|> hi< 

But ah! Ilei 



THE SENTIMENTAL! 

Air—'" Orrry Amm." — (tj 
A COStiLEK I un, ud no iubi t 
t live hy the mending of ofil bocR 
I losthcr my cutlamert, Hop hnil 
And often n^patr men tuid vomej 



PAT OF LONDONDERRV. 
ir-" Tlu H'in«o."-(C. F, BanM 
TwAt Ptttof Londgndotry 



HhmughandllirougJi; 



She'i pierced it 

My bollln'tbn 
Ochhoae! >bu » 

Joit then fair Kite ai 

Uii gooHbercy eyei ■ 



Yini till you're blacli ind blue 
Pal piped bii eye. 
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Sfoken.] Oh dear yes, most of onr yoang la- 
dies love to enter into the secrets of Tom Jones or 
a Fashionable Lover, and many it mamma has had 
the mortification to find one of these favourites 
lying under Miss's pillow in the morning. As to 
some of our old maiden ladies, poor souls, they 
think of nothing but Arcadian bowers, purling 
rills, and meandering streams ; and they'll often 
sit up half the night nodding over some rigmarole 
•tory till at last they set their old wigs on fire. 
And even the very servants are infected; Sally, 
the fat cook, will stand roasting by the kitchen 
fire reading an Essay on Female Delicacy, and very 
often before she comes to the F-I-N-I-S, the meat 
is burning, and the fat is in the fire. 

Our fair sex in novels they take such delight. 
Their heads are bewildered from morning till night« 

Then to libraries they go. 

For choice stories of woe. 
Or a sweet pretty tale of a ghost ; 

Of seductional sorrows 

And caverns of horrors. 
At length they're e'en scared at a post. 

Spoken.] How do you do this morning. Miss 
Pathetic?— Vy, very poorly, I assure you: I feel 
a sympatheticness at mv stomach, and therefore 
may have something with spirits in it. — What say 
you to a little brandy and water? — Bless you, I 
don't want spirits of that sort, I want something 
with ghosts in it. — What did you read last. Miss 1 
— Rug-in-tan-o, or the Dog of Wenus. — Oh, I 
understand ; Rugantino, or the Doge of Venice. — 
I believe it was ; but what can you recommend ? — 
Why, as you are partial to spirits you had better 
fake the Lake of Ueneva. — (Old woman,) Mr. Li- 
brary-man, I've brought you home the Convent 
Spectre, and now let me have the Hour of Death. 
— I'm surprised, ma'am, that yon didn't think of 
that before ; allow me to recommend it to your at- 
tention. — Pray, sir, have ^rou got Walkwer's As- 
twonomy, with a descwiption of the Owwewy, in 
your libwawy. — No, sir, but I've got a Pronouncing 
Dictionary. — Sir! I don't want a pwoper pwonoun- 
cing dictionawy, neither. — Pray, Mr. Bookman, 
have you any thing uncommon? — Yes, my lady, 
here's Disinterested Love, or Marriage without 
Repentance. — But what's the most fashionable? 
— Crim. Con. mv lady. — Then let me have Crim. 
Con. immediately. — Pray> sir» have you got the 
Miseries of Human Life? — No, sir ; haveir t had 
them since ray wife died. — Here, Tom, take Tra- 
vels in Greece to the tallow-chandler's. Killing no 
Murder to the butcher's, and Scenes in High Life 
to the spunging-house ; and do you mind, bring 
the Honeymoon from that new-married couple : 
take the Art of Spouting to the plumber's, ana 
Childe Harold to the nursery. Thus 

With novels, &c. 

The wife, too, must go 

To the shop's overflow. 
While her husband, poor man, just come home. 

Trudges off everywhere 

In search of his fair. 
To some tavern at last forced to roem 

Spoken.] Ah! poor fellow, just returned from 
a long journey of a dark night, he tumbles over 
the Castle of Otranto, kicks the Italian Banditti 
to the devil, tears Beauty and the Beast to atoms, 
throws the Forty Thieves into the fire-place, tram- 

fles on the Devil and Doctor Fanstus, destroys the 
nquisition, drowns the Convent Spectre in a pail 
of water, pitches the Hag of the Lake into the 
cradle, bcaU the Hero of the North with a poker, 
and bums the World to ashes, while the History 
of Nobody and Parliamentary Reform are the 
only sul^Gcts ordered to lie on tne table. 



Oh, then, ladies, in reading be modermte, prmyg. 
Or your husbands for certain the piper most pay. 



MODERN SCANDAL. 

From time immemorial, the ladies have held 

A right private character to handle ; 
Old and young, £riend and foe, have, in turn, beet 
compelled 
To submit to their ladyships' scandal — 
With their hints, and their jeers. 
And their nods, and their leers. 

Chit chat. 

Tittle tat, 

Mechlin lace, 

Uglv face. 

Bad complaints. 

How she paints. 

Captain U — , 

And Miss P—, 

Gretna Green, 

Behind a screen, 

Crim. eon. 

All the ton. 

Baby bom, 

Gilcfed horn. 

Assignation! 

Frustration ! 

Indignation ! 

Mortification ! 

Separation ! 

Multiplication ! 

Spoken.] (AilibUmm,) ToiUchU-dmffUmii^ 

Thus thev simper and smile while they sip ti;ei» 

bohea. 
Oh, these are the comforts of scandal and tc;; ! 

Lately the gents this said privilege claim. 

And in far greater dread we must stand all,— 
For the ladies, kind souls, only touched privat* 
fame, 
Butprivate and public they scandal. 
With their nods, and their winks. 
And their sneeis, and their blinks- 
New Reviews, 

Author stews. 

Playhouse crammed. 

Actors d^-d. 

Bankrupt 'liat, 

Mr. Gnst, 

Wholesale grocer. 

But so, so, sir. 

House of Commons, 

Set of mm ones. 

Whig or Tory, 

The same story. 

Ins and outs. 

All are scouts. 

Reformation ! 

Alteration ! 

Seoueslration ! 

Ruination ! 

Approbation ! 

Damnation ! 

Spoken.] ( Ad tihiimm, ) 

And thus the kind gents evenr subject will ban«ll<> 
Oh, these are the comforts of coffee and scandal \ 

DELIGHTS OF MILLING; 

or, the homoors or moi»lsey iiorst. 

Air— « Oh, what • Dap," 

This is the time, the season for a milt, or fight* 
Sncli a time as this there sorely never «m ^ 
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Navigators, novices, the poor, the peer, the lily | 
white. 
The nngU-hiearted waterman, and douUe-Juted 
gas. 
All are so busy at it, each man gets his share of 

his — 
Next'door-neighbour's knuckles, and a handsome 

face and pair of eyes. 
A man is morning, noon, and night, with Belcher, 

at his sporhntf-hoM'^e ; 
While sweet iittractive attitudes are striking us and 
courtine us. 

Oh, what a sight is a dainty bit of 

piigilinn ! 
All mankind are tucking-up their fin- 
gers tor a fight. 

Ringt now are made at 3Ioui*ey~Hurst and TVn'cA- 

enham. 
At Crawley- Downs, at Ted^ngt(m,9X Sftepperton, 

and tiicre 
SktdU get of pepper-mint a dose enough to sicken 

*em; 
CoUar-bonet and daret-mtigt are worse for wear ; 
Stakes, ropes, and toater-bottles, saw-dust, seconds, 

Jighting-men, 
Tradesfolk, and showfolk, London-men, and Brigh- 
ton-men, 
Waggons, whips, and gin, and bets, with some to 

lose, and some to win 'em, 
Nonpariels, and brandy, nuts, and carts, with two- 

and-twentv in 'em. 

Oh, what a sight is a dainty, &c. 

Whips are at work, sticks follow, legs and all an- 
noys. 
Silence is entreated, with an oath or knock ; 

•• Pray, who is that?"—" That's Randall, in the 
cordcroys ;** 
" And that is Air, Ricftmond, in the white smock- 
frock." 

Sights to astonish us ! there, that young man a 
dicer is ; 

Hush ! or else hell rattle out his bones upon your 
ivories! 

White feathers waving, when courage has evapo- 
rated. 

Men with heads beneath their arms, like walking 
Charles decapitated. 

Oh, what a sight is a dainty, &c. 

Such is the rage for s^tMirtni^ now in rounds, that all 
Walk aoout in gouty gloves, in strikina streets ; 

Sparring's grown so impudent, she really knows no 
boundM at all. 
But thrusts her leathern knuckles into every face 
she meets; 

Little ragged boys, in courts, arc Jiunhing it, and 
Jioorina it ; 

Brothers and their sisters' heads sltc Jibbing it, and 
boring it ; 

Clerks in public offices, assail with fist the first 
comers, — 

And tradesmen o'er the counter stretch, and coun- 
ter-hit their customers. 

Oh, what a sight is a dainty, &c. 



THE ORIGIN OF OLD BACHELORS. 

Dame Nature one day, in a comical mood. 

While mixing the mould to make man. 
Was struck with a thought, as the ingredients slie 
viewed. 

To alter a little her plan. 
Her children, she knew, were much given to rove. 

So tempering the clay with great art. 
She sparii^ly threw in the soft se<;ds of love. 

That usually spring round the licart. 
But she quickly repented, though too late. 'tis true. 

For a tusty old bachelor stood forth to view. 



Yes, an old bachelor, 

A fusty old bachelor ! 
What's an old bachelor like ? 

A tree without a branch, 

A buck without a haunch, 

A knife without a fork. 

Bottle without a cork, 

A key without a lock, 

A wig without a block. 
Thus, you see, my good friends, what a whim.*.icfl. 

creature 
Was formed, in a frolic, by old Madam Nature. 

The world, ever since, has been teazed by tho^i 
creatures. 
Well known by their stiff formal strut. 
Their dull downcast looks, crabbed vinegar feu- 
turcs. 
And dress of true bachelor cut. 
The bright blaze of Beauty can't warm their cold 
clay. 
Disliked by maid, widow, and wife ; 
In a kind of half-stupor, the days pass away. 

Of these blanks in the lottery of life. 
Thus, curtailed of pleasure, a stranger to love. 
The fusty old bachelor's destined to rove. 
Yes, the old bachelor. 
The fusty old bachelor ! 
What's an old bachelor like ? 
A ship without a sail, 
A cat without a tail. 
Cellar without the wine, O, 
Purse without the rhino, 
A watch without a chain, 
A skull without a brain. 
Thus, you see, my good friends, what a whimsical 

creature 
Was formed, in a frolic, by old Madam Nature. 

Now mark, if the sexes in number agree. 

As some queer philosophers think ; 
(Full many a damsel's heart, I foresee. 

At this part of my story will sink,) 
As two wives at once men are not allowed. 

Except their suit parliament aids. 
And as bachelors, stupid, our streets daily crowd. 

It follows, there must be old maids. 
Thus we get from the smoke neatly into the smo- 
ther. 
For one evil treads fast on the heels of another. 
O, fie on old bachelors. 
All flinty-hearted bachelors I 
What is an old bachelor like ? 
A bell without a clapper, 
A door without a rapper^ 
A drum without a fite. 
Butcher without a knife, 
A sun without a moon, 
A dish without a spoon. 
Thus, you see, my good friends, what a whimsical 

creature. 
Was formed, in a frolic, by old Madam Nature. 



I SING OF MIRTH— AND JOLLITY'S MY 

THEME. 

When fumes of wine ascend into my brain. 
Care sleeps — and I the bustling world disdain ; 
Nor all the wealth of Crtrtus I esteem, 
J sing of Mirth — and Jotlitg*s my theme. 

With garlands I my ruby temples crown. 
Keeping rebellious thouuhts of business down ; 
In broils and wars, while others take delight, 
I, with choice friends, indulge my appetite. 

Drink, then, my boys, and let us quench the fir»« 
Which the pure calentures of love inspire; 
For, when too hi^h his beams begin to shine. 
We find the best extinguisher is — wine. 
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He had jntt taken mea$im of Sitob, 
To make him a new suit of pie-bald. 

And had said, an^ Uttie odd job 
He would any time do, if 8mtA called. 

Now Kancy, beloved by the taihr. 

Soon proved that the spirit was frail ; 
When Smp dared with kisses assail her. 

She gently confessed he'd prevaiL 
So Smip got a license and married 

This daiffy-maid, hnxom and fair. 
While Smob all the time at home turied. 

Thinking next day the fond bliss to shan. 

But finding her not come to meet him. 

Poor Snob being left in the larch. 
Went out — when the first who shoiUd greet him. 

Was Mn. 8mp walking from church. 
Cries she, ' My dear SM, I'm just married 

To Smp, who is a little way on.' 
Replied aiob, * Into court shall be carried 

This condUfCt, d—n me, it*s crtm. oois.' 



^et quickly thought Smob, * since the lieenae 

I've got to kiss Nance when I will, 
^hy, as to the rest, it's all nonsense. 

So let them be married who will.' 
Then if the good>humoured somehow 

Can take but the eroam of the jett. 
The critics, no doubt, will allow 

There's akim mUh enough for the real. 



LOVE AND LAURA. 
(T. W. Kelly.) 

On a bank, where circling trees 
Kindly form'd a verdant shade, 

Lauia lay,— the noontide breese 
Had lull'd asleep the gentle maid. 

Love, on sportive wing, there flying. 

Seeking objecU for his skill. 
Eyed the fair one, and while eyeing. 

Wished her subject to his will. 

His keenest dan then carefully 

The archer chose, and laugh'd the while ; 
Rut when aiming at her, she 

Awoke and saw the orchin's guile. 

In vain, she cried, is all your skill. 

Compared with mine, to touch the heart ; 

One look of mine, blind urchin, will 
Wound surer than your keenest dart. 



^^^^^^■^^ 



THE NAVAL SUBALTERN. 

(Collins.) 

Ben Block was a vet'ran of naval renown. 

And renown was his only reward ; 
For the Board still neglected his merits to crown. 

As no interest he held with my lord ! 

Yet, as brave as old Benbow was sturdy old Ben, 
And he'd lauffh at the cannons' loud roar ! 

When the dcath-dealing broadside made worm's 
meat of men. 
And the scuppers were streaming with gore ! 

Nor could a lieutenant's poor stipend provoke 
The stanch tar to despise scanty prog ; 

But his biscuit he'd crack, torn his quid, crack his 
joke. 
And drown care in a jorum of grog. 

Thna year after year, in a subaltern sUte, 
Poor Ben for his king fought and bled; 

rill time had unroofed all the thatch from his pate, 
And the hair from his temples had fled. 



When, on humbly salutine, with sinciput bare. 

The first liord of the Admiralty once ; 
Quoth his Lordship, " Lieutenant, you've lost all 
your hair, 

Since I last had a peep at your sconce." 

«< Why, my lord!" replied Ben, " it widi tnith 
may be said. 

While a bald pate I kmg have stood under. 
There have so mtmiif captaint walk*d ooer my head. 

That to see me quite 9caip*d 'twere no wonder.' 



THE PRIEST OF BALLINACASEY. 

Air—** Garry Oicei*."— (Beular.) 

In Ireland, the dear land, when I was a boy. 
With the girls of the place would I prattle and toy ; 
And aa I grew big was the only true joy 

Of the lasses of Balunacasey. 
I tumbled, and toualed, and pull'd them about; 
I was sure invited to every rout ; 
Of not one good UiinE was I ever left out 

By the fair sex ot Ballinacasey. 

Now in these good things I'd a rival and grudge. 
One for whom all the folks of the village would 

drudge. 
For he was tne doctor, schoolmaster, and judge. 
And priest, too, of Ballinacasey. 
When any thing nice but once met his eye. 
Whether pratee, or puddinff, or pig in a sty, 
To have, sure, a finger and hand in the pie 

Was the priest of Ballinacasey. 

'Gainst my manifold sins would he preach ano 

would swear. 
About tumbling, and pulliI^;, and tearins the fair 
Whene'er I came near the confessional chair 

In the chapel of Badlinacasey. 
It chjinced young Norah got loose in her dress. 
For love of me, so a decent mess 
Did I get in when I went to confess 

To the priest of Ballinacasey. 

« Och!" said he, " by St. Patrick! you are a big 

sinner, 
And so is that Norah — why didn't you bring her?" 
I've brought soaiething better, — it is a Kood dinner. 

Sweet father of Ballinacasey. 
" You're a very great sinner — it smells very nice -^ 
'Long with old Nick — is't pig ? — yonll be burnt up 

to ice — 
You can't be fomven, but — bring one more slice — 
For the priest of Ballinacasey." 

I brought him some more with i^good whiskey sup. 
And I was forgiven ere he'd swaflow'd 'em up ; 
Then, quite purified, did I go home to sup 

From the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
Now the pratees were boiling over the pot. 
The pigs were eating the roof of my cot. 
When Kate McCarthy so snugly I'd got 

In my cottage at Ballinacasey. 

It happen'd now whilst I pull'd Kitty about. 
That tne priest in the window poked in his long 

snout ; 
He suspected my faith, so had followed me out 
From the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
" What," said he, " you're beginning again. 
And I've caught you out in (ho middle of sin, 
I've found you out when you thought I was in 

The chapel of Ballinacasey." 

Then he preach 'd of Beelsebub, devils, and flames ; 

Of Satan, and all such outlandish names. 

And said I had brought now a thousand of shames 

On the priest of Ballinacasey. 
When he had done he gave a long groan. 
And said he ne'er saw such a sinner of stone. 
And must excommunicate me, skin and bonc^ 

From the chapel of BaJ^'na^.^^* v. 
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Hear me ! the*! a Protestant, father, said I, 
And her faith to convert now I pioasly try : 
It that it T said he, then 111 bid you good bye 

For the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
Och ' St. Roke assist yoor holy plan. 
Try to convert her the best way you can. 
Then bring her to me, a |COod catholic man. 

At the diapel of Ballinacasey. 

Och ! brine her to me in the morning to mass. 
And then I will, when I've examined her dose. 
Give to the new convert the sisn of the cross. 

In the chapel of Ballinacasey. 
Now work her conversi<m, and mind what I've 

spoke. 
Then bring her to me and I will, by St. Roke ! 
Give to her salvation a finishing stroke 

In the chapel of Ballinacasey. 



HAIL, BACCHUS, HAIL! FAREWELL TO 

LOYE. 

A PARODY. 

(W. H. Ireland.) 

Begone, 111 hear no more of lore. 
Its galling pangs no more 111 prove. 
But range o'er hills, o'er dales, and fields. 
And taste those joys which freedom yields. 

There will I climb amongst the rocks. 
Or with the shepherds feed their flocks ; 
Or angle near tne water-falls. 
And hear the birds' sweet madrigals. 

No more 111 weave thee wreaths of roses. 
No more remember fragrant posies. 
No more cull flowen to deck thy kirtle. 
Entwined with sprigs of blooming myrtle. 

I will not plnck the lamb's soft wool ; 
The vine's enlivening fruit 111 pull. 
And then defy the winter's cold, 
Tliy charms, and man's dear idol, gold. 

Away, St sw-belu and ivy-buds; 
Away with cIsMpt and amber-studs: 
Nor the«e nor thou again thalt move 
My stubborn heart to melt with love. 

From dawn till eve 1*11 drink and sing. 
And toast with wine each May morning ; 
These are the joys my mind shall move. 
Hail, Bacchus, hail! farewell to love! 



KNOWING JOEY. 

(Cross.) 

I WAS called knowing Joe by the boys of owrtown. 

Old dad taught me wisely to know folk : 
Cod ! I was so sharp, when they langhmg came 
down, 

I axed ' how do'st do T* to the show-folk ; 
I could chaunt a good stave, that I knowed very 
well : 

No boy ot my age could talk loader, 
Crack a joke, tip the wink, or a droll story tell ; 

Of my cleverness, too, none were prouder ; 
So. thinks I, it's better nor following the plough. 

To try with these youths to queer k>w folk ; 
Their master I met, so I made my best bow. 

Spoken.] How do y« do, sir? says I, I'se a 

mighty notion of taming actor-man ; I be main 
liiiiiome — boxes and wrestles vary pretty— dances 
a good jig — and can play — the vary devil! 

Axed a plar«, and so joined with the show-lblk. 



The place that I'd got, I deUrmined to keep. 
But, odzookers ! they were all so droUish ! 
Kings, cobblers, and tailws ! a prince or a sweep 

And jawed so at I, I looked foolish ! 
Their daggers and swords, cod ! they handled f 
'cute. 
And their ladies were all so bewitching ! 
When I thought to be droll, I was always stmc 
mate. 
As the bacon-rack hangs in oar kitchen ; 
They axed me to say how ' the coach was at thf 
door,' 
When were seated above and below folk ! 
Feggs! I was so sheamfaced, I flopped on the 
floor! 

Spoken.] A kind of a sort of giddiness seised 
me all over! — the candles danced the hays! — 
'twere as diminish as a Scotch mist ! I dropp'd down 
dead as a shot! 

And swoanded away 'mong the show-folk. 

They laughed so, and jeered me, as never war 
seen! 
All manner of fancies were playing ; 
One night I was sent for to wait on a qoeea. 

Spoken.] I belieyea it were Qnoen Hamlet of 
Dunkirk! 

(Not thinking the plan they were laying.) 
Myleady she died on a chair next her spoose. 

While with pins me behind they were pricking ; 
All at once I screamed oot ; lent her grace such a 
douse 1 

That alive she was soon — aye, and kicking ! 
The people all laughed at, and hooted poor I, 

And the comicafdogs did me so joke ! 
That I made bat one step, without bidding gooo 
bye 

Spoken.] From their steage, cod! I never sc 
much as once looked behind me! tumbled over a 
barrel of thimder — knocked down a hailstorm — 
rolled over the sea— darted like lightning throogh 
the infamal regions. 

And so I took my leave of the show-folk. 



ONE NATION, ONE PEOPLE : THE BRATE 
AND THE FREE. 

(Captain Morris.) 

It has long been agreed by all persons of leanung. 
Who in stories of old have a ready discerning. 
That in every country which travellers paint. 
There has anrays been found a protector or saint. 

Derry down, &c. 

Saint George for Old England ; with target and 

lance; 
Saint Andrew for Scotland; Saint Denis foi 

France; 
Saint David for Wales, who on goats need to ride ; 
And Patrick Hibemia's patron and pride, 

Dcorry down, Ik. 

Saint Denis gives soap, and Saint George the 8n 

Loin, 
While Saint Andrew on oatmeal will frequently 

dine. 
With leeks the fair boards of Saint David are 

crowned. 
And Patrick for rivers of claret's renowned. 

Derry down, &<; 

But the jest of his friends he'd take in |ood part. 
For the blunders were only excess of his heart. 
Though there was hot one blander he ever woalo 

own. 
And that was when be found all the liqow was 

gone. Derry down, Ac. 
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United with Britain Hibemia shall be. 
One nation, one people, the brave an4 the free. 
Then in vain thall the thunders of Denis be hurled, 
And Saint George and Saint Patrick give laws to 
the world. 

Berry down, ice. 



STEADY SHE GOES, ALL'S WELL' 

(Morton.) 

The British Ur no peril knows. 

But, fearless, braves the stormy deep ; 
The ship's his cradle of repose, 

And sweetly rocks him to his sleep. 
He, though the raging surges swell. 
In his hammock swings. 
When the steersman sings. 
Steady the goes, all's well ! 

While to the main-top yard he springs^ 

An English vessel heaves in view ; 
He asks but it no letter brings 

From bonny Kate or lovely Sue. 
Then sighs he for his native dell. 
Yet to hope he clings. 
When the steersman sings. 
Steady she goes, all's well ! 



The awful knell sounds low and lorn. 
Yet cease, ye kindred brave, to mourn. 
The plaintive fife and muffled drum. 
The man may summon to his silent home , 

The soldier lives his deeds to trace. 

Behold the Seraph Glory place 
An ever-living laurel round his sacred tomb. 

Nor deem it hard, ye thoughtless gay. 
Short's man' s longest earthly stay. 
Our little hour of life we try. 
And then depart — we're bom to die. 
Then lose no moment dear to fame. 
They longest live who live in name. 

Tb* plaintive fife, &c« 



WHEN TIME, WHO STEALS OUR YEARS 

AWAY. 

(Moore.) 

When time, who steals our yean away. 

Shall steal our pleasures too. 
The memonr of the past will stay. 

And half*^ our joys renew. 

Then, Chloe, when thy beauty's flower 

Shall fill the wint'ry air. 
Remembrance will recall Uie hour 

When thou alone wert fair. 

Then talk no more of future gloom. 

Our joys will always last. 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past. 

Chloe,, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink to love and thee : 
Thou never canst decay in soul, 

Thou'lt still be young to me. 

And as thy lips the tear-drop chase> 

Which on my cheek they find. 
So hope shall steal awav the trace 

Which sorrow leaves behind. 

Then fill the bowl, away with gloom. 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past. 

But mark, at thought of future years. 

When love shall lose its soul. 
My Chloe drops her timid tears. 

They mingle with my bowl. 

How iftce this bowl of wine, my fair. 

Our loving life shall fleet ! 
Though tears may sometimes mingle there. 

The draught will still be sweet. 

Then fill the bowl, &c. 



THE SOLDIER'S FUNERAL. 

(Dibdin.) 

TflK martial pomp, the moumfnl train. 
Bespeak some honoured h«ro slain : 
I'he obacquics denote him brave ; 
Hark ! the volley o'er his grave : 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 

Air—" The Sutor'i Dockier."—{B\irM,) 

Wilt thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow wrines thy gentle heart. 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 

fiv the treasure of my soul. 

That's the love I bear thee ! 

I swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, I swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; 
Or if thou wilt na be my ain. 
Say na thou'lt refuse me : 
If it winna, canna be. 
Thou for thine may choose me. 
Let me, lassie, quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
Lassie, let me quickly die. 
Trusting that thou lo'es me. 



POOR OLD MAIDENS. 

FoOR score and ten of us 

Poor old maidens * 
Four score and ten of us. 
Without a penny in our purse. 
Lame and blind, and what is worse. 

Poor old maidens' 

We are of a sickly kin. 

Poor old maidens ! 
Wearing flannel next our skin. 
To keep the cold from coming in. 

Poor old maidens ' 

We are of a willing mind. 

Poor old maidens ! 
We are of a willing mind. 
Would yonng men but be so kind. 
As to wed the lame and blind 

Poor old maidens' 

Well address his Majesty, 

Poor old maidens • 
From leading apes to set us free. 
And Pariiament will all agree 

To pity us-^PooT old maidens '. 



THE TRAVELLER'S RETURN. 

(Southey.) 

Sweet to the morning traveller 

The song amid the sky. 
Where, tinkling in the dewv light. 

The sky-lark soars on high. 

And cheering to the traveller 
The gales that round him play. 

When, faint and heavily, he drags 
Along his noontide way. 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OP MIRTH. 



309 



And when, beneath the unclouded ran. 

Full wearily toils he. 
The Rowing water makes to him 

A pleasing melody. 

And when the evening light decayt. 

And all is calm around. 
There is sweet music to his ear 

In the distant sheep-bells' sound. 

But, oh ! of all delightful sounds. 

Of evening or of mom. 
The sweetest is the voice of love 

That welcomes his return. 

WHILE BEAMS THE BRIGHT MORN HOW 
SWEET SOUNDS THE HORN. 

While beams the bright mom, 
How sweet sounds the horn. 
For the chase while the hunters prepare ; 
Tally-ho ! is the sound 
That re-echoes around 
When pursuing the hart or the hare. 

Tantivy, Untivy, my boys ! let's away, 
While health gives new charms to the 
sports of the day. 

Each woodland and hill. 

Each river and rill 
Enlivens the sweet-smiling scene ; 

Each meadow is graced 

By Nature's own taste. 
And the huntsmen, like spring, clad in green. 
Tantivy, tantivy, my boys, &C. 

The prey being caught. 

By example we're taught. 
O'er the bowl, the blythe chase to renew ; 

Then a full flowing glass 

To a favourite lass. 
Is a chase we as nobly pursue. 

Tantivy, tantivy, my boys, &c. 



SWEET KATEY BULLDOWNEY. 

(Cherry.) 

An Irishman's all over 

A fiddle, bass, hautboy, and flute. 
Which the tones of his voice soon discover. 
Whenever your ear they salute. 
With the brogue of sweet lip'raiT, 
Och . that, to be sore^ is the thing, 

Pol de rol, &c. 
For the girls, so nate and so airy. 
Know best when we Irishmen sing, 

Pol de rol, ftc 

It sweet are the notes from the fiddle. 

Or sweeter the tone of the bass, 
"Ti*! sweeter the thoughts to unriddle 
When you look in ue sweet comely fiee 
Ui my own sweet Katey BuUdowney ; 

Orh ! to be sure, she s the thing 
For Felix MuUoonev, 
She's the sweet gui that can sing, 

Fol de rol, &c. 

She's tender as young sucking chicken^ 

And soft as the breast of the dove. 
Of hearts she has choosing and picking. 
And cares not a pin for my love ; 
Orh ' sweet Katey BuUdowney, 

Soften the fire of your eyes. 
Or your own Felix Mullooney 
In a fit of perplexity dies. 

That's fa. »1, ftc. 



HAIL TO THE CHIEF WHO IN TRIUMPH 

ADVANCES. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

Hail to the Chief who in triumph advances. 

Honoured and blessed be the ever-green pine 
Long may the tree in his banner that glances. 
Flourish the shelter and grace of our line. 

Heaven send it happy uew. 

Earth lend it sap anew. 
Gaily to bourgeon, and broadly to grow ; 

While ev'ry Highland glen 

Sends our shout back agen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe !" 

Ours is no sapling, chance sown by the fountau. 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whiriwind has stripped every leaf on 
the mountain. 
The more shall Clan Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moored in the rifted rock. 
Proof to the tempest's shock ; 
Pinner he roots him, the ruder it blow ; 

Menteith and Breadalbane, then* 
Echo his praise agen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe!" 

Proudly our pibroch has thrilled in Glen Prain, 
And Banochar's groans to our slogan replied ; 
Glen Luss and Itoss dhu, they are smoking in 
ruin. 
And the best of Loch-Lomond lie dead <m her 
*■ side. 

Widow and Saxon maid 
Long shall lament our raid^ 
Think of Clan Alpine with fear and with 
Lennox and Leven glen 
Shake, when they hear agen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe !' 

Row, vanals, row, for the pride of th« High* 
lands ! 
Stretch to your oars, for the ever-peen pine! 
O, that the rosebud that graces yon islands. 
Were wreathed in a gariand around him to 
twine! 

O, that some seedling gem. 
Worthy such noble stem. 
Honoured and blessed, in their shadow 
grow! 

Loud should Clan Alpine, then, 
Rins from her deepmost glen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, bo, ieroe !* 
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HENRY AND LOUISA; 

OR, LOVE AND PEACE. 

(T. Lacey.) 

No more the trumpet's martia. sound 

Calls Henry from his dear ; 
No lingering pang or fatal wound 

Doth cause the pensive tear. 

His warlike toils are ceased and o'er. 
What pleasure fills his breast ; 

He welcomes Peace, with joy, once more. 
No foe disturbs hit rest. 

His constant love, with virtue blessed. 

Now claims his tender care : 
Louisa shone, by all confessed, 

A beauteous lovely fair. 

The faithful vow young Henry made. 

Secured his bliufnl pride ; 
Louisa was the happy maid. 

And Henry's charming bride. 
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PAR, FAR AT SEA. 

TWAB night when the bell hmd toU'd twelve. 
And poor Susan had sunk on her pillow. 

In her ear whispered some flitting elve, — 
Your love now is tost on a billow. 

Far, far at sea. 

All was dark as she woke, out of breath. 
Not an object her fears could discover. 

All was still as the silence of death. 
Save fancy, which painted her lover. 

Far, far at sea. 

So she whispered a praver, closed her eves. 
But the pnantom still haunted her pillow. 

Whilst, in terror, she echoed his cries. 
As, struggling, he sunk on a billow. 

Far, far at sea. 



^s^^^^^^^ 



SWEET POLL, ADIEU. 
(Lawler.) 

Thb gallant ship was under weigh. 

When up aloft Tom Halliard went. 
To reef fore-topsail, seeming gay. 

While cruel grief his bosom rent. 
Think not a snivlling lubber he. 

From stem to stem no lad more true. 
And helm a-weather or a-lee. 
No tar was e'er so blylhe as he. 

Till last he bade sweet Poll adieu. 

An enemy appears in sight. 

The tars behold, with ffladdened eve ; 
Tom breathes, 'ere they begin the fight. 

To heaven a praver — for love, a sigh ! 
Yard-arm and yard-arm, now they go. 

While clouds of smoke obstruct the view. 
Soon yielding, strikes the crippled foe. 
But poor Tom Halliard is laid low. 

And sighs, in death, sweet Poll, adieu. 

The news was like the thunder dread 

To Poll— Ah me ! 'twas sad to see ^ 
And from that hour her senses fled, 

A frantic wanderer in she. 
Oft' on the rocky beach she'll stray. 

Where fancy painU her love so true. 
As, on that morning, forced away. 
Which was to bring their wedding-davy 

He faintly sighed,— Sweet Poll, adien. 

SUCCESS TO THE WHISTLE AND WIG. 
(Hickman.) 

At the sign of the Whistle and Wig 

A party each Friday night met. 
Who were of their abilities big. 

Example all others to set. 
The chairman arrived about six, 

A youth turned of seventy-four. 
Who, being quite lull of his tricks. 

Kept 'em waiting an hour or more. 

Spoken.! Here's our worthy chairman at last. 
Order, order — Chair, chair. (Chainium, m a 
f^Me toiee.) — Gentlemen, I hope you will excuse 
me for keening you in suspense; but, you must 
know, a little affair of gallantry — and in cases of 
that sort we must be subservient ; but, to proceed, 
as I've but just arrived, and out of breath, I shall 
ask my friend Strap to sing the first song. Mr. 
Strap, will you have the goodness to favour the 
company ? Strap (gruff votee). — ^Why, really, Mr. 
President, I'm always ready to obl^e, but, as my 
memonf is very treacherous, if I sho>ttld itand in 
need of a prompter, I hope the company will ex- 
cuse it. Hum, hum. 



Oh, the days when I were young. 

How I laughed at — hey down diddle, ho- down 

diddle ; 
When the fields were covered with snow — 

( hesitation, y 
(President,) — Gentlemen, why don't you prompt 
Mr. Strap. Prompt, prompt. (Strap,) — Lack- 
a-daisy, Mr. President, I thought how it would 
be ; I have taken a glass too much of my friend 
Squeezecrab'ri gooseberry- wine, and it has proved 
too strong for my weak nerves : have the goodness 
to knock me down. (Butcher.) — Ha, ha, thst 
would be killing work, Mr. Strap. No» no» said 
Peter Sharp, ( Me dub-wit, in a snuffle,) it would 
be only a striking proof of our approbation. Oh, 
if that is only the case, why, we will sing — 

Bravo, bravo, who would have thought him 
Such a fine singer, I wonder who taught him. 

Mr. Fog in rotation was named, 

Com^iance they all did insist. 
Five mmutes' indulgence he claimed. 

His ideas were lost in a mist : 
But he'd, sooner than harmony stem. 

Attempt, if they order would call \ 
So his throttle he wet with a drop. 

And screwed up his mouth for a squall. 

Spoken, wry-mouthed,^ Mr. President, if it 
meets with your approbation. III sing one of my 
own making ; and 1 assure you it is quite new, for 
I hav'n't sung it for these twenty years. (Presi- 
dent,) — It must be new, mdeed. Order, order, 
gentlemen, for Mr. Fog. 

There was an old woman had three sons, 

Jeffry, Jemmv, and John : 
Jeffrv was hanged. Jemmy was drowned. 
T'other was lost, and he ne'er could be found. 
So there was an end of the old woman's sons — 

Jeffry, Jemmy, and John. 

Bravo, bravo, who would, &c. 

Next a butcher succeeded to Fog, 

Whose voice was just like a bull roar ; 
He'd a nose like the snout of a hog. 

And soon proved himself quite a bore. 
Then it came to the parish-clerk's turn ; 

He'd taken his cups pretty free. 
Who called out, at excuses I spam. 

But (hiccoughs) thank'e for calling on me. 

Spoken, as a drunken num.] Now, gentlemen, 
I'll give yon an old favourite of my grandfather's, 
he used to sing it every morning before he wak'd ; 
here goes — 

Mat Mudge, the sexton of our town, 

Though oft a little headdy. 
With dnnk he'd so his senses drown. 

Still some excuse was ready. 
Mat swore the parson loved a sup. 

And eke also the clerk ; 
But then it kept his spirits up 

'Mongst spirits in tne dark. 

Bravo, bravo, who would, &c. 

Now all look towards President's chair — 

A medley was buzz'd round the room ; 
He was ever a foe to dull care. 

In mirth every day he'd consume. 
So, to finish the evening's sport, 

A bumper he toss'd off in twig — 
To the fair whose sweet smiles were his forte. 

And success to the Whistle and Wig. 

Spoken.] Gentlemen, I'L do my best ; but al- 
low me to give you a toast first. — Tlie British fair, 
and may our endeavours toplease be crowned with 
•occeas. Bravo^ bravo. Three timM three— have 
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yoa all drank that toast, MntlemenT All, all. — 
Hem. hem.— Cfim^f omMky, adUbUum,) 

Bravo, bravo, who would, &c. 



THE NEGRO'S SOLILOQUY. 
(O. S. Carey.) 

By yon bri^t streamers in the sky, 

which gUmmer on the sea. 
The cheering son approaches nigh. 

Yet brinp no hope to me. 
The peace^l night yields me no rest. 

Which gives to others sleep ; 
My heart it bleeds within my breast. 

My eyes do nought but weep. 

The toils I rould endure of day. 

Or «pnm the tyrant's chain. 
But Norah's driven far away. 

Which racks my tortured brain ; 
Mywife is she,— ah ! cruel heart. 

That could her heart oppress ; 
But 'tis alone the tyrant s part 

To triumph o'er distress. 

Haste, blessed tidtnp ! haste along. 

From fair Britanma's isle. 
Ah, come and ease the anxious throng. 

And make the slave to smile ; 
If then, good hap, my Norah lives. 

These limbs shall ne'er have rest 
Until we meet ; oh ! then 111 cleave 

For erer to her breast. 

MEUM AND TUUM. 
(Dibdin.) 

^rroA / if 'tis no lie, in this world we are living. 

And it en't, for 'tis teen every day 
That the truest of joys honest hearts are receiving 

A re those they are giving awojf. 
Sure men are all sisters, and cousins, and bro> 
thers. 

And 'tis clear to the stupidest elf. 
That the best kind of comfort a man gives to 
others 

Is that which he takes to himself. 
Thus this bother and game, this immm and hmm. 
Means, the devil a meaning but mmm. 

For your friend's peace of mind should you let 
your mouth water. 
And be ^tting the wish you obtain. 
In possessing his pmne, or his wife, or his iamgk ter , 

Whst delight would the joy be but pain ? 
Then let knav'iy alone, the vain work's aseleas 1»> 
hour, 
Be't for love, or for power, or for pelf. 
For ev'ry wrong that a mau does his nei^boar. 
Sure is not he doing himself. 

Thus this bother, Jbc 

Hi us from such botheration in pity release us. 

Fortune all you bestow will repay. 
And. though poor as Job, you'll oe all rio4 as Oret- 

For youll keep what you've giv em avNy. 
The fine generous maxim then while you're pv^ 
suing. 

Spend your ail to homrd mountains of pelf. 
Soar high while you're mm kimg , be pnep'rom in 



AND DOST THOU ASK WHAT SBCRE1 

WOE. 

(Lord Byron.) 

And dost thou ank what secret woe 
I bear, corroding joy and youth ? 

And wilt thou vainly sock to know 
A pang e'en thou must fail to soothe T 

It is not love, it is not hate. 
Nor low ambiti<m's honours lost. 

That bid me loathe my present state 
And fly from all I prized the mo^ 

It is that weariness that springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see ; 

To me no pleasure beauty brings — 
Thine eyes have scarce a charm for 

It is that settled ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore. 

That will not look beyom' the tomb. 
But cannot hope for rest before. 



JOY SHALL RULB OUR HEARTS TO-DAY. 

(Miss BryanU) 

Wine, from rosy goblets streaming. 

Wins the soul to bliss and love ; 
Mortab, quit your s^ber dreaming* 

Now let brighter visions rove. 
Raise the goblet, qnaflhig pleasure. 

Let the beam of gladness play ; 
Here we seek not care or treasure, 

Joy shall rule our hearu to-day. 

Let Content in smiles play o'er us. 

Sportive Bacchus leads us on ; 
Here we mark true joys before us. 

Which to-morrow may be gone. 

Raise the goblet, ftc. 

Here's to every bright-eyed maiden. 
Here's to lovely beauty's power. 

May they ever live unfading 
In our hearts a blooming flower. 

Raise the goblet, ftc 

Here'f the friends who ne'er may meet us. 
Fondly seen in mem'ry's glow ; 

May they still in friendsnip greet os ; 
Here's to those that greet us now. 

Raise the goblet, &c. 

Now, in silence — here, in mourning. 
Drink remembrance to each soul 

Gone to darkness — ^ne'er returning. 
While a tear-drop decks the bowl. 

Raise the goblet, ftc 

But let us fly from thoughu and sadness. 
Lightly pass o'er sorrow's tear. 

Now we seek but smiles and riadnest. 
Wine and pleasure rule us nere. 

the goblet, ftc. 



And give jog to enjeg it yourself. 

And thus have I proved little, Stc 



WHO'S MASTER ; 

OR, A riGHT FOR THE BREECHES. 

I'VE often heard Will's wife declare 
That she the breeches, sirs, would wear ; 
And, thooch her husband would resist. 
For them she'd fight with nails and fist. 

To gain, to gain the breechet 

One day, as they were at it driving, 
(Who would be master they were toiviag,) 
A sii^e np came to the door. 
And ror a while the^ did give o'er 

Fighting, fighting, fighting, for the breeches 

Will oned the door, the bus'ness asked ; 
When he who knocked poor Will thai taakedj 
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*' The master of this house I want !" 
'* See him jost now I'm sure you can't» 

" Until he gets the breeches. 

For spouse and Will can't well agree. 

As yet, who master is to be ; 
" But, in five minutes, sir, or so, 
" Who master is we then shall know, 

" And who's to wear the breeches.*' 

Now spouse and Will they did engage. 
They both set on with equal rage ; 
At length poor Will was forced to yield. 
And, soundly drubbed, to quit the field : 

He lost, he lost the breeches ! 

Spouse she went unto the door. 

Just as Will had done before : 

" Grood morning, friend ! your bus'ness pray T 

" I master am, I've gain'd the day> 

" I wear, I wear the breeches ! 

" Yes, I wear, I wear the breeches !" 



PLY, MY CANOE, THE WHITE WAVES 

O'ER. 

(Ryan.) 

Fly, my canoe, the tempest brave. 
The li^ht'ning's flash, and rolling wave ; 
The wmds are up, the moon's on high. 
And dimly sails along the sky ; 
No pale star sheds her glimmering light. 
To Kuide to Latna's cave to-night. 
Fly, my canoe, the white waves o'er. 
To reach my Latna's fairy shore. 

In Latna's cave a coral bed 
At night receives my loved-one's head. 
While, from the roof, a sapphire's li^ht 
Sheds its mild lustre through the night ; 
And at her feet unnumbered flowers 
Perfume the tedious ebon hours. 

Fly, my canoe, &c« 



^^^^■^^■^•^ 



THE CHAPTER OF DONKIES. 
i 

Air—" Gteho, DoWm."— (Lawler.) 

COME, none of your nonsense ; I'm not to be had ; 
I'm called Dashing Dick, the Tothill-fields lad ; 
About donkies I'm going to tip you a song. 
Which some of the watering-places do throng. 

Cam up, Neddy, gee whoa, Neddy ; cam 
up, Neddy ; gee up, and gee ho. 

Whaf , though I don't keep a barouche of my own, 
I've a stud of fine asses, and they're all the ton; 
To Margate, to Brighton, to let 'em I go. 
Where all sorts of asses do make a fine show. 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 

Your ladies of fashion, of every degree. 

For a ride in the morning are mounted by me ; 

You may laugh at their fancy, but, lord! they 
don't mind. 

While Johnny, the footman, keeps whipping be- 
hind. 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 

Ven I comes it on Sunday, with Poll by my side, 
Vy I doesn't enwy my lord and his bride. 
Though my «Aaj^ and Neddies are not over grand, 
I take care that Polly sha'n't have the whip-hand. 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 

There's a great many people, as I triU maintain. 
Who, like me, does by asses a livelihood gain : 
Quack doctors, and lawyers, and gamblers, too. 
If it vam*t for asset, pray what would they do ? 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 

T'other day. when a donkey I took to be shod, 
A queer Bond-street lounger popped in rather odd. 



He, too, wanted shoeing, as I could discern. 
Whoa, master, says I, every ass iu his turn. 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 

Stop, Neddy, I cried, t'other day in the street. 
When one of these kiddies I chanced for to mee» 
His name being Ned, he looked round through h 

glass; 
Says I, *• I didn't mean you ; I meant Neddy 

my ass." 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 

So now there's an end of my song, d'ye see ; 
Pray what do you think of my Neddy and me. 
*Ti8n*t easy to say, if mv ditty don't pass. 
Whether Neddy or I will look most like an as« 

Cam up, Neddy, &c. 



HAIL, MYSTERIOUS— GLORIOUS 
MASONRY 1 

When earth's foundations first were laid 

By the Almighty artist's hand, 
'Twas then our perfect laws were made — 

Established by his strict command. 
Hail, mysterious — hail, glorious masonry ! 
That makes us ever great and tree. 

As man throughout for shelter sought. 

In vain from place to place did roam. 
Until from heaven he was taught 
' To plan, to build, to fix his home. 

Hail, mysterious, &c 

Hence, illustrious, rose our art. 

And now its beauteous piles appear. 

Which shall to endless time impart 
How worthy and how great we are. 

Hail, mysterious, &c. 

Nor yet less famed for every tie 
By which our thoughts are bound, 

liOve, truth, and friendship socially 
Join all our hearts and hands around. 

Hail, mysterious, &c 

Our actions still by virtue blessed. 

And to our precepts ever true ; 
The world, admiring, shall request 

To learn, and our bright paths pursue. 

Hail, mysterious, &c. 



UNFORTUNATE MISS BAILEY. 

(G. Colman.) 

A CAPTAIN bold, in Halifax, that dwelt in counti^ 

quarters. 
Seduced a maid, who hanged herself, one mom- 

ing, in her garters ; 
His wicked conscience smited him; he lost his 

stomach daily. 
He took to drinking ratafia, and thought upon 
Miss Bailey. 
Oh, Miss Bailey ! unfortunate Miss Bailey ! 
He took to drinking ratafia, and thought upon 
Miss Bailey. 

One night betimes he went to rest, for he ha 

caught a fever. 
Says he, " I am a handsome man, but I'm a ga 

deceiver.'* 
His candle, just at twelve o'clock, began to bum 

quite palely ; 
A ghost stepped up to his bed-side, and said, 

" Behold Miss Bailev!" 

Oh, Miss Bailey ! &c. 

** Avannt, Miss Bailey!" then he cried, ** youi 

face looks white and mealy !" 
" Dear Captain Smith," the ghost replied, " you'vs 
led 



I 



used me ungenteelly ; 
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rhe Croim«r'« '^uett eoes hard with me, becanse 

I've acted fraillv. 
And Parson Biggs wo n't bury me, thotigh I am 

dead Miss Bailey." 

Oh, Miss Bailey! &g. 

*' Dear cocpse/* sajrs he, " since yon and I ac- 
counts must, once for all, close, 
I've got a one pound note in my regimental wnall- 

clothes, 
'Twill bribe the sexton for your grave." 
The ghost then vanished gaily, 
Cr}iu«, " Bless you, wicked Captain Smith! 
* Remember poor Miss Bailey.' 

Oh, Miss Bailey! &c. 



MY MIND IS MY KINGDOM. 

(T. Campbell.) 

My mind is my kingdom, hue if thou wilt deign 
A queen there to sway without measure. 

Then come o'er its wishes and homage to reign. 
And make it an empire of pleasure. 

Then of thoughts and emotion each mutinoos 
crowd 

That rebelled at stem reason and duty. 
Returning, shall yield all their loyalty proud 

To the halcyon dominion of beauty. 



PRETTY POLLY OF DEPTFORD. 
Air-" 3fegof Wappmg,"—(C, Dibdin.) 

*TWAS at Greenwich fair, I shall never forget, 

Whc w my messmates and I were all merry ; 
At the Shiu pretty Polly of Deptford I me% 

Whose cheeks were as red as a cherry ; 
Her eyes shot a fottr-potmder p*ump through my 
heart. 

And though love I had always ca.led folly, 
I spilt all my grog o'er a mossuiate so smart. 

While looking askew at Miss Polly. 

.Spoken.^ O, it was a sight to see — talk of 
beauty, a Jirst rate was a fool to her. I'd a mind 
to ask her to drink, as well as the other gemrnertt 
l>ut hIip had put me in such a Jiutteration, that, 
inslf ad of offering her the glass, I handed her my 
'bacro box, when she told me she never chawed 
pigtail. 

So I looked like a lubber, my meMmatet all 

laughed. 
While pardon I asked of Miss Polly. 

But yon know, British sailors for trifles don't stand. 

And Polly foreavo me so sweetly. 
That I a»k<>d, when the fiddler struck up, for her 
hand. 

For at dancing I can jig it foatly ; 
But uhile we were footing it, 'twas love, I suppose. 

Though she smiled, I was all melancholy. 
For right I went left, jibbed, and trod on her toes, 

.l/tMftf stajft, and came down with MisY PoUy. 

Sl'OKCN.] Here was a pretty go— we righted, 
hiiw«tnndever , and, savs I, ' I m all amaummeni, 
niu'au), at this here cayixmy^ but if you was me, 
and had been ruked fore amd aft with such a pair 
of ryes as I was, you'd have done the same; so 
I 'ho;^en no offence.' ' La, %\x* says she, * you're 
so ptirlite there's no bearing you ; but I don't mind 
if I doe* go down another dance with you.' 

So we c:.lkJ * Jack'i alioe,* and I footed away. 
And came in for a kiss of Miss PoUy. 

So my heart stiuck iu colours, but don'k go to 
think 

I struck only because she was pretty: 
I lonnd !vhe*d a heart thatcould part witn the chink, 

H hen distress came athwart her for pity. 



She was none of they vixens who Kratch out your 
eyes. 

Tip you faintings, and all that queer folly. 
Could work at her needle, makepuddinKs and piet. 

And wa'n't that a charming MiM Polly T 

Spoken.] I knocked wp the fiddler dancing with 
her, and hnodied down a lubber that affronted her, 
saw her home, bought her a gold necklace and 
ear-rings, a new gown for her old ancient grand- 
mother, and took her uncle out of Umbo for debt. 
' Ben,' says she, ' I don't know how to imprem 
my gratitude.'—' Why as to that, Misa Polly,' 
says I, ' you've won my heart, and as you are 
Captain of the ship, you've a right to command 
the Pur$er; and if you would but let me add a 
ring to the necklace and ear-fodUs, you'd make 
me the happiest man in the Umnanitjf, 

So she blushed her consent, and a lieente I 

bought. 
And next day I married Mim Polly, 



TOGETHER LET US RANGE THE FIELDS. 

(Dudley.) 
A DOET. 

Together let us range the fields, 

Impeari'd with morning dew ; 
Or view the fruits the vineyard yields. 

Or the apple's clust'rins bough. 
There in close embowered shades. 

Impervious to the noontide ray. 
By tinkling rills on rosy beds. 

Well love the sultry hours away. 

^^^^^^^^ 

ALL ODD FELLOWS IN TURN. 

(Barrett.) 

I'm odd in my manners, and odd is my sons. 
Which, like most odd matters, is not very long ; 
My purpose to prove, from the peer to the clod, 
That we all have a something that makes us look 
odd. 

Deny dow&, &c. 

Twere odd if a lawyer r^ki koneat should be. 
Or should ever refuse, sirs, to pocket a fee ; 
A cit flout at turtle, or Roticim at fame. 
Or a Moid laugh at scandal, when thrown on het 



Deny down, isc. 

Then, since we're all oddities, one with the other. 
As Odd fellowi, let us study to serve one another ; 
Yet in one thing As etem, and that, sirs, to Mng 
.Success to Old England, and God save the King. 

Derry down, Jbc 

SWEET JANETTE OF THE GREEN. 

(Cherry.) 

Not far fra' bonny Aberdeen 

There dwelt a lassie fair ; 
Wi' silver skin, and skv-blue een. 

And locks of yellow hair : 
Her form was like the upright fir. 

Like waving com her mien ; 
And love-sick ladii accosted her 

Sweet Janette of tiie Green! 

Young Sandy loved this bonny matdf 

Wnh a' his tender heart ; 
But Sandy was a soldier-blade. 

And fra' Janette must part ; 
She wept, she wailed, she greeted sair» 

Sa't tears dropt fra' her een ; 
'« f ne'er shall see my Sandy mair,* 

Cried JxofUM of the Green. 
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Now Sandy to tho wais wu gane* 

And Janette left to mourn ; 
With muckle ti^hii of grief wad pain 

She prayed his safe return. 
When blear-eyed Meg came to her cot, 

( A wretch of haggard mien !) 
'' Dear lass/' the oried, " 111 tpae thy lot. 

Sweet Janette of the Green. 

" Soon ihall thy Sandy be a ghaiat. 

Slain by the mnrd'ring swoid ; 
And thou, wi' a' gude fortune gnced. 

Shall wed a wealthy lord." 
Aroint thee, wutch !--ihou'8t driv'n me daft. 

Wild glares my burning een. 
And Madness strikes its rankled shaft 

Through Janette of the Green. 

But soon young Sandy comes again. 

Their hearts wi* joy rebound ; 
And Janette cla-ops her winsome swain, 

Wi' wealth ami honours crowned ! 
l*he wretch that spaed her Sandy slain 

Na mair believed has been ; 
And Sandy in the heart doth reign 

Of Janette of the Green. 



^^^^^*^^ 



HENRY AND LUCY. 
(Mrs. Opie.) 

Round youthful Henry's restless bed. 

His weeping friends and parenU pressed ; 
But she wno raised his languid head. 

He loved far more than all the rest. 
Fond mutual love their bosoms fired. 

And nearly dawned their bridal day, 
Wlien every hope at once expired. 

For Henry on his death-bed lay. 

The fatal truth the sufferer read 

In weeping Lucy's downcast eye ; 
" And must I, must I, then," he said, 

*' 'Ere thou art mine, my Imcy, die % 
No— deini to grant my last, last prayer, 

*Twould soothe thy lover's parting breath. 
Would 'st thou with me to church repair, 

'Ere yet I feel the stroke of Deatn! 

*' For, trust me, love, I shall my life 

With something like to joy resign. 
If I but once may call thee wife. 

And, dying, ctaim and hail thee mine." 
He ceasea, and Lucy checked the thought 

That he might at the altar die — 
Hie prayer with such true love was fraught. 

How could she such a prayer deny ? 

Thev reached the church, — her cheek was wan 

\^ith chilling fears of coming woe. 
But triumph, when the rites began. 

Lent Henry's cheek a flattering glow. 
The nuptial knot was scarcely tied. 

When Henry's eye strange lustre fircMi ; 
** She's mine! she's mine !" he falt'ring cried. 

And in that throb of joy expired. 



ENGLAND'S STOUT MAN OF WAR. 

Thodoh Greece all the artt once displayed on her 

coast. 
And Rome could her temples and palaces boast, 
Yet what was a trophy, or fine gilded car. 
To the castle of England, a stout man of war? 
Majestic in grandeur she soars o'er the tide. 
The dread of her foes, but of Britons the pride. 
In tltunder her vengeance is heard from afar. 
For the castle of England's a stout man oi war. 

Invaders may threaten, but bulwarks like theae 
Will guard Boioim' itUad, the Queen of the 8eM» 



While courage will strengthen the nerves of each 

tar. 
In the castle of England, a stout man of war; 
When the thunder of battle rolls over the wave. 
And mariners combat their country to save. 
Their conquest shall shine as the bright morning 

star. 
On the castles of England, the stout men of war. 

CHORDS. 

Their conquest shall shine as the bright morning 

star. 
On the castles of England, their brave men of 



war! 



MUTTON-CHOPS ; 

OR, DRIPPINO-PAM LOVERS. 

(G.Nicks.) 

A SOLDIER and a sailor once 
By Cupid were betrayed ; 
Both fell in love — oh, dire mischamce. 

With the same black-eyed maid. 
The sailor by a cannon-shot. 

Was of a leg bereft. 
And, from that time, it was his lot 
To have but one leg left. 
Tol lol de rol, de rol, del lol, dol lol, tol de re* 
Dol dol de rol, de rol, dol lol. 

'Twas Molly Cook their love possessed. 

For she was plnmp and young ; 
And then such nice roati heef she drest. 

With cKichetUt ham, and tongue. 
Oh, thou enchanting Molly Cook, 

Too lovely, charming fair. 
Who on thy bill of fare could look, \ 

And yet to love K)rbear ? i 

Tol lol de rol, &c 

One day the sailor he came there, 

Rigged out in clothes quite new ; 
His trousers of striped cotton were. 

His jacket old true blue. 
" Oh, charming Molly Cook," he cried, 

** My love," — then made a stop. — 
*' What would you have ?" Molly replied. 

Quoth he, " a nuUton-chop.** 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

Poor Molly, as you all will guess. 

Expected something more ; 
And, moping, went (how could she less ?) 

The larder to explore. 
Says she, " how will you have them drest, 

My hero of the navy V* 
Quoth he, " Dear Moll, I like 'em best 

Fried — and full of gravy." 

Tol lol de rol, &c. 

To cook 'em straight she did begin. 

And o'er the nuUton sighed ; 
When lo ! the soldier he marched in. 

Just as the cAopi were fried. 
Enraged — quoth ne, " I treason smell. 

Your precious limb 111 lop." 
" My eyes," says Jack, ** what lies you tell, 

" Vou only smell — a chop." 

Tol lol derol, &c. 

A smart engagement did ensue 

Between these men of war ; 
But nmttOH did the rage subdue 

Of soldier amd of tar. 
On Molly's chopt these warlike men 

Fell foul, like heroes bold \ 
What happened ebe before-^r them. 

Why — Molly never told. 

Tol lol de rol, &r. 
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THE HAPPY DAY. 
Air— •« U Premier Jom:"—{W. BaU.) 

Hymen ! oh, how sweet thy hoar»— 

The marriage-day ! 
Kindly smile the lav'ring powers 

The first bright day ; 
Love ! thrice-blest, celestial treasure ! 

Is ours that day : 
All— with regretittl pleasure. 

Recall that happ? day ! 

Tne happy, happy day ! 

See the husband, blest and blessing. 

The first tond day ; 
But the soft advance repressing 

The next dull dav ; 
Sad and cold as wmter weather. 

The same Umg day ! 
Ah ! couni it altogether, 

'Tis but one happy day ! 

One only happy day ! 



THE RAPTURES OP THE BOWL. 

Bacchus, Jove's delightful boy, 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy. 
Still exhilirates my soul 
With the raptures of the hnwl. 

Then with feathered feet I bound. 
Dancing in the festive round ; 
Then I feel, in sparkling wine. 
Transports delicate, divine. 

Then the sprightly music warms. 
Song delignts, and beauty charms ; 
Debonair, and light, and gay. 
Thus 1 dance the hours away. 



THE BIRTH-DAY OF ERIN. 

(W. H. Main.) 

When laughing young Erin, great Neptune's fair 
daughter. 
First raised her soft bosom the green waves 
above. 
Her lou^ yellow locks floating loose o'er the 
water. 
Her sparkling eyes full of lustre and love : 
Old Neptune, delighted. 
The Powers invited. 
To join in frstivity, frolic, and gay ; 
At Neptune's desire, 
Sol struck up his lyre. 
And Mors made his trumpet to ring through the 
place. 
And Pan piped away 
As they danced to the lay. 
While Jupiter thundered a great doable basa : 
All merrily kept tune. 
To jolly old Neptune. 
As he struck up a lilt for his daughter's birth- 
day ! 

tiav Cupid soon paid to the nymph his addresses. 

And Hymen consenting, with amorous joy. 
Pair Erin returning his trnder caresses, 
Prom their union proceeded a tight Irish boy ! 
And surely his daddy. 
To honour young Paddy, 
Invited the gods to a bit of a lunch : 

Mars, to ^race the young fellow. 
Endued him with valour. 
And Venus with beauty — ApoUo with 



And Pallas with wisdom. 
Had meant to assist him ; 
But Bacchus got drunk, and the goddi 
When asked for offence, he 
Declared, in defence, he 
Had ne'er before usted such sweet whiskey punch. 



upset 



O, THE ACCENTS OF LOYE. 
(E. C.Walker.) 

O, the accents of Love ! can they ever again 

Speak peace to this desolate soul ; 
When o'er my life's lord the deep floods of the 
main 

Now darkly and mournfully roll T • 

O, no ! let them search in my Algernon's grave. 
Would they learn where my heart is en- 
tombed ; 
Let them pierce to those chambers beneath the 
dark wave 
No sun-beam hath ever illumed. 

But let them not hope to revive it with sighs. 

Or reach it with accents of love ; 
'Twill m3ck their endeavours, for^ bufiad, it lies. 

With fathomless waun above. 



THE ELECTRICAL EXPERIMENTALIST. 



Air— <* Bow, 



>* 



— <E. J. B. Boa.) 



While philosophic mania rage. 

In science most amasing ; 
In Fame's neat book I claim a page. 

To keep the world still ^axing ; 
As theirs, an equal right is mine, 

Who're skilled in fjSXi effect trick. 
To show that I in saence shine 

A positive electric ! 

Spoken.] And in positive oontraventioii of all 
positive theories on electricity, I am positively at- 
tractive, both as an electric and magnetic body \ 
combining the positive double power in my own 
single substance ; aoce a y m w i . And, although I 
have never yet positively set the Thames on fire, I 
positively miena to do it ; all easy enough to me, 
as I can positively strike fire from a basm of eold 
water with a snap ot my fin^ ! I am an electrknl 

Ehenomenon and a magnetical prodigy ! so doni 
e alarmed if I negativtly set you in a blaae with 
the first, because I can positively quench it with 
the last, by attracting merry water from your eyes, 
enough to drown you m before I put you shI, roost- 
ed and boiled, and electrically well cooked ! But 
be tore I proceed farther with either electrics or 
non-electncs, let me entrett you. as I am a queer 
compound. — an electrical amalgamation of quia 
and quicksilver, — not to mistake a philosopher for 
an old clothes man ; for, suffer mr to add, it would 
be an insufferable degradation for an electrician to 
be taken for a barking tailor, because he barks hi« 
merits to the tune of a real scientific — 
Bow, wow, wow! 
While trying 
His electrifying 
Bow, wow, wow ! 

The grand electrical machine 

Aiul apparatus I am. 
That you, my cualedjan, I mean, 

A full battery to try am ; 
But when your sides, full charged^ are by 

Excitement, cracking after. 
The electrometer then I. 

To draw it off in laughter. 

Spoken.] I am in myself a complete magazine 
•f oUouk ran nnd fulminating oddity 4- a walim^ 



S\b 
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niachin<t of electrical comicality : my head is the 
cylinder, mv brain the rubber, and my tongue the 
conductor of the fire of electric fancy ; to, while at 
full work in experimental operation, don't be tur- 
prised if I should happen to explode all at once ! 
At any rate, I shall endeavour all I can to go off 
with a good loud report at last, like an electrical 
meteor or Congreve rocket, only with the differ- 
ence of having no hissing at mv tail ! Don't admire 
snakes at all ; and never could abide goose in my 
life, although a natural philosopher. JHowever, I 
shall be satisfied now with provmg myself an effec- 
tive experimentalist of the first order in the scien- 
tiiic— 

Bow, wow, wow! 
While trying 
An electrifying 

Bow, wow, wow! 

By positive electric FLASH, 

I>^gatively explicit. 
Or non-electric, 'tis your cash 

The learned would elicit ; 
Mfy flash electric tuhil eat 

But joke ; — fmiha in cause u ; 
For that ELECTRIC I hold best. 

Loud pontive APPLAOSE is! 

Spoken.] That is positive electricity, and — Oh ! 
it is omm$ in omnihtu to me ! no other hope or wish, 
pro mmUum htcri, of any thing but that. Few elec- 
tricians would be content wiui that though, by-the- 
bv; and there are plenty of electricians, too. 
Inere is your pickpocket, "he is an electrician of 
the £a%t practice '. His dinu are all positive elec- 
trics ; every thing he toncnes becomes electric, but 
are negative electrics if he miss them ; he gives 
the shock to many, yet never receives the snock 
himself, till Mr. Nab touches him ! The tailor is 
an electrician, who only knows of one positive 
electric, and that is cabbage ! The brewer's poe- 
electric is the chymist's poison-box : the gin-spin- 
ner's and the baker's electrics come from die same 
shop; and then we have doctors and butchers, 
parsons and pump-builders, barristers and block- 
makers, proctors and pigeon-fanciers, judges and 
Jew-jugglers, dukes and dancing-masters, prime 
ministers, pastry-cooks, fox-hunters, fishmongers, 
barons, blacking-makers, barrow-men, bishops, 
barbers, bell-hangers, bugle-blowers, bankers, and 
bmsh 'makers ; captains, costermongers, lords and 
lumbermen, with a long LINE of et ctBtertu, all of 
whom are electricians in their own way, having 
their electrics positive and negative, as best may 
suit their purposes, although they don't explode 
with the same eeUti in going off that 1 do, in a po- 
sitive electric body of experimental — 

Bow, wow, wow I 
In trying 
Last electrifying 

Bow, wow, wow! 



^^■*^^*^^ 



THE ROSE OF AFFECTION. 
(M. J. Sullivan.) 

The rose which you gave me at parting, my fair. 

Has withered and faded away. 
No longer its odours can perfume the air. 

All fragrance was gone in a day \ 
But the promise you gave me wiU never depart. 

Its mem'ry still lingers behind ; 
And even the life-pulse must cease in my heart. 

Ere its soft hues shall fade from my mind. 

The rose of affection shall dwell in my breast. 
And wanner its brisht tints shall glow; 

My solace it proves wnen by sorrow oppress'd, 
it blooms in the midst of m^ woe. 



Though perished and faded, the sweet flower yo 
gave. 

In my bosom its relics shall lie : 
This desolate form shall be sunk in the wave. 

Ere the rose of affection shall die. 



■»^^^^ ^^■^ 



THEN JOIN THE CRY, AND HAIL THE 

MORN. 

(Arnold.) 

I LOVE to rise at early mom. 

To hail the sun's first cheering ray ; 

I love to mark where whistling gay. 
While yet the dew-drop deck'd the thorn. 

To work the peasant plods his way. 

Rejoicing in the new-born day 

I love to see, with downcast eye. 
The ruddy milk-maid passing Dy ; 
But most I love to hear 
The jovial sportsman near. 
While in the woods around 
The cheerful notes resound : 
Then join the cry, and hail the mom. 
With hardy huntsman, hounds, and hom! 



THE ANCHORSMITHS. 

(Dibdin.) 

Like iGtna's dread volcano, see the ample forge. 
Large heaps upon large heaps of jetty fuel gorge, 
While, Salamander like, the ponderous anchor lies, 
Glutt^ with vivid fire, through all iu pores that 

flies. 
The dingy anchorsmiths to renovate their strength, 
Stretch'd out in death-like sleep, are snoring at 

their length. 
Waiting the master's signal, when the tackle's 

force 
Shall, like split rocks, the anchor from the fire 

divorce. 
While as old Vulcan's Cyclops did the anvil bang. 
In deaf'ning concert shall tiieir ponderous ham- 
mers clang. 
And into symmetry the mass incongruous beat. 
To save from adverse winds amd waves the gallant 
British fleet. 

Now, as more vivid and intense each splinter flies. 
The temper of the fire the skilful master tries ; 
And, as the dingy hue assumes a brilliant red. 
The heated anchor feeds that fire on which it fed. 
The huge sledge-hammers round in order they ar- 
range. 
And waking anchorsmiths await the look'd for 

change. 
Longing with all their force the ardent mass to 

smite. 
When issuing from the fire arrayed in daxzling 

white. 
And as old Vulcan's Cyclops did the anvil ban^. 
To make in concert rude their ponderous hammers 

clang. 
So the misshapen lump to symmetry they beat. 
To save from adverse winds and waves the gallant 
British fleet. 

The preparations thicken ; with forks the fire they 

goad, 
And now twelve anchorsmiths the heaving bellows 

load ; 
While arm'd from every danger, and in grim array. 
Anxious as howling demons waiting for their prey. 
The forge the anchor yields from out its fiery muw 
Which, on the mnvil proa* the cavern shouts hur- 
rah! 
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And now the scoich'd beholden want the power 

to gaze. 
Faint with its heat, and dazzled with iti powetful 

rays. 
\Vhile, as old Vulcan's Cyclops did the anvil bang, 
To fofEe Jove's thundeibolu, their ponderous 

hammers clan^ ; 
Andy till its fire's extinct, the monstrous mass they 

beat. 
To save from adverse winds and waves the gallant 

British fleet. 



ERE AROUND THE HUGE OAK. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Ere around the huge oak, that o'ershadows yon 
mill. 

The fond ivv had dar'd to entwine ; 
Ere the church was a ruin that nods on the hill. 

Or a rook built his nest on the pine. 

Could I trace back the time, of a far distant date. 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field : 

And the farm I now hold on your honours estate. 
Is the same which my grandfather till'd. 

He, dying, bequeath'd to his son a good name. 
Which, unsullied, descended to me ; 

For my child I've preserved it, unblemishM with 
shame. 
And it still from a spot shall go free. 



THE TAILOR OF LEICESTER-, 

OR, THE DEVIL AND THE COBBLER'S WIFE. 

A GLEE. 

Air—" DoiiMDiirdeit."- (Bryant.) 

A TAILOR he lived in Leicester town. 

And he courted a cobbler's wife ; 
The cobbler knocked the tailor down^ 
Which caused a temble strife ; 

There was, fight and scratch. 

And kick and tear. 
Oh ! there was upon my life ! 

There was rant and roar. 

And bawl and swear. 
About this cobbler's wife. 

Hie cobbler's wife was soon struck dead. 

She was buried too — and then 
To limbo went, and the devil, 'tis said^ 
He sent her back again ; 

For 'twas fight and scratch. 

And kick and tear ; 
Oh ! it was, upon my life ! 

It was rant and roar. 

And bawl and swear. 
With the devil and cobbler's wifis. 



LOVELY PEGGY. 

(Garrick.) 

Once more 111 tune the vocal shell. 
To hills and dales my passion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell. 

That bums for thee, my Peggy. 
You, greater bards, the lyre snould hit. 
For say, what subject is more fit. 
Than to record the sparkling wit 

And bloom of lovely Peggy T 

The sun first rising in the mom. 
That paints the dew-bespangled thom. 
Does not so much the day adorn, 

\8 does my lovely Peggy. 
And wh*n in Thetis' lap to rest, 
H' ^c^^is with gold the ruddy wMt» 
He's not so beauteous as, uadicat, 
ears my lovely Peggy. 



When Zephyr on the vilet blows. 
Or breathes upon the damask rose. 
It does not half the sweets disclose. 

As does my lovelv Peggy. 
I stole a kiss the other day. 
And, trust me, nought but tmth I say. 
The fragrance of the blooming May 

Was not so sweet as Peggy. 

Was she arrayed in rustic weed. 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed. 
And pipe upon the oaten reed. 

To please my lovely Peggy ; 
With her a cottage would ^ight ; 
All's happy when she's in my sight. 
But when she's gone, 'tis endless night ; 

All's dark wiuiout my P^gy. 

While bees froir flow'r to flow'r still rove. 
And linnets warble through the grove. 
Or stately swans the water love. 

So long shall I love Peggy. 
And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall strike the bow that nves my heart. 
My words shall be when I depart. 

Adieu, my lovely Peggy. 



OH! PRITHEE, COME, MY SOLDIER BOY. 

(Dimond ) 

Oh ! come away, my soldier boy. 
From war to peace incline thee ; 
Thy laurel Time shall ne'er destroy. 
But love with roses twine thee. 
Come, come, away. 
Love chides thy stay, 
O, prithee, come, my soldier ! 

Let fife and drum preserve their place. 
While softer sounds delight thee ; 

The fiddle shall our weddins grace. 
Bat horns shall never fright thee. 

Come, come away, fte 



^^0^^^0* 



DEEPLY STILL, WITHOUT A MOTION. 

Deeply still, without a motion. 

Lies the bosom of the deep ; 
While each breese that roams the ocean. 

On its surface seems to sleep. 
Scarcely sweUs a single wave. 
All is silent as the grave. 
But Heaven grows brighter. 
The clouds part asunder. 
Loud murmurs the sea breeae 

That slumbered before ; 
The ship spreads her pinioos. 

The billows break tinder 
Her prow as she passes ; 
But, lo! 'tis the shore. 



MY KATHLEEN DEAR. 

The morning was fine, and the month was Joly, 
The sun in the east it illumined the sky. 

When I first met my Kathleen, 
My dear little Kathleen — my Kathleen dear. 

She milked a dun cow, which ne'er offered to stir 
Though wicked she was, she was gentle to her. 

So sweet was my Katl&leen, 
My dear little Kathleen— my Kathleen dear. 

She sung a new ballad , and when her voice thrilleiL 
You'd swear the whole garden with mnaic was fiUe<t 

So sweet sung my Kathleen, 
My dear little Kathleen — my Kathleen dear. 



SIR 
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As the sat at tlie door one fine afternoon. 
To hear the cuckoo and to look at the moon. 

Oh ! chilled was my Kathleen, 
My dear little Kathleen— my Kathleen dear. 

She caught a sad cold which fell on her chest. 
And Kitty is now (though Tm not) at rest. 

For I weep for mv Kathleen, 
My dear little Kathleen— my Kathleen dear. 

The bird of all birds that I love the best 

Is the robin that in the church-yard bnildsit's nest, 

For it seems to watch Kathleen, hops lightly on 

Kathleen, 
My dear little Kathleen — ^my Kathleen dear. 



3T4ND TO YOUR GUNS, MY HEARTS OF 

OAK. 

Stand to your guns, mv hearts of oak. 
Let not a word on board be spoke. 
Victory soon will crown the joke ; 

Be silent, and be ready. 
Ram home your guns, and sponge them well. 
Let us be sure the balls will tell. 
The cannons' roar shall sound their knell ; 

Be steady, boys, be steady. 

No yet, nor yet— reserve your fire, 

I do desire : Fire! 

Now the elements do rattle. 

The Kods, amaaed, behold the battle, 

A Broadside, my boys! 
See the blood in purple tide 
Trickle down her battered side ; 
Winged with fate the bullets fly ;— 
Conquer, bo]^s, or bravely dia. 
Hurl destruction on vour K>efu 

She sinks — huzia : 
To the bottom down she goes. 



TOM TACKTIGHT. 

Air-" fTi// P«il<sf."— (Gregory.) 

Tom Tacktight was a tailor, O ! 
He was so void of wit, you know. 
That he went courting to a crow, 

Ri tiddle lol, poor Tacktight ! 

He was quite simple, like his tool*. 
Nor could not keep within due rviiu. 
But must needs wed, like other fools, 

Ri tiddle lol, &c. 

He'd given an tncA and got a heU: 
She was powerful, young, and well ; 
He knew^ beUer than I can tell, 

Ri tiddle lol, &c 

She was as Aol as fire could be. 
And that she soon let Tacktight see. 
For his clothes 'bout him hung quite free, 

Ri Uddle lol, &c. 

He repented the day that made 'em one. 
As much, perhaps, as any man : 
He pity deserves, but envy none, 

Ri Uddle lol, &c. 

She made poor Tom work day and mgki ; 
If he refused she'd show her might. 
And black his peepers in fair fight, 

Ri Uddle lol, &c. 

Mhe master, ^-et she'd not heryStt, 
She made Tom tag aftainst his wiU, 
But soon TackUght was taken ill, 

Ra Uddle Id, &e. 



He was so bad. he took to's bed. 
To conclude, HI tell ye he is dead. 
And she's got her match to her bed, 

Ri Uddle lol, &f 

GREGORY RED TAIL. 

Oh ! Gregory Red Tail is my name. 

You've heard it, sirs, before ; 
And, if you'll listen to me again, 

I'll tell you a great deal more; 
I married a maid from Billingsgate, 

I thought her charms divine. 
But Kfiatjiih, soon, she made of her mate. 

Oh T she's a dab at the oytter-Une, 

Oh ! the oyster, the oyster. 
She's a dab at the oyster line. 

She dipped her gitU in mormmg fmrl. 

Ales ! I had no control ; 
And, if I only spoke one word. 

She threatened to mill my jowl, 
Alas ! a terrible life I led 

With this buUocking rib of mine. 
And I cursed the day that I was wed. 

Or got into the oyster-line. 

Oh ! the oyster, tec. 

The very first week that we were wed. 

The truth I must declare, 
I found Sam Dab with her in bed. 

My eyes how it made me stare. 
I thawed himjightf but he played $o rough. 

These peeper$ he closed of mine, 
Uepommelled my scottce, and he gave me enough. 

To be sick of the oyster line. 

Oh ! the oyster, &c. 

But 111 be quits with this Jezebel yet. 

There's sweet PoUg Plaice and I, 
We'll play her a game will make her ftvt. 

But for damages I wo'n'i t^f. 
If I go to the lawyers, I know very well. 

They'll spin me watily fine, 
They'l swallow the (Mster and Up me the shell. 

For they're all in the oyster-line. 

Oh I the oyster, &c. 



FAITHFUL POLL. 

(Dibdin.) 

WoULD'st thou know, my lad, why every tar 
Finds with his lass such cheer, 

Tis all because he nobly goes. 

And braves each boisterous gale that blows. 
To fetch from climates near and far 

Her messes and her gear. 
For this, around the world Jack sails. 

While love his bosom warms ; 
For this, when safe and sound come back, 

Poll takes him to her arms. 

Ere Poll can make the kettle boil 
For breakfast, out at sea 

Two voyages long her Jack must sail. 

Encountering many a boisterous gale , 
For the sugar to some western isle. 

To China for the tea. 
To please her taste, thus faithful Jack 

Braves dangers and alarms. 
While, gratetul, safe and sound come back. 

Poll takes him to her arms. 

Morocco shoes her Jack provides. 
To see her lightly tread ; 
Her petticoat, of orient hue. 
And snow-white gown in India grew ; 
Her bosom Barcelona hides, 
Leghorn adorns her head. 
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ThtM ronnd the world tails faitkfiil Jack, 
To deck hia fair one's charms. 

Thus, grateful, safe and sound come hack. 
Poll takes him to her arms. 



THE LITTLE WHITE COT; 

OR, ANNIE THE PRIDE OP THEM A*. 

(Upton.) 

Though Scotia may boast of its maids fair and 

free, 
O. the lassie that lives in the cotta^ for me ; 
In a little white cot by the Tay's winding stream. 
Where the son shows her image in each golden 

beam. 
O, yes, and no fairer the swahis erer saw. 
Than Annie, the fairest, and pride of them a'. 

Though Scotia may sing of its castles and lairds. 
Of its beauties ana chieftains, in songs of its bards. 
No minstrel fc'er ^et found the theme of his lays 
So pleasing as Annie, the gem of my praise ! 
O, yes, and the laddies proclaim it afar — 
'TIS Annie, the fairest, and pride of them a' ! 

And, Scotia, thy bells shaP melodiously play 
When I and my charmer to kirk gang away ; 
O, yes, and her brows with sweet roses IMl twine. 
When Annie, the Maid of the Cottage, is mine ; 
While each lad and lassie shall envy us twa. 
Dear Annie, the fairett, and pride of them a'. 



ONCE REASON, THEY SAY, A LADY 

LOVED. 

(Beaaley.) 

Once Reason, they say, a lady lored. 

And tried every means to get her. 
But Reason — alas ! he very soon proved 

That the lady loved somebody better. 
For,, whenever poor Reason would knock it the 
door. 

Intending with wisdom to court her ; 
" Not at home," was the answer for ever in store. 

From Cupid, her ladyship's porter : 
For woman and Reason can seldom agree. 

So Cupid refused his petition ; 
My mistress would turn me away, sir, said he. 

If Reason once gained an admission. 

The lady grew older, but Cupid did not ; 

He's as young and as fresh as the morning ; 
So Reason contrived, with a sober thought. 

To make the poor dame give him warning : 
Hut Cupid, not wishing his post to resign, 

Gfutly tapped in his turn at the door, sir ; 
*' Not At home, sir;'* quoth Reason, " the lady 
is mine ;*' 

So Cupid was heard of no more, sir ; 
Quoth Reason, delighted, " the lady is won, 

** My empire, I see, is becinninK." 
But, alas ! he soon found that, when Cupid was 
Kone, 

The lady was scarce worth the winning. 



COME, HOPE, AND CHEAT ME ONCE 

AGAIN ! 

(Cumberland.) 

Come, Hope, thou little cheating sprite. 
And let us set the quarrrl right; 
Come thou to me. 
Or I to thee ; 

No matter, so we both agree. 
You told me Phillis would ba tnae ; 
I trusted her— I trusted 700 ; 



She proved a jade^ 
I was betrayed. 
And this was one false trick you played. 

You promised me to launch a dait 
At Parthenissa's stubborn heart ; 

You swore 'twould hit. 

The deuce a bit ; 
It missed, you told--a second tit. 

You said, base imp, that I should find 
Belinda best of human kind ; 
The knot was tied. 
She was my bride. 
She was my plague — again you lied. 

A thousand times you vowed and swore. 
And fibbed and flattered o'er and o'er, 
Thoueh all was vain. 
It lulled my pain ; 
Come, then, and cheat me once again. 



ALL IN THE MONTH OF AUGUST. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

Obadiah Snags he was buried, and for why T 

It happened on the first of August ; 
He never would have iuffered it, but that he 
chanced to die 
A week before the first of August ; 
I lived with him, as usher, when he Uught school 

nieht and day. 
And, when the pretty little boys their jMSons 

couldn't say. 
This cruel-hearted monster gave 'em lasve to fr> 
and play. 
All in the month of August. ^ 

Except a dozen duck-legged ladies, evciy body 
owns. 
In May or June, Jul^ or Angnst, 
There never was a nicer girl than little Jenny 
Jtmes, 
Bright and comely as the mooa in Aunst. 
She kept Obadiah's house, which I bought in days 
of bliM, 
And thought I'd hire the maid, whom nobody 
thought amiss ; 
Gave her wages, tea and sugar, vetb, and, now 
and then — but this 
Was not upon the first of August. 

They laid a little foundling in a great 'squire's 
bed. 
This happened on the first of August ; 
Being preuy, it was very like both Jane and me, 
\was said. 
All in the month of August ; 
And the dosen duck-legged ladies, mi^ty glad to 

find a flaw. 
Because poor Jenny disappeared, they laid it 

down as law 
That she and I, no matter how, had made a 
fox's pow. 
All in the month of August. 

The Squire would not listen to a word I had to 
say. 
All in the month of Ausnst, 
And neiffhboors came and took my little scholars 
all away. 
This was in the month of August. 
My wife had died, and each one cried 'twas my 

fault, grrat and small. 
So I shut up my school, and murh I gnere my 

sorrows to recall, 
IxMt tv'rs boy I'd got through one I never had a* 
all; 
And so much for the month of AugoM. 
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YE PRETTY WANTONS, WARBLE. 



[From Hey wood '• " Favre Maid of the Exchange, 

1615.] 

Ye little birds, that sit and sing. 

Amidst the shady vailies. 
And see how Phillis sweetly walks. 

Within her garden alleys ; 
Qo, pretty biids, about her bower. 
Sing, pretty birds, she may not lower. 
Ah me ! methinks I see her frown. 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Go tell her, through your chirping bills. 

As you by me are bidden. 
To her is only known my love. 

Which from the world is hidden. 
Go, pretty birds, amd tell her so. 
See that your notes strain not too low^ 
For still, methinks, 1 see her frown. 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Go, tune your voices' harmony. 

And sing I am her lover ; 
Strain load and sweet, that every note 

With sweet content may move her ; 
And she that has the sweetest Toice, 
Tell her I will not change my choice ; 
Yet still, methinks, 1 see her frown. 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Oh fly, make haste, see, see, she falls 

Into a pretty slumber ; 
Sing round about her rosy bed, 

li&at, wakii^, she may wonder. 
Say to her 'tis her lover true. 
That sendcth love by you and you, 
And when you hear her kind reply. 

Return with pleasant warbiings. 



^»« *0*^* 



THE PRIEST OF THE PARISH. 

(Cherry.) 

The priest of the parish must lead a rare happy 
life. 
When his parishioners, all full of gntce. 
Each boy with his girl, each man with his happy 
wife. 
Hearts fidl of joy, and smiles in each face. 
The pipers play sweetly, the dancers so frisky are. 

The priest of the parish he lilu up a song ; 
Girls ripe for kisses, the boys ripe for whisky are. 
Jug, jig, and jollity, all the night loi^. 

With a whack, &c. 

It' Pat squeeze the hand of Shelah O'Dogherty, 

Dcrmot he looks with a frown on his face. 
Tips the wink, with his finger, to Murtoch O 'Fla- 
herty, 
Who trips up Pat's heels, and stands right in 
his place, 
la a bit of a frolick, each boy gets a thump or so. 
The girls never mind who*s right or who's 
wrong, 
A crack ou the back is of love but a thump or so, 
And the ev'ning concludes juHi a« I do my song. 

With a whuck, &c. 



LOVELY WOMAN* CHARMFNG WOMAN. 

(H. B. Code.) 

When to lovely woman's power 

Man submits his raptured soul. 
Then he culls life's sweetest flower. 

And his hours in pleasures roll. 
Nor shall meaner ties invading 

Tempt deluded man to stray. 
Bliss alone, when love pervading, 

Bends him to dear woman's sway. 
Lovely woman! 
Charming woman ! 
The best and dearest gift of life. 

Earth contains no other treasure 

That the truly wise should prize. 
Life, no sweeter, dearer pleasure 

Than when love beams from her eyes 
He alone to heaven aspiring. 

E'er can hope its joys to know. 
Who, no other heaven desiring. 

Worships woman here below. 

Lovely woman! &c* 



HALLOWED 



LIGHTLY TREAD, 'TIS 
GROUND. 

A GLEE. 

IjIOHTLY tread, 'tis hallow«>d ground^ 
Hark ! above, below, around. 
Fairy bands their vigils keep. 
Whilst frail mortals sink to sleep ; 
And the moon, with feeble rays. 
Gilds the brook that bubbling plajt. 
As in murmurs so>t it flows, 
Mvsic mett for loren' woea. 



PALE FACES, STAND BY. 

Pale faces, stand by. 

And our bright ones adore; 

We look like our wine. 
You worse than our score. 

Come, light up your pimplea. 

All art we outshine ^ 
When the rosy god paints. 

Each streak is divine. 

Clean glasses are pencils. 

Old claret is oil ; 
He that sits for this picture. 

Must sit a good while. 



HOPE TOLD A FLATTERING TALIL 

Hope told a flattering ule. 
That Joy would soon return ; 

Ah, nought my sighs avail. 
For Love is doomed to mourn. 

Ah, Where's the flatterer gone ! 

From me for ever flown ; 
The happv dream of love is o'er. 

Life, afas ! can charm no more. 



THE WARRIOR'S FAREWELL. 

Air—*' So fades the /Jow."— (Miss Bryant.) 

AdikU, sweet maid, this trembling heart 
At one sad echo seems to start. 
It is that thou and I must part. 

Farewell, my love. 

Ah ! hide that soft and glist'ning tear. 
For should another now appear, 
"r would make me ever linger here * 

Farewell, my love* 

Glory bids me haste away. 

Honour calls, I must obey. 

Yet Thought to thee must fondly stray 

Farewell, my love 

Weep on! ah, when I'm absent mourn; 
But, on the wings of Rapture borne. 
Hoard all thy smiles for my return. 

Farewell, my ove. 

But think not, sweet, though doomed to go, 

1 wish thy days to pass in woe \ 

Say, could you smile ? — that tear says no. 

Farewell, m) ov«u 




THE qUKBK UTTLB VAN. 

«i>d bt nlliod like ■ rnb lell and njihl. 

Ilr u« •cunnhiDB Ckll, um u wliiUi u ■ (licit j 

H" itHMk ■Dd hf ibinrMl. 

Hit u*Ui ctiMUTcd ud Ilpi ijnlrnvd i 
Aad*iih(nr, « •rcll u luOdliBS. Ix •Wtcnrd t 

^ni* i|UHr Uulc mu, whe'd ■ bine wsy la ga. 

rvr llitl* nwa ih"n h* hU nubi* kaao, 
Eri|bt jiHi'd nppoH hfir d»d i 
']|BduaBilh>l«dicit ita'pnupprd thuciM*, 
' And bid two wnmT-*y™ iu lU hMd I 
""■ ■ *«!} deuMii* voiu Hid, inmvujdnu 



4 r|iuw iiulii nut ■ho'i ■ lan[ *•} U fa.' 
rhixiiiBtrlitllcmtn. h* <>1I «u ■« » HUl, 

A fml »)ila(liiii hrtld ti', 
AndjiuiM4 up ID ■ ctafi— lor t trmeli 

8ei bin HtMriPi j""i Hi' ■ purhod pea. 
Prom umuid Ihe jjoblin't hra" ' — 

And III* (rvkrr du* 'ikbI IbIi him (prsnliDf in 
thr mlfc. 
!><>nw witp ("IBM ■ wbufcri) 

Curfil, ihmuih (tut, nl »ll hli lad>lliiic,«»nplrta]}. 



L'NIVKItSAJ. tlONOSTl^Ki 01 
rUK tlKLlGHTS OF A CHKlSTIiNlNO. 

(Oihdm.) 

tiviTjkvug Frederick KichihD'i youns Nc 

The •poiiKn have pmmiud l)»t «hilc hi 

They1l'^^«h aim the dfvLl and hii worki 



&][; 



with hi> 



y gill. ; 



■ibie cmtuK ia my life.— Why, t«, I think he'll 
nitke » very gocHi fnauh foroiy Oeorgiuii CKroliuft 
Helen* Viniii* Grldrlina CaauDpoliu Hi[i> 

tity'^^ehildnDTou'm^r ^■>H--G<»)> Vi^^ 
and HoltentDt.— Whil'i ihal more of 'em!— No, 
no. arighbour, (hal'i my wife'a naly daughter — 
Whal \ wilh all that atiing? vhy, if I >a> a girl. 
and people vere lo cD through luch a catalogue 
irilhm'^, I with I tuiydie.if I ahooldn't think 
ilie* were calling me nunn. Liddle, liddle. lid- 
die, liddla^ Oh. the dear little cnaiure; Oh, I 
wiali I wal naiiied, and bad tmcb > ivnt little 

8a at it go the clacki, not ■ little beard tbat'a 

•poke, 
And he a the greatcM vit that caa crack the lond- 

Alt talking *way, and nobody liitenioc, 

Whn'i IS merry and to cbeny aa people at a chiia- 

teningT 

Ibnmg, 
Hiai callt a cotillion her Ma a'—wij ; 
1q a jip. Madam Lump waata her limba to reveal 

Widow Hobble a minaet ben ahe may valk. 
Thai they glide, and they hop, and diey akip, and 

Till iileore, UiFre! lileoce, Ihey twenty timei 
And a rauolry-duKe qnickly recoaeilnall. 

Spoken.] Stay, itay, atay ; before the dance 
bejcini, I moie ihat all the geaiUnen aalnte the 
ladiea.- Lad I now, what a parcel of i»DaeiH< 
how can yon be »o ilupid t I beg yon wo'n'tcome 



away! 
Nut to £ddlci. 



It Tonibuineaa ; I didn't 
■'ffnmted.—Lad : Miaa, 
ipiih I the Capuin only 



hey jump, and tl 



Now Iha f 
I'luaUia 



1 tb* hasdkeitluela ■ 



ISKfM rlF MIKTH. SZ1 

hanihom aiwl water; — I'm fautu^, I 

So thry itive ner the biandv Well, bow an you 

'm prodiiEioiLily bt-tter i— you are a good ionl. 
I'aili it du>n w.th aame negui.- Well, give nw 

And dDur the gay danre lo the tupprr given plaec^ 
T'L- --—--■(£,. iji,.^ leati, and the panoo aiy 



IK EN.] I move that every gentleman iit« neat 
inner— Come, Miaa Clack, what ahalt I 
rou loT-Shall I add a little to your abun- 
?— Now, you think I have a great deal of 
„ (.-Oh. no, my love, Iroeantbraini.-Mi« 
Jajey, the Doctor dnnlit yonr health. — Loni ! hoT 
could you do ao, pulling me by the aleeve, I hanJ 
thrown the muHtard into the geneberry Larl.— 
Thank you, Dnetor.- Pray, air, u there any piih- 

andiluff: eiehleen thoaaand men killed! for my 

Well, tbeae are excellenl po^.— Ob, aii, the 
newapapefi are full of tbem.^Upon my word, 
ma'am, vou make capital poach.- 1 propoae a 
loaat.- Here'a the >;>ung Cbiiuian'a health, and 



of cuuae. — And bow, Ditctor Dnnrher'* 
health nod eong.— Illgive you, gentlemen. Death 
and the Lady.— And thna tfae aong, and tb* glsta, 
and ihe.ieatgo mad,— 

Tillin— OidCan, begwu— Heana of Oak— Dm; 
AfkdiTLove'a a Sweet Paition, their cant iluj all 

Singing, bellowing, and laoghing, and aobodjp 
liiteniog, 
eo merry and *o cbeny ai people ai a ehrb- 



(C. E. Walker.) 
Th e bolt ha* bant ' the cloud that hnag 

So long in air loapended 
Bath now abnad ita terron ftaiig, 

Uath now, in fiery itorm, i 



Can haate or alay Death'a certain how. 
lo more lei Alia nrrve my band. 

And be out bailie word, 
Irtiruciion lo yon impioui band.— 

To ihield Amanda tbroogh the doubtful atrita 
tiibt onward, dauntleaa, then III bear. 
But, ahoold the tall,— fanwell at once (0 lite ! 



O, LET ME HUSH THV TENDEB FBAK8. 

(LadyHorgu.) 
O. LET me huib thy tender Eeati 

That prophecy oni love'a decay. 
And ktta away Ihoae atealing Icara 

Tbai all my timid doubt* bemy ; 
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For tliourh the wing of each fleet hour 
Shoald bnuh some honey charm away. 

Yet fear not, love, to lose thy power, — 
The soul that won can ne'er decay. 

Still glowing on thv cheeks III find 
The lingering blush of passion's dye, 

And beaming from th^ kindly mind 
A ray still brightenmg in tnine eye 



WOMEN AND WINE; 

OR, SMACK AND KISS IN CIIOROS. 

Let sons of Slaughter try their skill 

In hunting fox or hare ; 
Well join the chase, but tcom to kill. 
Unless it's to kill Care. 

So a chase shall haily gaily be. 
Women and wine betore us ; 
Well hunt the bottle merrily. 
Smack and kiss in chorus- 
Smack and kiss, &c. 

Great Alexander's fnry hnrled, 

In hunting he'd not halt ; 
For, after hunting all the world, 

He found himself in fault. 

So a chase shall haily, &c. 

Grave undertakers join the chase. 
We halt for loss of breath •, 
or, when we've run our earthly race. 
We come in at the death. 

So a chase shall haily, &c. 

Tl.e parsons are our hunting men. 

Which no one can deny ; 
They hunt for goslings, one in ten. 

And pigs tithe in their sty. 

So a chase shall haily, &c. 

High fill vour glasses, fill apace. 

Well drink away to Fame ; 
Liquor and love shall be our chase, — 

Women and wine our game. 

So a chase shall haily, &c. 



THE CHAPTER OF POCKETS. 

(G. Colroan.) 

Oh! long life to the girls who revive, without 

pother. 
The modes of our darling original mother, 
For Eve was straight as the sticks of sky-rockets, 
\nd first set the fanhion of wearing no pockets ; 
Then, ladies, go cool, don't care a splinter 
! 'or easterly wmds, or a hard frosty winter. 
With petticoat loose, genteelly and clever, 
^o flannel be d— d, and the ague for ever. 

Mrs. Eve, who witli panniers her sides wou'dn't 

saddle, 
Vever thought of a pocket to hold in her daddle ; 
Hy my soul, the invention's quite handy and sen- 

sible, 
^o bleat ev'ry lady's dear sweet tndigpenrible. 

Then, ladies, go cool, &c. 

i*rom Cork Paddy came, and the English defined 

him ; 
\n wearing his coat neatly buttoned behind him ; 
'it for tat, English girls, the Pats all adore ye, 
Then pray visit Cork, with your pockets before ye. 

Then, ladies, go cool, &c. 

For one of our boroughs not free from infection, 
'•hould a lady set up at the gen'ral election ; 
'•^'ith pocke*. in hand, and the mapustet in it, 
i*h, sne'd oe at the head of the vote in a minute. 

."lieu, ladies, go cool, &c. 



The great Tristram Shandy, and no one was 

apter. 
Once threatened on pockets to write a big chapter : 
My chapter on pockets I give harum wxirvm ; 
So bless the dear creatures, however they wear 

them. 
Then, ladies, go cool, don't care a splinter. 
For man must adore ye, both summer and win- 

ter! 
Sweet are your smiles in all changes of weather. 
So bless all your faces and pockets together. 



•**^**^* 



FILL ME A BOWL,— A BRIMMER FILL. 
(W. H. Ireland.) 

I LOVED a maid, she proved unkind. 
And laughed my vows to scorn ; 

My plaints I wafted to the wind. 
With grief my heart was torn. 

But, as the brim-full cup I seized. 

Love spread his pinions wide ; 
I Qiiafll^d, and felt my bosom eased, — 
jTwas Bacchus at my side. 

No more the willow spray 111 twine. 

Farewell, deceitful lair! 
Weave me a chaplet of the vine ; 

A vaunt, corroding Care ! 

Fill me a bowl, — a brimmer fill ! 

'Tis thus I drown Love's smart ; 
No wound but sparkling wine will kill. 

Though rankling in Uie heart. 



EVERY MAN HIS OWN PILOT. 

(Dibdin.) 

I WAS saying to Jack, as we talked t'other day 

About lubbers and snivelling elves. 
That if people in life did not steer the right way. 

They had nothing to thank but themselves. 
Now when a man's caught by those mermaids th« 
giris. 
With their flattering, palaver, and smiles. 
He runs, while he's listening to their falderals. 

Bump ashore on the Scilly Isles. 
I'hus in steering in life, as in steering with as. 

To one course in your conduct resort. 
In foul winds leaving luff, and no near, keep hei 
thus. 

In honour's line ready. 
When lair, keep her steady. 
And neither to starboard incline nor to port. 

If he's true in his dealings, life's wind to defy. 

And the helm has a trim and right scope. 
Not luffing, but keeping the ship full and by. 

He may weather the Cape of Good Hope. 
But if he steers large, in temptation's high tea. 

And to pleasure gives too much head way ; 
Hard-a-port goes the helm, the ship's brought by 
the lee. 

And she founders in Botany Bay. 

Thus in steering in life, &c. 

In wedlock, so many wrong courses are made. 

They part convoy so oit and so fast. 
Till so fond they are grown of that same gainea 
trade. 
Cape Farewell is their anchorage at last. 
Some mm, I must own. to be dubbed may be 
bom. 
But tliis for the wives I will say. 
They seldom or ever bear down tor Cape Hem, 
Till die husbands have shown ihem the «ay. 
Thus in steering ia lilia, 4n 
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A: to mQ>innii4 vpiriu that thnmgh the wurlil inil. 

It wo had Vin u-hoaril. Jack, with we, 
I'hi'y bhoiilii make no^maii'i land, aud ftkulk tliruii^ri 
IuM>rr'» hole. 
And at last he laid in the Red Sea. 
lint fine hon<'»t fellows, to honour %o dear. 

Shall, in this world, he hy nothinit p« rph-xed. 
Of Fal*e Bav gel to windward, hring up in Cajw 
rh-ar,' 
And bespeak ■ snug birth in the next. 

Thus in steering Uirough life, &c. 

LOVE IN MY BOSOM LIKE A BBL 
(T. Lodge, 1614.) 

L<JVE in my bosom like a bee 

Doth !>uck his sweet ; 
Now with his winics he plays with mc. 

Now with his tVet. 

Within mine eyes he makes his nest. 
His iM-d auiid I'liy tender breatt \ 
My kisM-s are his daily feast, 
Aud yet he robs me of my rest. 

Strike I my lal<:— he tuni • the string!. 
He m!>ic plays, it I so sin.' \ 
He lendn me every living tLiru, 
Yet, cnirl. he my heart dut.'i >tin^. 

\lliat if I (feat thi* wanton boy. 

With many a rod. 
He will repay me with annoy. 

Because a %*A. 

Then sit thou safely on my knee. 
And h't thy bower my bowm be ; 
O, Cupid. *o ihou pjty me, 
1 will not wish to part from thee. 
******** 

WE SHALL YET BE BLEST AND FREE. 
(C.E.Walker.) 

Not more sweet the water eu^hiaf 

In the thir*ty pilgrim's e^r ; 
Not nion* dear thf da\-lM-aiii Mushing 

On the ui);hted travelh-r's fnr, 
Thau the strain which whi<>p«-rs me. 
We shall yet be bh-st and irve'. 

Voire of hii|>e. thy fair\- number* 

Wake my trancfd snul a)cain' 
Glad I start from s»irn»w*s sluutben, 

Li**teniiij to thy macic strain. 
Haik! au:am it whi^p«T* me, 
Wc shall yet be blest and free. 
******** 

LET US ENJOY THE TOSSING OFF OUR 

GLASSES. 

(Captain Morris.) 
L» T us be cheerful while we can. 
Anil len,5lhen out the short-lived span. 

Enjoy intc every hour ; 
Thi* mi»i»n itself we si^e decay. 
Beauty's the worse for every day. 

And so's the sweetest flower. 

How oft. drar Tom, have we been told, 
Tliat you and I are b<ith grown old, 

liv'voung and wanton las»e* j 
Th«-ii Vmce our time is now so short. 
Let iiH enjoy tlie only s|H)rt, 
Ot tosiin'g otf our glasses. 
Fnim town, my lad, well move the 
And ste.il away to Richmond green. 

Then*, free from noiw and riot, 
Mary each morn *li'ill till us U-a, 
Spn'ad bread and butter, ami then w« 
Each uiicht get drunk in quiet. 



At dinner time wi*'!! iliink ^botit. 
No iiiaitrr mIii> it in or out, 

Till iftine or slrt-p o'eriaki* u«, 
E.u'h man may ninl, or nap, or wink. 
And when it is our turn to ilnnk. 

Our neii^hlMiurt «hall awake us. 

Then, hcre\ thi* Kint;, God ble«« liis gr'irr' 
Thou!i;h ni-ither you nor I have place. 

He's many a suge advis4-r. 
And yet no treason's sun' in this. 
Let who will take the pr.i\er amiss, 

Wv wish them all much wihit. 



**« »*« ' * 



THE TRIP TO RICHMOND BY WATER. 
Air—" Ckarley orrr tht Watrr:* 

The tide it will serve, and the weather is fine. 

And, as Sunday's a day we have leisure. 
If you'll think of a place to conveniently dine, 

W'e'U rnakt' up a ^jarty of pleasure. 
There's Kate and her counin, then-\ Rill and his 
wife. 
And then \\\r:T*^*% old fops and his daui;hler, 
H ilfa two or thn-e triends, liesidt'* you, my d'-ar 
lifH, 

lyffks* you'll all go to Richmond by wal^r. 

SpoKLS.] What, noUnly come yd ' this is jum 
the way I am sarvfd when I want 'o go a p|i-«> 
sirinz. W#-ll, I say, i« Mur/ins roinc y^l f Sn. 
No! why fjo' ? Hi4 wifi: wo'n'i ki hirn eofn»- tn 
20. Hire wo'r/t I*t7 ph'Ki! folly! ptieh 'em sli 
l/t the df-vil : damned noo'^ns^r! pct«ifoa( yoverri' 
ntent, and all tliat—l «0'ililn't sian<: it. What's 
That yon say, sir * No'hsn/, niy d'-ar. Ye«, ym 
did, sir; I heard y^i — a^jfi'it p'-Mw/ra*-;(ov»-ri»« 
men*.; \o*i ar^ n^it af.it*-r p*-''.i<oat-)r''vernnii!ii(, 
sir : — svjp 'ill I j^e*. yoi h'«ni«>. sir, fd pay yo'i fof 
*hi«. .M% f2»ar, I said ik'f'hirir, only ihat •^•■ty 
man o.arh.t to do what his « if* c^- lis him. Ui'| 
Mr. Slav.-, '\i*-t.tj^i^t, e^mi* • Vr», ■ r ; !•* ran'l 
crfc&e. N'i ■ *j.s r.v. ? Why, «i.', hts ^ht^dr^ft 
Kave all z'A *£••■ k^jp-iuz t, '.yh, \tA hii «if» w \\\ 
'.^1? zor.e, *di ^ ».e«n« v* «n*'«ke Km p**** s* ».».«■.•, 




'^ifiu \^^\ w*. r.a?* •**..• L«T '."f , *r^ ■•as 

T«i>« se- •'■ 

Lash 



^'^^y~^*»»J »•■ >.•- •.'.* faff... 7 • ■'•y ' Wi ^**/ tif, 
y Wil take a« « I r.^ ^ rjk/ v v r . W • . . th^ 



•««hl to U oUi|k4 V, ar. . w.* v, <a '.-.af^- fn mit 



don't 



7^ 



' •KJl % ..e:f. 7 Mi '. •^':^r '■-••■<• • 

1 ••! J-.r -. 'V..' Vr't^ 



k."^ 



w\ t w^ • « •»al 
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be a-Koing to? Goinf: to all part^, ma'am, tome 
up, •ume down. Sit up, or voull uytet the boat. 
Taie care, tor, if our lK)at should be upset, where 
ahoald we all go to ? Go, ma'am — nhy, tome up 
— some down. — 

Suie, there is nothing so pleasant in life. 
As a trip up to Richmond by water. 

Now, mind what you're at, and don't wriggle the 
boat. 

There's a nice little breeze sprung for sailing ; 
Should we happen to sink, friends, instead of to 
float. 

Our joy will be turned to bewailing : 
Now, none of your larking, she may spring a leak, 

Kate would have fell out, but I caught her ; 
All very well is a bit of a freak. 

But mind what you're at on the water. 

Spoken J La, papa, is that Richmond all that 
hng way ofl ? Yes, my dear, it will be longer be> 
fore we gel there. Mrs. Brisket, will you take a 
little drap of summat? No, thank'ee. sir, I'm 
not in the cue. 1 beg your pardon, ma'am, you 
are— this is all Kcw, aU along here. How very 
witty some folks are— a'n't they, ma'am? Yes, 
air, but I'm sorry to say you're not one on 'em. 
How prime it is to have one's hands in the water ! 
I hope, Mrs. Dewsdrop, my splashing don't in* 
commode you. No, sir, not in the least ; it did 
at first though, but I'm wet through now, so I 
don't mind it. My eye, if here 'ant a hole in the 
boat ! O la, is there,— where ? Here, where they 
pata up the sail. La, what's the use of hoggita- 
$mg one so! Now, here we are, close a-shore, 
what shall we do? Oh, let's go and ruralifv 
a bit — I'm for dining on a highkmd, I don t 
know where we shall go— I'm for the Hay- 
cock — my husband's for the Horns. Oh! blow 
the Horns! Mind, there, take care of your 
souU, tliick head, will you! Bless me, how hot 
the water is ! How do you know that, ma'am ? 
Why, I'm up to my knees in it, sir. Well, never 
mind, warm uater can't give you cold. Come, 
now, sit down in (he grass. How charming roman- 
tic this is — who would have thought of it f Why, 
I did, to be sure, or I shouldn't have brought the 
plates and dishes — you've torgot the spoons, bav'n't 
▼ou? How could I in the present company? 
There's a fat \mdy has brought two very fine hams. 
Sharp you are, sir ; you have brought your tongue 
with you, I pereeive. Yes, mem ; you never go 
any where without yours, I presume. Come, sit 
down ; where's the butter? O, gemini ! I put 
it into my coat-pocket, and forgot to take it out, 
and it's all melted! Never mind, I like meltrd 
butter. Where's the eggs ? Sarah, where did you 
lay them ? Bill pot them in his pocket, and Jack 
hit them with his stick, and smashed them all. 
How foolish ! Tou should never beat upegss in any 
body's pocket ! Where's the salt ? ThaPs in the 
water. Where's the pepper ? Gone after the salt. 

cry ! look at old Mumps — he has got his tmkeens 
cm, and he has been sitting down where the cows 
have been. How will you go home ? Why, by 
ateam. Aye, to be suro, and then you will have 
enjoyed all the five elements — earth, air, water, 
fire, and tteam. 

Sure, there is nothing, &c. 

Now, all up the side, we are sa e upon deck. 
They have taken, I hope, care to oil her. 

For thrre''' be a prolix tt>-do in the wreck 

If the steam-man shonld once burst the boiler ; 

1 aim- St now wish wc had |2one home by land. 
Which they say would have been much the 

shorter. 
But nor na.f fo romantic, could that have been 
plunne<l, 
As returning from liichnioiid by water. 



Spoken.] Well, T think we have spent a vert 
pleasant day. Ma'am, a day is never come tiU 
It's gone ; and, rrroember, you're on board a 
Steam-Packet. Don't frighten me, sir. Don't 
be alarmed, ma'am ; I don t say that any accident 
wrill occur, but for myself I never was on board 
one that sometliing unpleasant did not happen. 
It's very unpleasant for you to say so, sir. That 
safety-valve is in a very unsafe state. There is no 
danger from fire, I hope, sir? No, ma'am, be* 
cause if the boiler bursts it will piit out the fire. 
Yes, and put us out too, wo 'n't it ? Yes. O dear ! 
I wish they hadn't taken u» in. No, sir, people io 

general don't like to be taken in. Look there . 
less my stars ! did vou see that funny upset ! 
Fwmjf upset, sir! I think it was a very $eriou» up- 
set, sir. Any accident ? No ; only a lady showed 
her ancle. Was it a large funny ? No ; a very 
little funny. Come, go on with your steam-boat, 
will you ? Don't you say so much about steam, if 
you do they'll smoke you. No, they wo'n't — they 
may mmoke my hadty it they like — I sells it. What 
sort do you sell, sir ? Ax about. Oh ! ihort cut, 
I see. Don't be saucy, or I may chance to give 
YOU some returns. Perhaps your returns might be 
Uackguard. Perhaps it might, and perhaps I shall 
pull your nose. Perhaps you might, sir ; it will 
all lie in the way of business — a pinch of black' 
guard. You had better hold your tongue. I had 
better hold my nose — that seems in the greatest 
danger. Humph ! I say, Gubt>in«, how are you! 
— where did you dine to-day ? I didn't dine any 
where ; I have got the tooth-ache, and conldn t 
eat a bit. You came out for pleasure, didn't you ? 
Yes ; and I haven't been free from pain a moment 
all day. Well, I am sorry I came in a steam- 
boat ; the company are always so very low. Yes, 
mem, but if it were to blow up they would then 
be higher. Yes, sir, but that is a sort of elevation 
I do not wish them while I am in their company. 
Pray, sir, as you seem to know every thing, what 
is steam? Steam, ma'am — is — a sort— of — that is. 
Pho, says Pompous, steam is a — I'll tell you 
what steam is — steam, you see, is — there, that's 
the boiler — that's the valve — and steam, you see. 
pish ! — steam is nothing more than — o pail of water 
put m a perspiration. 

Sure, there is nothing, &c. 

SWIZZY. 

(Dibdin.) 

If, bold and brave, thou canst not bear 
Thyself from all thou lov'st to tear; 
If while winds war, and billows roll, 
A spark of fear invades thy soul ; 
If thou'rt appalled when cannons roar, 
I prithee, messmate, stay ashore. 

There, like a lubber, 

Wliine and blubber. 
Still for thy ease and saifety busy. 

Nor dare to come 

Whore honest Tom, 

And Ned and Nick, 

And Ben and Phil, 

And Jack and Dick, 

And Bob and Bill, 
All weathers sing and drink the awftty. 

If, shouldst thou lose a limb in fight. 
She who made up thy heart's delight. 
Poor recompense that thou art kind. 
Shall prove inconstant as the wind ; 
If such hard lortune thou'st deplore, 
I prithee, messmate, stay ashore. 

There like a Inbber, &c. 
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If prisoner in a foreign land. 
No friend, no money at command. 
That man thoa trosted hadst alone, 
All knowledge of thee should 'st disown ; 
If this should vex thee to the core, 
I prithee, messmate, stay ashore. 

There like a lubber, &c. 



THEN LIVE TO LAUGH,— SINCE LIFE'S A 

JEST. 

(Lonsdale.) 

Let pedants urge their learned strife. 
To teach poor mortals what is life : 
< Life's a jest, and all things show it,* 
So say I, — so said the poet ; 
' Mirth admit me of thy crew ;' 
So say they, friends, what sa^^on ? 
Why, ' live to laugh, since life s a jest,' 
Who laughs the most enjoys it best. 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! htil—probaimm mt. 

Often the lover's deep despair 
Proves a laughable affair ; 
Grave men put on wisdom's cloak. 
Turn 'em out — 'tis all a joke ! 
As when the solemn owl we see. 
Her whoo-hoo-hoo draws ha ! ha! he ! 

Then live to laugh, &c. 

Round the elobe let fancy run. 
All the world is fond of fun, 
High and low, all love to grin, — 
Some lose — but those laugh that win ; 
While Britain, true to king and laws. 
Shall live and laugh with — your applause. 

Then live to laugh, &c. 



»0^^*^*» 



A BATCH OF BENEFITS. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

'All the world's a stage,' says the poet. 

Mankind are all actor-folks too. 
And have, observation will show it. 

With heneJU* something to do; 
Even hatUtnipU are benejit -ticket* 

Of an act that will smooth all their nibs ; 
And you'd take all the town for card-makers. 

It abounds so with bcMf/U'cUUu. 

Tol, lol, &c. 

Tradesmen's cards are but henefit-tickeU 

To lead you to purchase their Mtockt ; 
But i« credit bv chance gets the rickets. 

Each ticket leads to the wrong 6uur. 
All calliDgx some benefit lean to ; 

The chandler to fatten must mdt. 
The ^la/ier is easily $een through. 

And the hatter's most certainly /W/. 

Tol, lol, &c. 

Wiio gets bettrr bread than the*baker ? 

In \\\% Mteuk too the butcher will put; 
And when he stravt to, the shoemaker. 

He will get the leugth of your loot. 
The tailor, by trimming your jacket. 

To his beef leXA good cabbage mayhap ; 
While the publican, with all his racket. 

Has a benefit* always on tap, 

Tol, lol, &c. 

The doctor to benefit bodies. 

To death physics phthisicky elves. 
While the lawyers get hold oi Tom Noddies, 

And benejtt none but tlicmselves; 
The miller of grist will retrench men. 

The grazier depends upon growth. 
And the farmer's like one of your Frenchmen, 

A kood tkrathtng best benefit* both. 

Tol, lol ftc. 



SHE WALKS IN BEAVTY. 

(Byron.) 

She walks in beauty like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies ; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes ; 

Thus mellowed to that tender Iiieht 
Which heaven to gaudy day aeniet. 

One shads the more, one ray the less 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 

^Hbich waves m every raven tress. 
Or softly lightens o er her face ; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pore — how dear the dwelling place. 

And on that cheek and o'er that brow 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent. 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow 
But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent. 



THE WAKE OF KILLARNEY. 

(Bryant.) 

Let other men sing of their nonsense and blarney, 
I'll sing of a wake that took place at Killamey ; 
It was all for Kate Hagar, who parted with breath, 
A nd the cause was because she was frosen to de«th ^ 

Poor crature — 

Poor crature : 
Faith ! they carried her off both froien and bent. 
And to wake the poor thing to a bam they all went. 

Spoken.] Ay, by my soul they did ! for Kitty 
was a good crature, and was better than if she waa 
worse ; and when she was gone, there wam't m 
dry eye in the place that was not drowned with 
tears or moistoaed with whiskey. Judy O'Reilly 
howled over her ! Peggy Murphy stuffed her nose 
with snuff, and her mouth with backv^ and 
Jerr^ 0*Clancy put a pipe in her lips, wnile her 
cousins took a last whitf with her, for the hoiumi 
of old Ireland, and they were 

All crying 

And sighing. 

And thinking 

With drinking. 
They tossed off the whiskey galore ; 

Such a howl, 

Hy my soul ! 

Finished ev'ry bowl. 
Till the girls they all scampered for more — for 

more ; 
Och ! the girls they all scampered for more. 

The clar^ was there and the whiskey was swim- 
ming. 
The tales were of ghosts from the end to begin- 

uing ; 
But the knees of poor Kitty were froze to her pate. 
So with ropes she was tied to look dacent and 
straight. 

Poor crature — 
Poor crature. 
The rope being weak, up she started, and then 
Faith ! she frightened the girb and she knocked 
up the men. 

Spoken.] Aye, up she started and squinted m 
their faces \ Let me out, says Big Flaheity, the 
farmer. It's a ghost! cries Dumb Morgan, tlie 
tripeman. Give me my shillela, roars Bandy 
Murdoch. Let me ran off, says Lame Dennoty 
the leaper. I'm sowed up, says the tailor. Carry 
me oat and bury me decent, screams the ondcr- 
taker. Faith ! I can see nothing, sayt the bind 
piper I and away they all ran like devils« bufa 
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over girls, and girls over boys, helter skelter, like 
so many devils ; and while poor Kitty was as dead 
as Brian Bom, they were frightened out o. their 
seven senses — 

With swearing 

And tearing. 

And grumbling 

At tumbling. 
They left Kate the whiskey galore. 

With a howl. 

By my soul ! 

They tipp'd up the bowl. 
And swore they'd go waking no more — no more, 
And swore they'd go waking no more. 



YE SWAINS WHOM RADIANT BEAUTY 

MOVES. 

(R. B. Sheridan.) 

Ye swains, whom radiant beauty moves. 
Or music's art with sounds divine. 

Think how the rapturous charm improves. 
When two such gifts together join. 

Where Cupid's bow and Phcebus' lyre 
In the same powerful baud are found ; 

Where lovely eyes inflame desire. 

And trembling notes are taught to wound ; 

Inquire not out the matchless fair. 
Who can this double death bestow : 

If her enchanting voice you hear. 

Or view he. vves, too soon you'll know. 



WILLIAM TELL. 

(F. Reynolds.) 

When William Tell was doomed to die. 

Or hit the mark upon his infant's head. 
The bell tolled out, the hour was nigh. 

And sol>;iers marched with grief and dread ! 
" The warrior came, serene and mild, 

" Gared all around, with dauntless look^ 
" Till his fond boy, unconscious, smiled, 

" Then Nature and the father spoke." 

And now e<tch valiant Swim his grief partakes. 

For they sigh. 

And wildly cry, 
Poor William Tell, once Ilero of the Lakes! 

But soon is heard the muffled drum ! 

And straight the pointed arrow flies ; 
The trembling boy expects his doom ! 

All, all shriek out—*' He dies! he dies!" 
When, lo ! the lofty tnimpet sounds ! 

The mark is hit! the child is free ! 
Into his father's arms he bounds. 

Inspired by Love and Liberty ! 

And now each valiant Swiss their joy partakes. 
For mountains ring. 
Whilst they sing. 

Live, William Tell ! the Hero of the Lakes ! 



OLD CUNWELL, THE PILOT; 

OR, THE LOOK OUT. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

Ol.D Cunwell, the pilot, for many a year. 

Had plenty of vessels in charge. 
And knew of each sand-bank and shoal to steer 
clear. 

Whether sailing close haul'd or at large ; 
At last safely moor'd with a well timbered purse. 

Heart and house open'd wide to his friend ; 
With old Poll, once a dasher, now tum'd to a 
nnrse. 

He had bought a snog birth at Gravesend. 



From a kind of poop lantern, plac'd over the 
Thames, 
Where he took with his messmates his prog. 
Bound outward or homeward, the ships and their 
names. 
They'd spy as they guzzled their grog. 
Now cocking the spy-glass, and clearing the Nore 

Why, Jack, there they come without end; 
There^s the Neptune, the Glory, and, further in 
shore. 
Fame and Liberty making Gravesend. 

And see, where the river in branches divides. 

Cut in two all the same as a fork ; 
How proudly the Commerce witii Industry ridos. 

Then the Blarney — Oh, she's bound to Cork. 
There's the liome ward-bound fleets from the Downs, 
only see, 

So storted their top-gallant masts bend ; 
There's the Si kworm, the Beaver, the Ant, and 
the Bee, 

And all standing on for Gravesend. , 

There's the Fortitude yonder, at danger that mocks. 

The Nimble, that swims Ifke a tench ; 
The bold Resoluti* n, that steers clear of rocks. 

The Britannia, that laughs at the French. 
Thus a miupiel old Thames firmly holds in his 
mouth. 

To which all sorts of merchandize tend ; 
And the trade of all nations. West, North, East, 
and South, 

Like the needle, points right to Gravesend. 



THE DEATH OF THE ROEBUCK. 
(Lord F. L. Gower.) 

'TWAS the flash of the rifle, the bullet is sped. 
And the pride of the forest, the roebuck, is dead ; 
How he dashed through the thicket, how fleetly ke 

passed, — 
That rustle betrayed him, that bound was his last. 

His fawns rose about him, and graceful they played. 
Round the steps of their father, in dingle and 

glade. 
As duly at morning and evening he led 
To the trndercst herbage and mossiest bed. 

Alas! for his memory, the time will be short 

Ere they hasten, as usual, to food or to sport ; 

Short time from these games shall the victims re- 
frain. 

And the fate of their father shall warn them in 
vain. 

And she whom he courted in thicket and dell. 
Whom he wooed in the forest and traced through 

the fell ; 
The beloved of his bosom, his favourite doe, — 
Will she mourn for the fate tliat has laid him so 

low ? 

Perhaps she may weep, should sne find in the 

grove. 
All cold and de<^erted, the loin of his love ; 
But my buskin in morning was wet through and 

through. 
Now show me at mid-day one trace of the dew. 

Perhaps a new lover now roams at her side. 
With antlers as branching, as lovely a hide ; 
Oh, hush ! for the ladies would faint should they 

hear 
That such frailty should lurk in the heart of a deer 

I will not be silent, the roebuck is dead. 
And his fawns have departed, his widow has fled ; 
There is none but the hunter to follow his heane^ 
And no poet but me for his elegy's verse. 
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Ob >et, for another had fashioned the lay, 
W^hich was raised by the peasants who bore 

away. 
From a hundred sad voices as homewards we sped, 
l*he choriis re-echoed the roebuck is dead. 



KITTY MAGGS AND JOLTER GILES. 

Kitty Maggs was a servant to Farmer Styles, 

And a buxom wench was she ; 
And her true lovier was Jolter Giles, 

A ploughman so bold was he ; 
triles had wages, five pounds due at Candlemas- 
tide. 
Ind then he told Kitty he'd make her his bride. 

Ding dong, bo! 

Betty Rlossom she wore a high-caul'd cap, 

}\ hich caught fickle Jolter^ eye ; 
4nd poor Kitty Maggs. O, dire mishap! 

Mouni'd his incon-stan-cy ! 
And high on the bough of an apple-tree. 
When thry married, Kate finished her mi<iery. 

Ding dong. bo ! 

At the supper Giles gave for Betty his bride. 

All apple pudding had they. 
And troin the same bough on which poor Kitty 
died 
The apples were plucked they say ; 
The pudding pie* on it, grew deadly cold, 
The death-watch ticked, and the churrh-l>cll tolled ! 

Ding dong, bo ! 

To carve the pudding wa« Giles's post. 

He cut, and from the gap 
Popped the head ot poor dear Kitty Magg's ghost. 

All in a new fashioned tkroud cap ; 
Said GilcA, " i^hobe you?" said the ghost, " 1 

be I, 
A coming to punish your par-ju-ty /" 

Ding dong, bo! 

*• O, Kitty," said Jolter, " pray alter y<wi note!" 

*• / rent !** the ghost replit^ ; 
When plump flew the pudding down Giles's throat. 

And on the spot he died. 
Now his ghost, once a year, bolting pudding i^ 

seen, 
While blue devils sing every mouthful between. 

Ding dong, bo ! 



CHELSEA QUARTERS. 

(Vint.) 

Come, hear an old campaigner'a song, 

A British soldier's story. 
Who oti has trained the martial throng 

To noble deed^ of glory. 
But let not boasting swell my praise. 

Who's faced hut balls and mortars. 
In hopes to spend my latter days. 

In peace, in CheUea quarters. 

On swampy grounds and burning lauds. 

In march and counter-marches, 
I've met in fight the hostile bands. 

And sunk beneath my gashes ; 
Yet innate valour cheen'd my heart, 

'Tis fear the coward slaughters. 
And He that takes a soldier's part 

Secured me Chelsea quarters. 

To say what foes my arm has slain. 

Would dastard be a venture : 
My duty ne'er regarded pain. 

In van. or rear, or centre. 
Full oft I've drrnched my sword in blood. 

And forded many waters, 
Ia hopes, when war should cease ^cr flood, 

fo fix in Chelsea quarters. 



And Heaven bless his majesty. 

Who leaves a vet 'ran — never • 
Grown old and hacked up, as you se«^ 

He's pensioned me for ever ; 
My tent is fixed at last for life. 

And safe from mines and mortars. 
Though kingdoms wage eternal strife^ 

111 ne'er quit Chelsea quarters. 



THE RAREE-SHOW. 
(Dibdin.) 

Now V011 shall see no/ yoa shall see. 

Lady, gemmen, come. 
One very great curiosity, 

Vai make to speak die dumb. 
Fol green and red, and brown and blue* 

And black and white, can paint, 
Vai make Jew Christian, and Christian Jew, 

Make good come out of evil. 
Make a devil of a saint. 

And of a saint a devil. 

Spoken.] Peep troo dot little hole, sir ; rat yoo 
sre dere, eh? What do you say, master showman ^ 
it will make black white ; the devil's in it it it 
wo'n't i why, it's a huge purse of money. 

Now you shall see vai you see ; fine ting before 

you go. 
Come, gentlemen and lady, see my raree-show. 

Now, now, vou see vai yoa shall sec. 

Please to look in dcre. 
One very great curiosity, 

Vt^ make de people stare. 
One terrible, one shocking tmg. 

In hononr dai abound. 
Before your face I go to bring 

One horrible production. 

Look quick, and you shall be surround 

Vid death and vid destruction. 

Spoken.] Vdl, mar, vai you see now, eh T Ah ! 
master showman, you be a wag : death and de- 
struction, with the devil to it, why, it be a 'poli> 
cary's shop. 

Now you shall see vat you sec, &c. 

Now you shall see vai you shall see. 

Please to put your eyes. 
One very great curiosity, 

Vai give ^ou great surprise : 
More shocking as de toder sight. 

You never have see such. 
Come, look, make haste, don't you be fright 

You shall see one place spacious. 
All fill up vid great, many much. 

Strange animal voracious. 

Spoken.] Why, master showman, this be a 
CMfrr Joke than t'other ; I wish I may die if it beni 
the hrd-mare and aUefinm at dinner. 

Now you shall see vai yon see, Ace 

Now you shall see vai you shall see. 

Please to look once more, 
VcU give you more delight and glee. 

As you shall see beforv. 
Great pleasure and great bliss eoi give. 

To all the Englitch race, 
Vai make them all so happy live, 

Vai blessing can impart, 

Foi make the sraiie in all the face. 

The joy in all the heart. 

Spoken.] Ah * master showman, yon did nevet 
say a truer thing in all jour life , why, Lucd lore 
him! 'tis the king's m^esty. 

Now yoo shall see «•# you see. Ak« 
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BOWL WITH STREAMS 
PLEASURE. 

Fill the bowl with streams of pleasure, 
Sach as Gallia's vintage boast : 

These are tides that bring our treasure. 
Love and friendship be the toasL 

Fint, our mutresses approving. 

With bright beauty crown the glass ; 

He that is too dull for loving. 
Must in friendship be an ass. 

Pylades is with Orestes 

Said to have one common soul ; 
Bat the meaning of the jest is 

In the bottom of the bowl. 

Tlius, by means of honest drinking. 
Often is the truth found out, 

Which would cost a world of thinkings 
Spare your pains and drink about. 



OF 



ODD FELLOWS, DRINK! AND KISS THE 

LASSES. 

Ak-^^Drink andkis$theLas»e$,'*~-{V, G. Bennet.) 

Come, Odd Fellows, jocund souls. 

Pleasure's feast partake of; 
With Kood spirits fill your bowls. 

And Care for ever shake off. 
At this soul-inspiring spring 

Regale and fill your glasses ; 
Smoke, joke, and sing, then toast the king, 

And drink and kiss the lasses. 

With tol lol lol, ice. 

Let the vot'ries of Care 

Their cups of grief be filling. 
While we, who true Odd Fellows are. 

The cup of mirth are ringing : 
Such sordid mortals wc disdain. 

Our joys tlieir view surpasses ; 
The bowl we'll drain — then, fill again. 

To drink and kiss the lasses 

With tol lol lol, &c. 

Let the miser hoard his gold. 

And pay it adoration ; 
4ach slaves to Avarice wc behold 

With scorn and detestation ; 
With jovial hearts we meet, while he 

His useless dross amasses ; 
With bosoms free, come, sing with glee. 

And toast and kiss the lasses. 

Willi tol lol lol, &c 

Let those who tread the stage excite 

Amusement for a season. 
We've joys to tas»c, Iroiii mom till night. 

More lasting and more pleasing ; 
The effect would soon decay, 'tis found, 

Were't not for tlieir new ftirccs ; 
Our joys abound the whole year round, 

Wc drink and kiss tlie lasses. 

With tol lol lol, &c. 

I^et those who frequent Margate's coast, 

Against each (*ther vying. 
Their games, their routs, and fashion boast. 

From scene to scene still flying ; 
And, while with auger, pride, and fear. 

They envy all that passes ; 
Odd Fellows' cheer is drinking here. 

And toast the Ix>ndon lasses. 

With tol lol lol, &c. 

Our secrets we will ne'er reveal. 
No brothers' wants shall run br 

Vnnoticed, — for disposed we feet 
To do as we'd be don« by. 



To join onr band we suffer not 

Dishonourable classes ; 
While life remains, be it my lot 

To drink and kiss the lasses. 

With tol lol U, &c. 



DEAR CHLOE, COME. GIVE ME SWELI 

KISSES. 

(SirC. H.Williams.) 

Dear Chloe, come, give me sweet kisses. 

For sweeter no girl ever gave ; 
But why, in the midst of my blisses. 

Do you ask me how many I 'd have ? 
I'm not to be stinted in pleasure. 

Then, prithee, dear Chloe, be kind ; 
For, since I love thee beyond measure. 

To numbers I'll ne'er be confined. 

Count the bees that on Hybla are playing. 

Count the flowers that enamel the held, 
Coont the flocks that on Tempe are straying. 

Or the grain that rich Sicily yields : 
Count how many stars are in heaven. 

Go number the sands on the shore. 
And, when so many you've given, 

I still shall be asking for more. 

To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 

A heatt which, dear Chloe, is thine : 
In my arms I'd for ever eutold thee. 

And twist round thy neck like a vine. 
What joy can be ercater tlian this is ! 

My life on thy lips shall be spent : 
But the wretch who can number his kisses 

Will always with few be content. 



THF. ISLAND OF SAINTS. 

(Tieman.) 

From Connaught I've travelled, our roads paved 
and gravelled, 
Througit hot climes and cold, as it froze and h 
thawed ; 
But still where I went, sirs, I ne'er found content, 
sirs, 
Nor e'er felt at home while I wandered ahioadl 
In crossing the ocean, so rough was its motion. 
So sea-sick I got, while the billows did foam, 
I could not help thinking, I'd better been drinking. 
To get h.-ilf-scas-over in Ireland at home. 

Och ! that is the Island, " St. Paddy's and 
my land," 
Where, living or dead, we ne'er utter 
complaints ; 
For still to be frisky, love, fight, and drink 
whiskey. 
The divil a spot like the Island of Saints! 

When Nature first made it, in green she arrayed 
it. 
And spangled its robes with young shamrocks all 
o cr; 
And, when she had dressed it, St. Patrick sooa 
blessed it. 
And banished the toads and the snakes from its 
shore ; 
While danced off the vipers, our bards, and our 
pipers. 
To honour his tritimph, struck up his own air. 
And, since in our revels, they hani^ih blue divils 
From wedding and christening, from patron and 
fair. 

Och! that is the Island, Arc. 

And there wc have creatures, whose beautiful fefr 
tnres. 
Dame Nature herself in bei bright 
painu; 
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Who banish all cvih, aad (dear Hide 4iviU) 

Can make sainu of sinnen, or ainneri of taints. 
No country can bate us for potheen and pratiea. 
For truth, valour, beauty, love, frolic, and 
mirth. 
If strangers — there halt ye — and eead miUe afal- 
ther. 
Will follow you over the favourite earth. 

Och ! that is the Island. &c. 

Abroad while you wander, like wild goose or gan- 
der, 
Och ! Mr. O'Gallaeher— eloomy or gay. 
Your country your boast be, old Ireland your 
toast be. 
The sweet land you live in, wherever you stray ! 
If ever when ^undone ! ) I settle in Loncfon, 

To show what regard for my birth*placo Tve 
got— 
In St. Giles's, some gay day. III wed a fine lady. 
And two laish natives will have on the spot ! 
Och ! that is the Island, &c. 



THE SAILOR'S VOYAGE TO EDMONTON. 
(C. F. Barrett.) 

Many years have I been at sea. 

But now on another tack veering ; 
On board a land-frigate, d'ye see. 

To Edmonton meant to be steering. 

On board a land frigate, &c. 

Spoken.] But, not liking the cabin, I took my 
birth on the quarter-deck, where the lasses' stream- 
ers flying, made the vessel look as gay as a new 
made bride, or a wedding ; aye, bless their pretty 
faces, they made me sing — 

Fal de diddle, dee,— e. 
Fa I de diddle, lo,— o, 
Fal de diddle, lalda diddle, lalda diddle, dee, 
Fal de diddle, lalda diddle,— lo. 
Vea-up, cried *he steersman so gay. 
As he bore-up a lady to land, sir ; 
The helm brine left, we scudded away. 
Split her sails, and lost all command, sir. 

The helm being left, &c. 

Spoken.] Off went the horses, who took fright 
at a land -111 fiber who was puffing a cloud of smoke 
at the public-house door.— Hard a- weather, says I, 
clinging fast to the vessel, and singing — 

Fal de diddle, &c. 

A ship-mate from abaft heaved a-head. 
But somehow so groggy had cot, sir, 

CapM7.ed 'twixt the stern-horse<« he laid. 

And hU top»li^hts had nearly popped out, sir. 
Capsized 'twixt the stem-horses, &c. 

Spoken.] Ha, ha, ha! mv sinking shipmate 
contrived to catch the runnmg rigging of the 
pr.uuine ponies, wliirh luffed-up the friicate, and 
brou^lit UH »o alonc-^ide the troujch at the sign «if 
tlie H)-ll, when I luiiip'd ^aie on shore, with John 
Gilpin in lull view, singing — 

Fal de diddle, &c. 

Safe landed, to the fair next I steered. 
In tlie erowfi took a «mart l.ins in tovr ; 

Tn*at»'<l her at each gnui-^hop we neared, 
And the fun. t<H), di^ptaytd at each show. 

Treated her at each grog-shop, &c. 

Spoken.] Shiver my timh«TS, but we kept it up 
at Edmonton Fair, till Cant. Twilight piped all 
handnon deik, and cried, "London, a-hoy ! when 
we l>oth sailed on foot, and landed at m. Katha- 
rine's, singing — 

Fal d« dkUll0» 4c. 



EACH BROTHER PRACTISE CHARITY, 
CONCORD, AND LOVE. 

Assist me, ye fair tuneful nine, 

Euphrosyne, grant me thy aid ; 
Whilst the* honours I sing of the trine. 

Preside o'er my numbers, blithe maid. 
Cease, Clamour and Faction! oh, cease 

Fly hence, all ^e cynical train ! 
Disturb not, disturb not the Lodge's sweet peace* 

Where Silence and Secresy reign. 

Religion, untainted, here dwells ; 

Here, the morals of Athens are taught; 
Great Hiram's tradition here tells 

How the world out of chaos was brooght. 
With fervency, freedom, and zeal. 

Our Master's commands we obey ; 
No cowan, no cowan our secrets can ttenly 

No babbler our myst'ries betray. 

Here Wisdom her standard displays; 

Here nobly the sciences shine ; 
Here the temple's vast column we raise. 

And finish a work that's divine. 
Illumed from the East, with pure light. 

Here the arts do their blessings bestow ; 
And. all perfect, all perfect, unfold to thetight 

What none but a Mason can know. 

If on earth any praise can be found. 

Any virtue unnamed in my song. 
Any grace in the ini verse round. 

May these to a Mason belong ; 
May each Brother hi^ passions sul>dne. 

Practise charity, concord, and love. 
And be hailed, and be hailed by the Uirice-nappjf 
few 

^\lM> preside in the Grand Lodge above. 



ANNIE AND JIIMMIE. 

(Upton.) 

O BLEST be the laddie, I munna t'^11 who. 
That told his soft passion, so tender and true 
Who called me his Annie, the queen of hi< h 
And said — Bonnie lassie, we never will part. 

O blest be the meadow, so bonny and green. 
Where first the dear shepherd by Annie was seen. 
And blc<t be the day when his tongue did im» 

part — 
Tis Annie, fair Annie's the queen of my heart. 

Though few are his pastimes, and low hii degree> 
The youth — the dear youth — is a monarch to me ; 
For, oh ! gentle shepherd ! 'twas Love shot the 

dart. 
And Annie and Jemmie, no, never shall part. 



TOMMY TOWERS AND ABRAHAM 
MUGGINS; 

OR, THE YORKSHIRE HORSE-DEALERS. 

Hard by Clapham town end lived an old York- 
shire t>ke. 
Who in dealing in horses had never his like ; 
'Twas 'im pride that in all the hard bargains he'd 

hit. 
He'd bit a good many, but never got bit. 

Deiry down, &c. 

This old Tommy Tower»— by that name he was 

known. 
Had a carrion old tit that was sheer skin 

bone,— 
To ha' killed for the doks would ha' done quite 

well. 
Bat 'twas Tommy's opinion he'd die ^f htmsel'. 

Deny down, te 
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Well* one Abraham Muggins, a neighbouring 

cheat, 
rhought to diddle old Tommy would be a great 

treat; 
He'd a horse that was betfjer than Tommy's — for 

why ? 
The night afore that he thought proper to die. 

Derry down, &c. 

Thinks Abraham,— The old codger will ne'er smoVe 

the trick, 
80 111 SH'op wi* him my dead horse for his wick ; 
And if Tommy Towers I should happen to trap, 
"Twill be a fine feather in Abraham's cap. 

Deny down, &c. 

So to Tommy he goes, and the question he pops, — 
** Between my horse and thine, prithee. Tommy, 

what swaps ? 
What wilt give me to boot ? for mine's better horse 

still.^*— 
*♦ NouRht," says Tommy ; " but 111 swop even 

hands if you will." 

Derry down, &c. 

Abraham preached a long time about summat to 

boot. 
Insisting that his un's the livelier brute : 
But Tommy stuck fast where he first had begun. 
Till, at last, he shook hands, and cried, *' Well, 

Tommy, done." 

Deny down, &c. 

" Oh, Tommy," said Abraham, " I'm sorry for 

thee; 
I thought thou had'st hadden more white in 

thine ee ; 
Good luck wi' thy bargain, for my horse is dead." 
Said Tommy— " My lad, so is mine, and he's 

flead." 

Derry down, &c. 

80 Tom got the best of the bargain, avast. 

And came o£P in a Yorkshireman's triumph, at 

last ; — 
For though 'twixt dead horses there's not much to 

choose, • 

Vet Tommy were th' richer by th' hide and four 

shoes ! 

Derry down, &c. 



NO LOSS LIKE LOSS OF TIME. 

(Collins.) 

Of more loss in life than gain 
Mad-brained mortals still complain, 
SDendikrifU feel the loss of wealth, 
iiaket the loss of rosy health ; 
Sou in midnight broils and strife 
Lose the balmy sweetd of lite ; 
And when life has lost its prime, 
FooU deplore the loss of time. 

In yon comer of thy room, 
Mark the lab 'ring spider's loom ; 
iSee the net her drudgerv spreads. 
Count its intervolving threads ; 
Where in ambush lurks the spy. 
To immesli the vagrant fly ; 
And, from her, compute what crime 
Can outweigh the loss of time. 

Then behold the pismire's toil. 
Tugging, dragging, o'er the soil. 
Gram by grain, the fruits of earth, 
'Gainst the hungry winter's dearth ; 
Ev'zy load she lugs to bhelf 
How much larger than herself ! 
And teaching, more than prose or rhyme, 
how to shun the loss of time. 



While the bee. Industry's type, 
Plund'ring Hybla's sweets lull ripe. 
Plushy back, and bristly thighs. 
Thrifty loads, with life supplies ; 
Primrose pip and cowslip's bell 
Drained, to store her waxen cell ; 
Ev'ry season, ev'ry clime. 
Bids me prize thee, precious Time \ 

Then, while reckoning, day by day. 
How the minutes roll away ; 
May my span's recording page 
Prove each year a gold«^n age ; 
And, without a blush, proclaim 
Self and social love the same ; 
Nor my memory e'er begrime 
With the loss of precious time ! 

But, before my sand is run. 
May I, each revolving sun. 
From the spider's toil discern. 
From the lab'ring pismire learn. 
From the busy bustling bee. 
Nobler work designed for me ; 
So my passing bell shall chime 
Sweetly, when I've lost no time. 



^m^» »»»^ 



FOLLOW, FOLLOW THROUGH THE SEA 

(Tcny.) 

Follow, follow through the sea. 

To the mermaid's melody '. 

Safely, freely, shalt thou range 

Through things dreadful, quaint, and stra g 

And, through liquid walls, behold 

Wonders that may not be told : 

Treasures, too, for ages lost — 

Gems surpassing human cost ! 
Fearless, follow, follow me. 
Through the treasures of the sea ! 

Thou shalt hear sea-music sw^I 

From the triton's curle<l shell ; 

Sea-nymphs shall, with dance and soogy 

Draw thy charmed steps along 

To the palace glory-dight 

Of the white-armed Amphitrite, 

Whose coral throne and amber roof 

Ocean- monsters guard aloof! 
Fearless, follow, follow me 
Through the wonders of the sea ! 



WE'RE A' MUGGING. 
Air—" mue Bells of Scotland,— {R. B. Peake., 

Oh, where, and oh where has my pint of whiskey 

fled? 
Oh where, and oh where has my pint of whiskey 

fled? 
'Twas brewed in merry Scotland, at the sign of 

the Sheep's Head, 
It's oh, in my heart, I wish that I was dead — 

Dntnk. 

Scotch Air, 

For whiskey is a merry, merry drink, so give me a 

full measure. 
It fills with joy each Scottish boy, and tips his soul 

with pleasure : 
Then let me think of nought but drink, and pnfl 

off Scotland's treasure. 
For whiskey is a merry, merry drink, so give me m 

full measure. 

Air—" And tee're a* Noddin}' 

For they're a' mugging, mug, mug, mugging, 
they're a' mugging, at our house at home. 

For they're a' mugging, mug, mug, mugging, 
they're a' mugging, at our house at home * 
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There's old M' Snooks, with his nose so blue. 
With his Handy wife, who likes a little drop too. 
They wink o'er tlie drink, 'tis Parintosh true. 
If the devil was there, oh, he'd be mugging too. 
For they're a' mugging, mug, mug, mugging. 
For they're a' mugging, at our house at home. 



STAY A LITTLE LONGER. 

(Male.) 

I'm a comicaMittle old boy. 

Aye ! and all sorts of comical things 
At my comical shop youll enjoy. 

If you 11 be on the side of the tfi#-~ 
My out, as you plainly may see. 

Independency has for its flag. 
But the ins are the best friends to me. 

For I always come in for the rag. 

Spoken.] Why, you know, when a man b in a 
good place, he's not very well pleased with the 
thoughts of leaving it. and always is inclined to say 
as I do to my customers. 

Stay a little longer — 

Can't you stay a little longer? 

Let famed Pidcock and Brookes loudly cry 

Up their snakes, and their lioness bawl, 
I must tell you it is all my eye, — ^ 

For mme, here, is the shop after all. 
My collection for nothing you see, 

Wliat you call for, 'tis only you pay. 
And I'm sure, all that once visit me. 

Why, well-pleased, they go laughing away. 

Spoken.] Now, though I'm naturally a very 
merry little fellow, that's the only time that I don t 
feci inclined to laugh at all ; for I always like my 
customers 

To stay a little longer^ 
Can't you stay a little loi^i^ t 

If your ears by a dun are assailed. 

Why, you wish him still longer to stay ; 
And if once you should chance to be nailed. 

Then you're longer before you ran pay. 
If you're over a bottle — to part 

Is a thing that Koes much 'gainst the grain ; 
And the dear little girl of your heart 

Not to stay with, would madden year brain. 

Spoken.] Then of course you go to the old story 
— never mind your stupid old mother, my dear, if 
you are a little too late, it wo'n't matter for once; 
«ome, do now 

Stay a little longer — 

Can't you stay a little longer 7 



LASSIE Wr THE BONNY E'B. 

Lassie wi* the bonny e'e. 

Oh ! to thy bosom take me ; 

In hour ot need thy friend may fleb. 

But I will ne'er forsake thee. 

Eden's fields, although sae sweet. 
Without thee would be cane ; 
Bleakest wilds a loved retreat. 
If thou wert ever near me. 

Lassie, then, oh ! love like me. 
And through this life ne'er sever. 
Fondly try to comfoit me, 
Neglect joo I shall never. 



PRETFY ONE, ON THY SOFT LIP GROWS 

A PEARL LIKE A DEW-DROP. 

(Dermody.) 

Pretty one, on thy soft lip grows 
A pearl like dew-drop on the rose : 
Let me, then, like the sun'k oright ray. 
Exhale the honied drop away. 

Pensive one, say, why weefM thine eye, 
Streaming like an evening sky. 
Which like the gentle moon should move. 
Lighting to ecstacy and love? 

Cruel one, thou hast killed my heart. 
Beyond the cunning leech's art ; 
Panting long time, at last, at last. 
Its foolish strugglings quickly past. 

Gentle one, thou, perchance, complain 
Because the tender thing is slain ; 
If so, and thou dost wisK to save. 
Smile, and redeem it from the grave. 



YOUNG WILLIAM AND JANE. 

Young William was a seaman true. 
The darling of the bonny crew. 

For blithe he was, and kind ; 
For, though oo lagging lubber he, 
Rieht loth he was to go to sea ; 

For Jane he left behind. 

And Jenny loved, bat all by stealth. 
Her father had much store of wealth. 

Of Will he would not hear ; 
Till cruel chance at length revealed 
The passion they so long concealed. 

And William Inst his dear. 

A friendly voice poor William hailed, 
A mffian gang the youth assailed, 

'Twas done by cursed gold ; 
The tender for the offing stood. 
The cutter skiomied the yielding flood. 

They hatch him in the hold. 

She troubled walks the beach in haste. 
And troubled looked the wat'ry watte ; 

And by the floating wave, 
A corpse was washed upon the shore, 
Twas William ! and with lean they hon 

Two lovers to the grave. 



LEAP-YEAR; 
OR, THE TWENTY-NINTH OF FEBRCARY. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

A MAN was bom one day 

In the month of February, 
The twenty-ninth, they say. 
Which comes, as it appears. 
But once in four years ; 
So when to man's estate he came. 
By law he was forced his right to claim ; 
What a comical vagary ! 

Spoken.] Counsel for him having opened the 
ca«e, and examined witnesses : counsel against 
him aipied that he was not ot age. — ' My lad,' 
Skid he, ' plaintiff* says he is of age, bat I say he 
is not ; he was bom on the twenty-ninth of Febra- 
ary, which coming but once in foar yean, his 
biith-day ran only come once in four vean ; and no 
man can reckon more than one year nrom birth-day 
tu birth- day ; consequently, though he calls himself 
twrnty-one, I contend he is but five and aquartn, 
ray lud ; a mere iniant in law, and is at this me- 
mrnt in the leading-strings of my learned brother, 
u ho is, no dou)>t wA\ feed for nuning him ; hut 
he h..s turned him out so rickety, be han^t a eg 
to stand upon. Ue aim for n rattle, my lud. 
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when he ought to have a rod, and #e have one in 
pickle for him, my lad.' So he went on for half 
an hour. 

In law, if you havVt, youll be a larae dnck, 
A good cause, a good counsel, good purse, and 
good luck. 

The counsel argued long. 

With mutual contradiction : 
Facts for both were strong ; 
Each statute and case 
Was brought face to face : 
Fiich pleader proved his case was right. 
And that his learned friomi could cite 
No plea for his but fiction. 

Spoken.] PlaintifTs counsel said, I contend, 
roy lud, that niy client is of age ; though m^ 
learned brother calls him an infant. If so. he is 
the finest full-grown infant I ever saw ; six feet i 
four inches without his shoes, my lud : but speak- j 
ing of infants, this is no child's play, my lud. My * 
learned brother talks of a roa in picKie. out ne is 

Ereparing it for his own back ; for, according t? 
is arjniment, my client cannot be twenty-one till 
he is eighty-four, which is against common sense, a 
term not to be found in roy learned brother's law- 
dictionary, my lud ; but to which, as it is to my pur- 
pose, I shall cling, my lud -, and though he thinks 
we hav'n't a leg to stand upon, we shall run him off. 
of hit legs, and pUy witn our rattle in spite of 
him. 

In law, &c. 

The Judge he then arose 

To stop the counsels' fory^ 
To sift the com and prot ; 
All quirk and chicane 
Away to explain ; 
To state the pleadings and defence. 
And with sound law and common sense. 
Began to charge the jury. 

Spoken.] Grentlcmenof the jury, the case be- 
fore us reminds me of one in which a man was 
bom of a Sunday, which being no day io hiw, it 
was contended the man was never bom at all : the 
feply remarked, the man being then present in 
court was a proof he had been bom ; the rejoinder 
ar^ed, if he was bom, being a day unknown to 
the law, he must be illegitimate, and could have 
no claim in law : but it being proved he was bom 
in lawful wedlock, this plea was overruled. How- 
ever, it was decided, that being bom on a Sunday, 
nnd that day being no day in law, the law b^d 
nothing to do with him, and so the action fell. In 
the action before us, plaintiff is bom on a bonajide 
<lay, which comes but once in four years ; but if 
he is to reckon four years for one, he has four 
times the claim of any other man, and consequently, 
it is four to one in his favour. — The jury were of 
the judge's opinion, and gave a verdict accordingly. 

In law, &c. 

BEAUTY AND LOVE, 

(Ryan.) 

As Beauty was rambling o'er Pleasure's ground. 

And threading many a mazy cp>ve. 
Oh ! who do you think she sleeping found ? 

But Love, sweet Love ! 
WeU pleased, she sought no longer to roam. 

But placed the bov in her bosom fair, 
4&d brought him, sleeping, in safety home. 
To flourish there. 

Bat Beauty went out the very next day. 
To sail on a lake the sun shone upon, 
lud when the returned, fatigued with play. 
She foond Love gone.. 



He pined or Beauty's bal.ny si^h. 

But finding her fied, he sought a grove^ 
Where who ot all the world should die. 
But Love ! sweet Love ! 



A JOILY AND TRUE-HEARTED FELLOW. 

With mv pipe in one hand and my jug in th 
otKer, 

I drink to my neighbour^ and friend ; 
All my care in a whiff of tobacco I smother; 

For life, I know, shortly must end : 
For whilst Ceres most kindly refills my brown jug. 

With good liquor Til make myself mellow ; 
In an old wicker chair I'll seat myself snug. 

Like a jolly and trae-hearted icllow. 

I'll ne'er trouble my head with the cares of th 
nation, 
I've enough of my own for to mind ; 
For the cares of this life are but grief and vexa- 
tion. 
To death wc must all be consigned. 
Then 111 laugh, drink, and smoke, and leave no- 
thing to pay. 
But drop like a pear that is mellow ; 
And when cold in my coffin. 111 leave them to 
say. 
He's gone, what a hearty good fellow. 

ALDERMAN GOBBLE. 
Air—" Heigho! aayt Rowley" — (H. Siddona.) 

Tom Gobble was a grocer's son, 

Heigho ! says Gobble ; 
He gave a ven'son dinner for fun. 
And he had a belly as big as a tun. 
With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy. 

Ah, ha ! says Alderman Gobble. 

The servant ushered the company in, 

Heigho ! says Gobble, 
The dinner is ready, quoth Tom, with a grin^ 
So he tucked a napkin under his chin. 
With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy. 

Ah, ha! says Alderman Gobble. 

Then Bettv, the cook, she gave a squall, 

Heigho r says Gobble ; 
Poor John, the footman, has had a fall. 
And down stairs tumbled, ven'son and all^ 
With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy, 

Alas ! says Alderman Gobble. 

So down the Alderman ran in a fright, 

Heigho! says Gobble, 
And there sat John in a terrible plight. 
Astride on the ven'son bolt upright. 
With his handy dandy, bacon and gravy. 

Dear me ! says Alderman Gobble. 

Was ever man so cruelly put on ? 

Heigho! says Gobble, 
Get off from the meat you rascally glutton. 
You've made my ven'son a toddle of mutton. 
With your handy dandy, bacon and gravy. 

Good lack ! says Alderman Gobble. 

Lord ! sir, says Betty, what a splash, 

Heigho ! says Gobble, 
'TIS a monstrous bad rumbttttide crash. 
But to-morrow f '11 tickle it up in a AojA, 
With mv handy dandy, bacon and gravy* 

Ay, to! says Alderman Gobble. 
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SHE DIED FOR LOVE, AND HE FOR 
GLORY. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

YOKNG Henry wu as brave a youth 
A« every graced a martial trory ; 

And Jane was tair as lovely truth , 
She sighed for love, and he for glory. 

M'^tth her his faith he meant to plight. 
And told her many a gallant story ; 

Till war, their honest joys to blight. 
Called him away from love to glory. 

Brave Henry met the foe with pride, 
Jane followed, fonicht — ah, hapless story! 

In man's attire, by Henry's side. 
She died for love, and he for glory. 



OLD MURMUR. 

(Cherry.) 

Old Murmur was a peevish blade. 

Aye, a cross old soul was he ; 
To powl and grumble was his trade. 

Nor would he happy be ! 
Wife, daughters, and one son he had. 

Beside a monkey and a cat ; 
To whom his temper was so bad. 

That none could find what he'd be at. 

But griunble, gmmble, grumble. 

Of Murmur, grumhlc. sigh, and groan. 

His wife grew sick and weary ; 
Her heart he broke with peevish moan. 

She died— and left her deary ; 
Thoagh she was gone, he grumbled more. 

His daughters then began t' fidget. 
He gnimbfed Martha out of door, 

A little drummer married Bridget. 

Still grumble, grumble, grumble. 

Of wife and dau|;hters thus bereft. 

He grumbled like a devil ; 
His son, and cat, and monkey left. 

Yet nought could make him civil ; 
The son and cat for peace are gone. 

After pnss the monkey flies ; 
And now old Murmur, all alone. 

Has none to close the grumbler's eyes. 

But grumble, grumble, grumble. 



REMEMBRANCE. 

(T.W.Kelly.) 
Loved girl ! when thou from me art flowii. 
From one whoae heart so long hath knowm 

What heaven it is to dwrll 
I'ponthy maxic dimpling smiles. 
Thy check, thy lip. that still beguUet 

The soul with secret spell ; 

Then, dearest, then remember one. 
Who, by thy sweet enchantment won. 

Gave heart and soul to thee ! 
And oh ! when other lips shall press 
That cheek, that lip, in warm caress. 

Then, love, remember me ! 

And when, in converse by thy side. 
Another's glance shall meet, with pride. 

Thy smile, that wakes love's glow ; 
Then think there's one whose eyes could tell 
They were Affection's fontinel. 

The foot of Love's own woe. 

And when his blood, perchance, beats higb^ 
And all his soul is fervency. 

Then, haply, ihoit may'st say, — 
That, though nis glance be warm, my dear. 
He loves not with that troth sincere 

As one that's far away. 



And when tliou*it pensive, thoughtful, calm. 
And Memory's genial, holy balm. 

Thine eyes mild light may dim I 
Ah ! think of him, whose grateful part 
It was to yield that gift his heart.' 

Oh, dearest ' think of him ! 



WINE AND WOMEN WE DELIGHT IN. 

Air — " Life* a like a Sea, in conntant Moikm**^ 
(E.J. B. Box.) 

Push round the heart-enlivening bowl, boys. 

Full tone give to the jovial song ; 
To mirth the first awakes the soul, boys. 

The second its delights prolong. 
While here, withjovous triendship glowing. 

Each face arrayed in mirth appears. 
Still keep the smiling goblet flowing. 

Whilst Harmony salutes our ears. 

Still keep the smiling goblet flowii^^, &€• 

Thus to life's joys good souls devoted. 

When met, to moisten well their clay. 
The hour of night have never noted. 

Till Time bronght round his book next day ! 
And though Time then the hour might point out. 

At the old codger still they laughed. 
Bade him pass on, nor slip the joint out 

'Twixt Mirth and Friendship, while they quaffed 
Bade him pass on, nor slip the joint out, &c. 

Let not that foe to all good fellows 

Here with our hiendship interfere ; 
Nor when of Mirth's full chimes grown jealoui 

With his dull signals din our ear. 
While round our circling glass goes cheerly. 

Here vainly Time his hour-glass brings. 
Or if he urge his flight unfair!^. 

To our own length we clip his wings ! 

Or if ne urge his flight imfairly, &c. 

We have no leisure here for thinking. 

All that we leave to vulgar minds ; 
The nobler reason reigns in drinking. 

And there a floating sceptre finds. 
When at the plenteous board carousing, 

MThere royal red the bowl hath crowned. 
Mirth in our cups, true Joy espousing. 

Shows Care is at the bottom drowned! 

Mirth in our cups, true Joy espoosii^, 5cc 



O, THE PATH OF LIFE IS ROUGH AND 

DREAR. 

Air—" Lone*t yomtg Dream."— Miss Bryant.) 

O THE path of life is rough and drear 

Wheo hope is cone. 
And Sorrow, with a passing tear. 
Looks sadly on ! 

ThouKh many bowers 
Are decked with flowers. 
And all may still look green ; 
Yet, in a day. 
They fade away. 
In life's dark scene. 

Though Love may smile, and Joy adons 

Our youthful days, 
Still fleeting love oft bears a tborn* 
Its power decays ! 
For, like a ray 
Oi beauteous day. 
He sheds a heavenly light ! 
But soon the beam 
Is bat a gleam, 
j^nd all bmght. 
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Though Friendship's power* maj charm the 

brrast* 
To memory dear : 
Sull fell Deceit will oft infest. 
And c-aiise a tear ! 

Thus Care annoys 

AH mortal joys 
That yet hath ever been ! 

So let me close. 

In calm repose. 
This life's dark scene. 



IK BEN LIDERLYCK; 

OR, DE BEST TRADE Oh ALL BE A DUTCHMAN. 

Of all what strive to live and to thrive. 

And by cunning to overreach mm, 
Whethor trade bin dead, or trade bin alive, 

De best tfdde of all be a Dutchman ; 
De world he finh what he can get. 
Bat, all ) in fish in the Dutchman's net ; 

Ik ben liderlyck, du bist liderlyck, 
Saick snack lidcrlyck a ly — te. 

We trade wid the Yankey, we deal wid ihc Scut, 
And cheatcn de tain and de ticther. 

We cheatrn de Jew, aye and better dan dat. 
We cheaten well ein aniethcr. 

And at Amsterdam, when hy com dere. 

We cheaten de devil, dat's all fair ; 

Ik ben liderlyck, &c. 

Mynheer can drinkt, for drunk by chaunce. 

Mynheer by chaunce can caiper. 
But ik never take mine frow to daunce. 

Till somebody pay de pieper ; 
And when een koopman hold his haund, 
I pud" mine pipe, and I nicht fersteun i 

Ik ben lyderlyck, &c. 

D** s*Tanger comt for de fish dat's nice. 

And he looken as sharp as donder, 
I praice mine goods, and I take mine price, 

And I sells him stinking floimder. 
Den he call dief, and I say yaw, 
Wid mine haund to de gelt comme sa ; 

Ik ben liderlyck, &c. 



«^^^^^^^ 



LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY. 

Beneath the earth, in her lonely caves. 

And across the unsheltered moor. 
Above the rocks where the tempest raves. 

And along the wide watered shore ; 

And by tangled forest, and craggy hill. 

The haunts where the tigers prey, 
Tlirough pain and peril, undaunted still. 

Love will find oat the way ! 

You may think him timid, so fast he flies. 

And speaks with a tone so mild ; 
Yon may deem that darkness has veiled his eyes. 

Or believe him a simple child ! 

But if she, whose beauty is love's delight. 
Be concealed from the beam of day. 

Set a thousand guards on that lady bright, — 
Love will find out the way t 

Without a guide, and without a clue, 
Throui^h the realms of unmeasured space. 

Where the dove herself, that returns so true. 
Would be lost in her airy race ; 

Though the night-wind sweep, or the chill rain 
fall. 

Or the sun dart his fiercest ray. 
Oh ! love, unconquered, will speed through all, 

Jjore will find out the way ! 



THOUGH I AM NOW A ATSRY LITTI B 

LAD. 

Air—" The WhUe CocAo<fe."— (O'Keefe.) 

Though I am now a very little lad, 

A nd fighting men cannot be had ; 

For want of a better I may do. 

To follow the bovs with a rat Ut too ; 

I may seem tender, yet I'm tough. 

And though not much of me, I'm right good ftnS 

Of tliis I'll boast, say more who can, 

I never was afraid to lace my man. 

I'm a chickabiddy see. 

Take me now now now, 

A merry little he. 

For your row dow dow. 
Brown Bess HI knock about, oh! that's my joy. 
With a knapsack on my back like a roving boy. 

In my tartan plaid a younc soldier view. 

My philibeg, and dirk, and bonnet blue ; 

Give the word and I'll march where you command 

Noble Serjeant, with a shillii^; then strike my hand 

My capuin when he takes his glass. 

May like to toy with a pretty lass ; 

For such a one I've a roguish eye, 

Jlell never want a girl when I sm hy. 

I'm a chickabiddy see. 



Tliough a barber has never yet mowed my chin. 
With my great broad sword I long to begin j 
Cut, slash, ram, dam, oh! glorious fun ; 
For a gun pip-pop, change my little pop-gan. 
The foes should run like geese in flocks ; 
Kven Turks should fly like Turkey cocks : 
Wherever quartered I shall be. 
Oh! zounds! how 111 kiss my landlady. 

I'm a chickabiddy see, ftc 



YES; A TRUER LOVE AT HOME. 
(Tianslated from the Spanish by Mr. Bowfiag.) 

My love no more to England, 
To England now shall roam. 

For I have a better, sweeter love. 
Yes ! a truer love at home. 

I want no fair-cheeked damsel there 

To bind me in love again j 
To seek a cold and distant fair 

Were time employed in vain : 
So then in search of Cupid 

I'll not to England roam. 
For I have a better, sweeter love. 

Yes ! a truer love at home. 

Though Fortune cheat me as she will. 

Some pleasures will remain ; 
Though she trifle with the sun and moon. 

Yet in her treacherous train 
111 go no more to England 

In search of a kinder doom ; 
For I have a better, sweeter love. 

Yes ! a truer love at home. 

If I should visit England, 

111 hope to find them true : 
For a love like mine deserves a wreath. 

Green and immortal too. 
But O they arc proud, those English dame 

To all who thither roam. 
And I have a better, sweeter love. 

Yes ! a truer love at home. 
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Thry ipcat &e da?. 

From chuKbing to the MddLaj, O. 
Finl.boak Ln hud, came father Qiiipca, 

WUb the bride'i didda, the baillie, O ; 
While all the waj to church the pipea 

Struck op a lilt h gaily. O. 



And aturdy Pal, 

And merry Morgan Murphy, O, 

And Hurdock Megp, 

And TirLough Skeggi, 

K'Lochlan. iiid Dick Diu^, O. 

Aad [hcp the giria dreaaed oai in vbil 

Led OD by fad O'Reilly, O. 

All jigging, ai the neiry pipaa 

Slreck up a lilt ao gaily, O. 



To the end of the worid and after, O. 
Then tenderly her hand he gripea. 

And kiuea her genteelly, O, 
While all in tunc, themeity pipra 

Struck up a lilt (D gaily, 0. 



And a lavinc niddar of whiikey, ) 



Ati open or ba 
Waanothingalall, 
Compared lo the ilyle of iheir dancing. 
And then to lee old iHlher QuipH 

Beat lime with hii •b>-llelagh. O, 
While the chanter with hit metrj pipM 
Slrock up a lill 10 gaily, O. 
And now the knot 
So tipn are rot. 
Thoyll ri 



) ileep wiihout racking. O ; 



Vow graTftiy prepare 
Pot throvini of the itocking, O ; 

And mniid ID be inn didn't go the IwipM 
At the bHde'a aipenie ao fteely, O, 

While to wiih them good night the meny pipM 
Struck up a lill •■> gaily, O. 



THE WISH. 
(Ropt^) 



a fall, (hall linger aeaT. 
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Around my ivied porch shall spring 
Each fragrant flower that decks tne dew ; 

And Lacy at her wheel shall sing. 
In russet gown and apron blue. 

The village-chorch among the trees. 
Where first our marriage>vows were given. 

With merry peals shall swell the breeze. 
And point with taper spire to heaven. 



I 



LAWYER GRUFTYKOTZ, HIS WIFE, 
MAID, AND THE WONDERFUL DOCTOR. 

Siddons. 

Lawyer Gruftykott, of ourtown. 
Married a beauty of high renown. 

A gentle loving soul ; 
To eain her heart all wav« he tried. 
And soon he got on her blind side,— 

She was blinder than a mole ! 

The lawyer had a maid called Grace ; 
He ogled Grace before her facef 

For a month away he hies. 
A travelling doctor pasting through. 
Came Madam Gruf^kots to view. 

And he couched my lady's eyes. 

When Lawyer Gruftykotz came back. 
He gave his maid a eentle smack : 

You brute, my lady cries, — 
Mr. Gruftykotx, no longer think 
Upon your naa|;hty ways 111 wink. 

You'll find I ve got my eyes ! 

Ye married men, take warning straight. 
From lawyer Gruftykotz's fate. 

If married joys you pri*e j 
And do not have so litue Grace, 
To kiss the maids before her face. 

Lest your wife should find her eyes. 



Fair ladies, when often yoa're scornful, and fn% 

(And such things, you know, have been laid 
your sex,) 
What is it ? — why only poor man to bring down, 

And show, now and then, you can cruelly ve 
But, prithee, be kind, to ^our pow'r more blind, 

And since you can cham us whenever yon liki 
When love is sincere, let mercy appear. 

And the colours of fickleness speedily strike. 
Sweet woman ! dear woman \ I 

Fair ladies, we can't live without you, 'tis true, 

Nor you without us— that 111 frankly x«veal ^ 
Nay, do not deny it, or else if you do — 

ril tell all I know, for your pulses I feeL 
Bat come, come, I see to the truth you agree. 

And now my advice, as your doctor. 111 give 
When you're lov^, and that true, let us find it 
you. 

And happy youll all be as long as yon live. 
Sweet woman! dear woman! £ 



I SAW THEE WEEP. 

(Lord Byron.) 

I SAW thee weep— the big bright tear 

Came o'er that eye of blue. 
And then, methought, it did appear 

A violet dropping dew : 
I saw thee smile — Uie sapphire's blare 

Beside thee ceased to shine ; 
It could not match the living rays 

That filled that glance of thine. 

As clouds from yonder sun receive 

A deep and mellow dye. 
Which scarce the shade of coming eve 

Can banish from the sky ; 
Those smiles, unto the moodiest mind. 

Their own pure joy impart ; 
Their sunshine leaves a glow behind. 

That lightens o'er the heart. 



THE LADIES' PHYSICIAN. 

(Upton.) 

Fai B ladies, I am a physician by trade, 

A doctor, M.D. and of hearts, if you please. 
Not a quadc, 'pon my honour, but regular made. 

And have a diploma to prove my d^^rees. 
80, prithee, beware, for tnily I swear 

I know all your cases, complaints, and disease : 
And if youll attend, I'll act like a friend. 

And ask in return bat your smOea for my fees. 
Sweet woman! dear woman! 
Thajoyof our lives. 



THE BOATSWAIN CALLS. 

(Dibdin.) 

The boatswain calls, the wind it fair ; 
The anchor heaving. 
Our sweethearts leaving. 

We to our duty must repair. 
Where our station well we know. 

Cast off halliards from the cleets. 

Stand by well, dear all the sheets ; 
Come, my boys. 
Your handspikes poise. 

And ^ive one general huzza. 

Yet sighing as you puU away. 

For the tears ashore that fiow. 

To the windlass let us go. 
With yo ! heave ho ! 

The anchor coming now a-peak. 

Lest the ship, striving. 

Be on it driving, 
TThen we our tap'ring ^rards must seek. 
And back the fore top-sail well we know» 
A pleasing duty, irom aloft" 
Wc faintly see those charms where oft. 

When returning. 

With passion burning. 
We fondly gaze tho'se eyes that seem 
In parting with big tears to stream. 
But come, lest ours as fast should flow. 
To the windlass once more go. 
With yo ! heave ho ! 

Now the ship is under weigh. 

The breeze so willing 

The canvas filling. 
The prest triangle cracks the stay. 
So taught to haul the sheet we know ; 
And now in trim we gaily sail. 
The massy beam receives the gale j 

While freed from duty. 

To his beauty. 
Left on the less'ning shore afar, 
A fervent sigh heaves every tar. 
To thank those tears from him that flow. 
That from his true love he should go. 
With yo ! heave, yo ! 



THE EXPOSTULATION. 

Air—" II est trap lord."— (W. Ball.) 

Ah! why delay? Sweet maid, the dnriceiuii 
hour 
Too soon descends 011 Life's fair summar daj; 
Too early fades Youth's every tender flower;— 
Seize, then, their sweett while yet th«y biratli 
of May. 
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rhink'st thou, at will, to brave of love the power, f 
Or with thy tmiles his lightning shafts to sway ? 

Oh, nrmph deceived! come from thy guarded 
Dower, 
Bo wisely kind, and list a lover's lay. 

Love once defied, alas ! what tearful shower. 
What sighs can e'er his wrathful fires allay ? 

Vainly our victim hearts before him cower. 
Vengeful he flies, — £»r ever flies away ! 

Oh ! blest with grace and truth, thine angel dower. 
Formed for his worship, haste thy vows to pay ; 

Come thou, nor heed what envious shadows lour. 
While love's own radiance waits thy onward 
way. 



DARBY M'SUANE'S VISIT TO LONDON. 

Air—" Sprig of SWWa^*."— (Lawler.) 

With a dozen thirteens in a nice paper-bag, 
I came up to London without a dry rag. 

On a fine summer's day, in a shower of rain ; 
But all that I saw I thought devilish queer. 
At a place called Cheap-aide they sell every thing 

dear ; 
And as I came over the harvest to rovw, 
I went to Com-hii\, where I looked like an ape. 

Och ! there was no harvest for Darby M* Shane. 

What a comfort it was that my patience was 

rroof, 
met with a coach without ever a roof. 
Full of ladies, who tittered at Darby M* Shane ; 
I wanted to go to St. Giles's that day: 
So 1 axed of the coachman to show me the way, 
.And offered to trate him — but sharp was the word. 
The man on the coach-box I found was a lord. 
There was fine botheration for Darby M* Shane. 



In a shop full of pictures I stopped for to stare. 
When a thief picked my pocket, and, faith, he 
took care 

To lam not a copper for Darby M' Shane. 
But a beautiful cruhtre, to soften my grief. 
Fell in love with my person, it was my belief \ 
But when she found out that my cash was all 

flown, 
Och hone ! to be sure, how she altered her tone, 

And she swore like a trooper at Darby M' Shane. 

*rhen a gentleman meeting a lady so gay, 
Ue wished her good morning at tour in the day ; 
Och ! that can't be grammar, said Darby 

M'Shane. 
Talk of blunders in Ireland, it's only a hum. 
When such plenty are found if to England you 

come ; 
English bulls, too, yonll find, bat, in troth, to be 

brief. 
They are not half so good as your English roast 

beef ; 
Och ! that don't offend Mr. Darby M'Shane. 

But though Enslish fashions we don't understand. 
While orioc and good harmony reign in this land. 
You II ne'er hear a murmur from Darby 

M'Shane. 
May England ne'er want the brave boys of the 

sod 
To carry a musket or carry the hod ; 
As for Ireland, where wholesome ahellela^ does 

grow. 
There the devil himself, in the shape of a foe, 
Wo«ld get dmeesUlg leathered by Daiby M'ShuM. 



THE BIRTH OF WOMAN. 
(T. Moore.) 

YoD both remember well the day 

When unto Eden's new-made bowers. 
He, whom all hving things obey. 

Summoned his cfiief angelic powers 
To witness the one wonder yet. 

Beyond man, angel, star, or sun. 
He must achieve, ere he could set 

His seal upon the world as done — 
To see the last perfection rise. 

That crowning oi Creation's birth. 
When, 'mid the worship and surprise 
Of circling angels, woman's eyes 

First opened upon heaven and earth ; 
And from their lids a third wau sent 
That through each living spirit went 
Like first light through the firmament 

Can von forget how gradual stole 
The msh-a wakened breath of soul 
Throughout her perfect form — which teemed 
To grow transparent, as there beamed 
That dawn of mind within, and caught 
New loveliness from each new thought 
Slow as o'er summer seas we trace 

The prosreas of the noontide air. 
Dimpling its bright and silent face 
Each minute into some new grace. 

And varying heaven's reflation there ; 
Or, Uke the light of eveniiw, stealing 

O'er some fair temple, which all day 
Hath slept in shadow, slow revealing 

Its several beaaties, ray br ray. 
Till it shines out, a thing to bless. 
All full of light and lovMinees. 



THE DANCING MASTER'S DESCRIPTlOIT 
OF A BATTLE. 

(Prince Hoare.) 

I've carried arms through lands a£ar, 

France, Italy, and Spain ; 
And many a wound, and many a icar» 

I carry home again. 
I never loved a single lot. 

The more the merrier chanee ; 
So the women I courted, the men I shot» 

And the nrls I taught to dance. 
It happened once I called a dance. 

My musket in my hand ; 
The troops were ordered to advance. 

And all to heed command. 
Now here the plaguy chance admire. 
As strange as e er you read of ; — 
The Serjeant called— Present Arms !— Fii% 

I did, and shot my partner's head off. 
O ! then what a hurry skurry. 

My ruin they seemed to delight in ; 
Twas hard to decide in the flurry. 
Who was dandnc, and who was fight tf. 
In came the soldiers. 
Head and shoulden ^ 
Helter, skelter, 
- Routing, shonting , 
Croeaing, forming, 
Chargiag, atonBiiif . 
Now they foot it, left and ri^t. 
Now they're out «rf order mute ; 
Bead and sink, bat not to low. 
Now theyVa all too moch of a row. 
Forward hop, 
Badcward pop; 
There they go. 
Toe and heel now they joBble* 
Now thef reel, now the^ ■tonhik^ 
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Now advance. 

What's the dance T 

Order handy. 

Drops of brandy ; 

Stand at ease. 

Battered peas ; 

Now parade. 

White cockade ; 

To right wheel, 

Duncan's reel ; 

To the left dress. 

Mad Bess ; 

Rank and file. 

Mouth of the Nile : 

Fall back, 

Paddy whack ; 

Order arms, 

Suky's charms ; 

Wheel to the right. 

Jack's delight ; 

March away. 

Devil to Pay ; 

Fire a volley. 

Charming Molly. 
Fire away, soldiers, fire away, sailors, 

Play the Devil among the Tailors ; 
Cling, clang, bang, bang, criule, crattle. 
How folks dance about in a iMUtle. 



WOMAN'S TEARS. 
Air—" It there a Heart that never loeedV' 

Hard is the heart that never felt for woman in dis- 
tress. 

And cold the breast that never throbbed to make 
her sorrows less ; 

For mem*t careu, and mam t ddight, was lovely 
tDomoN bom; 

And curst be he, where'er he moves, can treat her 
worth with scorn ! 

The tear that starts from Virt%ie*i eye, like a hea- 

• en.'y pleader falls ; 
The breath that breathes in Virtue's sigh for num*t 

protection calls ; 
And he who can those tears withstand, thai sigh, 

unmonedt can hear. 
Should ne'er be blest with woman's smiles, to woman 

ne'er be dear. 



THE HAPPY JEW. 

(Miss Bryant.) 

My father he kept a clothes-shop and a stand. 
His name it vas Moses, of Israel's land ; 
My mother vas Rachael, the daughter of Ben, 
Who kept a big stall down in Rosemary-Lane. 
And I vas their son, a sweet Hebrew boy. 
Till my father he died, and I lost every joy. 
For he left me no money, and died in a smash. 
But I soon found the method of raising the cash. 

8POKEN.] Yes, for vhile de other little boys 
weredirting their fardens at pitch-in-the-hole, I 
▼as at home, mending a hole in my jacket, or dirt- 
ing de brass buttons, to take de flats in by passing 
them for old farthinfi:s : and den, vat did 1 do? Thy, 
I bought a penn'orm of Prumma^m pall with 'em, 
and making a bad shillins look vite, I passed it at 
the chandler's shop, and so, like a true-hearted 
Jew, I made a good shilling out of an old button^ 
and sung — 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Ven a poy, I waf clever at brushing the clothes^ 
At barking, and leadl^ each lool by the nose ; 



But, growing up pigger, 'twas soon time to think 
How to take in the flau, and to handle the chink ; 
Which 1 did, spite of all de queer tricks they mi^ 

show. 
Though they bid me eat pork, and dey c hri s t ra fd 

me Mo! 
But I peat all the boys, and I licked all the men; 
And then, laughing, 1 bid them call oat *' perlT 

agen. 

Spoken.] Oh! how pleasant it is to see me and 
my little dear vife dnnking our coffee every ni^t, 
and frying the flat fish, to make a good sapper for 
the shildren — and to see 'em all coming home : — 
there's Sanmiy sells slippers in St, PaolVCharch- 
yard — Joey cries heart-cakes in Cheapside — Becky 
sells oranges at the Mansion-house — and littie 
Isaac carries about Dutch sealing-wax, made in 
Duke's Place — vhile I sings— 

Tol de vol, &C. 

With every trinket I vishes to meet. 

And I cries my old clothes round each London 

street, 
Vhile down all the areas I bawU— '' Go's a 

shange !" 
Though I oft get my nose, dears, bit off as I rai^. 
Though Uiey calls me a Jew, sure I know what I 

am, 
I'm Yedekin bom, and I don't vant to sham. 
Though pray what's the matter with Christian or 

Jewf— 
I only want money, and so do they too. 

Spoken.] But, pless my heart, when Sk a bt tk 
comes I doesn't care, for I dresses myself like a 
gentleman, in my pest clothes — go to Skoel — say 
my prayers — come home — eat all the cold roust, 
with my dear ulca wife and the pretty shildren— 
then go and beg some orders from the peifocmen, 
who owe me all the money, and in the evenii^ 
take my vife and the pretty shildren to the boxes, 
where nobody can tell we are Jews till they look at 
the tips of our noses — and sing 

Tol de rol, &c. 

O, STAY, SWEET WARBLING WOODLARK. 

STAY. 
Air—" Loch-Erroch Side."— (Bums.) 

O STAY, sweet warbling woodlark, stay. 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray, 
A hapless lover courts thy lay. 

Thy soothii^ fond complaining. 
Again, again, that tender part. 
That I may catch thy melting art. 
For surely that wad touch her heart, 

Wha kills me wi' disdaining. 

Say, was thy little mate unkind. 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
O, nought but love and sorrow joined. 

Sic notes o' woe could wauken ! 
Thou tell'st of never-ending care. 
Of speechless grief, and dark despair : 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair. 

Or my poor heart is broken ! 



THE COLLIER'S WINDLASS. 
(Emery.) 

You may talk about singing Italian songs. 

And hear them for me, for all that w 1, 
I'd as soon change a fiddle for poker and t<»g|i. 

Drum and fife for the clack of a mill. 
As the song of our tars, when with uidonr they 
bum. 

The windlass to man, high and low. 
The ponderous block seems to groan at eadi 

As they cheerily sinr. y«^, ha' yeo 
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While at Spithead we lay with a homeward-boiuul 
fleet, 

Awaitir)ff the turn of the tide. 
We bowA'd ap the Nancy, so rakish and neat. 

You'd ha' sworn she was Neptune's own bride ; 
Hark ! the convoy has fir'd — see her topsail loose. 

Like the hen with her brood all in tow ; 
Ev'ry hand quits his birth, e'en the cook his 
caboo$e, 

For the glorious sing out, yeo, ha' yeo. 

rhe waves, in contention, our ship seem'd to court. 

She disdainfully Ictt them behind ; 
Those numberless suitors she turned into sport. 

Owning none but her favouring wind : 
And when the sou'- wester sprang up, d ye see, 

80 well the loved gale did she know, 
lliat Sunderland soon we had under our lee. 

And stood ap the harbour, yeo, ha' yeo. 

The pier with our wives and our sweethearts is 
lined. 
To zreet us on jumping on shore. 
Each ble4sing the gale as propiuous and kind. 

So soon their loved tars to restore : 
Now my notion of songs you may call a wrong 
fancy. 
But I will as plump say ye, no. 
For the sing out, that draws tears of joy from my 
Nancy's 
The happy returning yeo, ha' yeo. 



OH! TIS LOVE. 

Oh ! 'tis love, 'tis love, 'tis love. 

That rules us so completely. 
Oh! 'tis love, 'tis love, 'tis love. 

Commands and we obey. 

Love is the sweetest, dearest pleasure ; 

Love rivals every other charm ; 
Love makes the miser yield his treasure i 
Love e'en the stoic's heart can warm. 
In deserts the wildest. 

O'er mountains or in plains. 
Where summer is mildest. 
Or winter ever reigns. 

Oh ! tis love, &c. 

What in the palace or the hovel 
Chases so ouickly care away ? 
What is the theme of every novel t 
What is the plot of every play t 
What keeps the carriage 

Of many a modem miss. 
And makes even marriace 
Someihittt a state of bliss t 

Oh! 'tis love, &c 



^00^^^^^^ 



THE MOST GLORIOUS OF TEMPLES 
GIVES NAME TO FREEMASONS. 

Let us sing to the honour of those 
Who baseness and error oppose : 
Who, from sages and magi of ojd. 
Have got secrets which none can unfold ; 
Whilst thmugh life's swift career. 
With mirth and good cheer. 
We're revelling. 
And levelling 
The monarch, till he 

Says our joys far transcend 
What on tKrones do attend. 
And thinks it a glory with us to be fre«. 

The wisest of kings paved the way. 
And his precepts we keep till this day ; 
The most glorious of temples gave name 
To Freemasons, who still keep thttr fame. 

Though no prince did 

tt: fseat and to wise \ 



Yet in falling. 
Our calling 
Still bore high applause \ 

And though darkness o'emin 
The face of the sun. 
We, diamond like, blazed to illumine the caoie. 



HOW SWEET 'TIS TO FOLLOW THE 
ECHOfVG HORN. 

When the mom stands \a tiptoe, "twixt mountain 

and sk^. 
How sweet 'tis to follow the hounds in full cry ; 
When the bright sparkling dew-drops the meadows 

adorn. 
How sweet 'tis to follow the echoing horn. 

Tantara, &c. 

Yet greater the please re, when ove leads the way, 
A nymph to pursue that's more bright than the 

day; 
But the joys are divine, when, pursuing, we find 
The nymph is o'ertaken, — the fair one is kind. 

Tantara, &c. 



TAFFY AND GRIDDY. 

(Dibdin.) 

Aberoav'ny is fine, Aberysthwith also. 

And the lasses are fine, when to market they go ; 

The birds and the pretty finches sing fine in the 

grove. 
But the finest bird of all is the little rogne luff; 
Luff me I pray you now, luff me as yoa» life. 
And TafiFy and Griddy shall sooq be man and wife. 

The mountains are high, and the falleys are low. 
And from Radnor to Glamorgan's a long fay to co ; 
But I'd CO, and I'd run, and I'd fly, and I^d rove» 
If when I came there I should meet with my luff. 

Luff me I pray you now, &c. 

Toil and labour is hard, and the time's very long. 
From the lark's pretty chant to the nightingale s 

•on?; 
But I'd toil and I'd labour throughout the whole 

year. 
And tmnk it a day were I blessed with my dear. 

Luff me I pray you now, &c. 

THE NOTE-BOOK ; 

OR, THE MISERIES OF TRAVELUNO FOR PLEASURE. 

Air—" ITetf, wetf, loy no More."— (B. J. B. Box.) 

As all travellers may. 
More or lees on their way. 
Like myself meet with people of queer and cramp 
fancies. 

Who their patience may fret. 
While their pnrset they sweat. 
And lead their baulked hopes through sobm odd 
crooked dances ! 
So I'll briefly recovnt. 
The whole grievous amount. 
From my Note-Book, of all the disasters tha 
vexed me. 
When I went for my health. 
To thti waste of my wealth. 
Let me see ; (looking at book,) oh ! item i. Jum 
21st, six o'docL 

Spoken.] Morning, could not eat breakfast, too 
eariy, quite sick, off by Cheltenham coach without 
it; very qualmish and swimming in the head, 
empt^ stomach and moticm of vehicle, s u ppose. 
Nothing particular, except an old lady's noat 
bleeding upon my white kerseymeres, till item ii.~ 
coach inn, table spread for parlour pssscnirrs. 



VttlVliltJiAL SUNGSTER; 
id); CDOkvd 
, and [Eld J 



■nil Imknl lUlei cmhy lalU 

liu licela, wiih Iwo pUtci for 

to Uke it, ciucb »>dy [o lur 

mouthfol ]Fct, qiiile lUrvcd, '■ con'f Adv i(, 

mrn, lim^i tip yom lie, ani mult JO." Half-i-< 



Mb, lU gnimblin^ . Hem iii.— Slj. Quiktr, nol 
be done, h>d whipped a duck into hif pocket- 



qniienw! D d luck, that! Iieip iv. — Arnred 

in Chellcnhun, night, tupped ud ilepl it the 

head inn; d d bad lupper tnd * wnne bed! ! 

Did not fbiget lo chaije enough though, all 

'While nothing but ill luck and cnun petplexed 



Eithrr well, good or cheap, 
I va) hoaxed I Even Irvine a fatij* d'luil4 ii 

Charged ID high for my ihare 

Of the acauly bad fan. 
That " with Chelleoham I've done," then, 
"if ihiaiiit!" 

So I packed up that nighi, 

OS to Bath and Hot Welli^ I ^r ^eo^ ■, 



Spoken.] A miierablE affair that, for pleaiare ! 

httlnru-e,(lailiiiigatN<ile~BBBk.) Ayeiitemv. 
"-Journey lo Balh, or forlj mjlei ii, Sfipen honrt, 
by [he Eipcdilian ; vhea we caoie lo CAL^E the 
coachman was not ABLE, at it appeared, to drive 
any farther, too drunk to ait on the bon, ao tum- 
bled otf and avetlumed the coach ; great ihock 

and a ladv'a pug puppy killed ', nffered very much 
myself; ihoogh 1 eicaped with whole bonea, did 

with coaih-glaai, quite detanged the ecDnomy of 

.. ^jT i^j^j (ri,h,,ii|y 

looking giaiair Poal- 
e to pKKced ; poor Hiai Mac Dappleditl cry- 
riolently all the way ; " md iSmg, ma'am," 



hornhle when I ii 



bed, back » 
iheetfoi 
■iblel CI 



II Balb, t< 



ke couch aleeping at 
en with boiling wati 






plotting. 






Breakfut, child palled 
leg., and ailed my alip- 
imped up and left the 
d hard- but 
lei 'gainit pleaaure waa 



» at Bath, 
-lib. 
Then I thought it high time for reloraiDg to Lon- 

"'Por,"»aidI, "if lata., 
I ihaU be hniTlQd away," 
And in body and pocket be miaerably iindojM '" 
So I there hind a hack. 
That I aafc might get back, 

jjugli of the atage-coach. 






nn> M^'ii^^M OP HIKTH. 

Spoken.] A few more pleaaantly miienUe 
itema! Let me nfer; (laMmg ol Jfou-Btet.) 
Yet ; hen WE have Ihem. Item vii.—AufuM 23d. 
morning lea o'clock, br«akfaated before ataitin^ 
jouraej from Bath Pump-Roam) lo Blaomibary- 
aquan ; brown pad hack with a white face, ta 

dence happily hil; nice io:i Irotliog thing; li«- 
velled a* eaiy on the laddle ai if I had hiied a 

Item viii Came to pond hv road aide, hot wea- 

Iher, thought Lightfoot was dry by hia travelling as 



and windy ; dothei aoon dried again ; iiwl one of 
hil aho« m the mud, and/mud he had but three fm 
to go on with I Item ii.— That night we reached 
Mii-borDugh, curaedly manltd with the awd et 
eUiog ; put up at FoX Inn, and iraU- 



m-to bed AM. after a cold (upper. Item a. — ■fen 
moniing, Auga>tS4lh,oSwilliautbnakfait; r^ariv 
mileain jetren hourt Aord riding; arrived at Bun. 

Srford half itarved : took coffee and eggi at the 
u and Chicken) ; I had a abort bill, ud laad- 
lord a long face ; out in reckoning ; ihou^it ha 
had a pigeonIopluck,>uppoKl Item xi. — KMhiag 
MriUfw, except a atiS enn with fioggiag Ughlfaot, 
all earn going, only an odd tumble near T^bny 
toU-gale, till come to ilaiiini;; tno dark to md 
the aigoi ; lale, and every home abut up ; at lax 
" ' .....' ^^^ ^ jj^ ^^ ■■la.rfli 



Item 111.— Aogutt S5th, qoli 

a ttraighl road ; Q)hH;aria, c 
tandem) ; curaedly awkwan 
all the way ; at la)l jHclted 
Iti) life than a lobtterl liei 
joiced when I got [ 



e d«ni in the mnth; 



lioS 



aoney; dmip. 
neaiE hue ftoi 
■a pale aa a Iii 



vkiofmiaerv! Spent aO 
Jl my atamlna ; toat al 

le back to Bloomaboryll 



TOBACCO, GItOC, AMD FLIP. 

(T. Dibdm.) 
WhaTE'ER ihe plBuiiiEi known on abore. 
They have no charm) !nr me ; 






And round for me the globe may paat, 
When tired of land, out pocketa low. 

With will alert, we itecr 
O'er hoalile leai, ettack the toe. 

Our priis in tow, we're all agog 
For freah tobacco, flip, and grog : 
In port each teekt hii fav'rite laai. 
And bid* the world onhetdod paa* 



Their Mationa worth a fig. 
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While I've tobacco, grog, and flip. 
An easy gale, a tight-built ship, 
A friend that's tnie, a fav'rite lass. 
The globe unheeded round may pass. 



BE WISE WHILE YE MAY, TO THE LODGE 
COME AWAY. 

(Driver.) 

The loud tnunp of Fame willing ushers the day 
When Cam's social sons first in friendship en* 
twined, 
Whon Honour and Truth lent a kind*rd ray, 

T' enlighten the heart which to viitne inclined. 
AU bless the great hour, and hailed the blessed 

power. 
And prayed smiling Providence ever to shower 
Those blessings which only descend from above — 
Truth, charity, friendship, and brotherly lore. 

Though lime makes the dull sordid mortal repine. 

And each fleeting moment his ploasun^ annoy. 
Such vot'ries of fouy ne'er mot at my shrine. 
Where mirth, love, and friendship, thoae mo- 
ments enjoy. 
Be wise while ye may, to our lodge come away. 
Where Friendship, with smiles as celestial as day. 
Will give you her hand, and a blessing impart, 
Uliich every true brother will lock in his heart. 

ThoQch Envy in brotherly form should asaaO, 

And Malice attempt our true hearts to divide. 
Yet Friendship defies all their arts to prevail. 
Not formed to enjoy, thev will ever deride. 
Still Friendship divine refulgent shall shine. 
Since Charity's laurels her brow do entwine^ 
And hail her triumphant on earth to arise. 
Till Time shall return her again to the skiea. 

Since life's rosy hour's so fleet on the wing. 
And friendship and love can felicity give. 
In innocent mirth let us joke, drink, and sing. 
And the summer of youth cannot fade whiM we 
live. 
This toast be most dear, " the virtuous fair !" 
To them we will ever be true and sincere ; 
May they, when this lodge re-assembled above^ 
For ever unite us in friendship and love. 



DENNIS M*KIRTIB. 

(Charlotte Nooth.) 

" Och! Dennis M*Kirtie, 

Your brogues are so dirty, 

YoQ can never come into the halL" 

'< Sure, Judy O'Grady, 

111 speak to my lady ; 

Will I stand in the lobby and bawl ? 

" Barring whiskey and whey, 
I've ate nothing to day. 

No gossoon in the land could go faster; 
No man, bavin, or beast. 
Could be making more haste 

If be ran to the wake of his master. 

" Now, to tell yon my case. 

Clean and out o' the face, 
A small accident happened me now ; 

To make no more pother, 

I've kUt my own brother. 
And I'd best hide away from the nm,* 

" Poor cnUm I and did ye ? 
Who was it that bid ye f 
Ah ! now Dennis, Too've not kilt him dMul !" 
" Sure mvself does not know, 
Twas the deuce of a blow. 
A«d it somehow fell right on hit head.** 



" How came ye to fight ? 

Ye were friends t'other night." 
" Och ! sure 1 can't tell you, my honey ; 

One word brought another. 

Then came such a pother, 
Mnrtagh bothered like m&d for his money. 

*' Sure, (said I,) be caniini. 

The thirteens are all apint. 
And, bad luck to me, laughed in his face ; 

So he outs with his knite. 

And I thought, on my life. 
He'd have left mc for dead on the plaee. 

" By the holy, 'tis true ; 

So then, >%hat could I do ? 
Shellelagh s< on bade him be^ quiet ^ 

So I thought it my best 

To come here without rest. 
And be hiding awiy from the rioC 

*« So, Judy O'Cjrady, 

I'll tpake to my lady. 
Sweet soul f she was nnrst by my mother. 

And she'll make me to stay 

Till it's all done away. 
Don't she know I'm her own foster-brother f^ 



•» 



}iOW, WAS NOT THAT PROVOKING? 

Young Colin is a gentle swain, beloved by all 

who know him ; 
To win my heart he strives in vain, for I no kind« 

ness show him. 
This mom he urged, I still refused ; but I was only 

joking: 
Away he went — left me confused — now, was not 

that provoking ? 

But should he fancy, silly youth ! his coolness will 

perplex me. 
He is mistaken ; for, in truth, his absence ne'er 

shall vex me. 
Next time we meet 111 nothing say, although with 

anger choking. 
That woman should to man give way I vow is qoite 

provoking. 

YOUNG DICK. THE SHOEMAKER, AND 
THE FAITHFUL PEGGY SLADE. 

Young Dick he was as nice a blade 

As any you would see ; 
He fell in love with Peggy Slade 

As they were drinking tea ; 
But, as they walked down the Strand, 

A scigoant thev did meet. 
Who took young Dickev by the Aontf, 

Who then took to his/esl. 

The sergeant after him did run. 

He caught him in a court. 
If you will come to teni for tun, 

I'll treat yon with some pttft; 
I've got a sliiUing in my fist. 

If you will it accept. 
Agreed, said Dick, I will enlist. 

With that young P«*ggy wt* pt. 

Then she did go her knees upou. 

And begged they'd him enlarge. 
Or Ut kim off, just like a grnm. 

And give him his ditckarae ; 
The seigeant's heart wa« hard »% fi'mi. 

But it had not a tpaik. 
And so had got nojire in't. 

So he left Peg in the dark. 

Oh, when they took vounc Dick am^y. 

And left her by herself. 
She cried her eyes quite sore, they say 

Oh, what a stupid elf , 
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And, when she found she wept in vain. 
She tried young Dick to catch. 

But oh, her heart was broke in twain. 
And she went out like a match. 



THE COBBLER A LA FRANCAISE. 
Air—" Deny Down:* 

A COBBLER tliere was, and he lived in a stall, 
Which served him for parlour, and kitchen, and 

every thing else ; 
No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate. 
No ambition had he, no, no creditors ai hit Hreet^ 

door. 

Deny down, &c. 

€ontented he was, and he thought himself happy. 
If at night he could purchase a.poi of good porter ; 
Oh, then, he would whistle and smg, too, most 

•weet, 
Sayix^, just to a hair 1 have made both ends come 

together. 

Deny down, &c. 

Bat love, the disturber of high and of low. 

He shoots at de peasant as well as de modkerofite. 

And he shot de poor cobbler right through de 

heart, 
1 wish he had shot at some more nobler situation. 

Derry down, &c. 

Twas from a cellar this archer did play, 
A buxom young damsel was always a keeping. 
Her eves shone like dimonts, she rose every day. 
Which sho de poor cobbler t'other side de sUteet' 
door. 

Derry down, &c. 

He sung her love-song as he sat at kis work. 

But she was hard-hearted as a Jew or a Mussei- 

man. 
And, if he spoke, she would flounce and would 

deai;. 
Which threw the poor cobbler into mektneholg, 

Derry down, &c. 

He took up his all that he had in the world. 

And to make away with himself he was determin- 

ed; 
But he pierced through the body instead of the 

soul. 
The poor cobbler he died — and the bell went bang 

bottq. 

Derry down, &c. 



COME NOT FOND LOVERS, ADORING 
THEE STILL? 

(Translated from the Dutch by J. Bowring.) 

Clara ! come, tell me what withers thy heart. 
That even enjoyments but sorrow impart. 
And say why it thus like a flow'ret decays. 
To which mom lends no dews and bright noontide 
no rays? 

Come not fond lovers, adorii^ thee still ? 
Dost thou not wander or rest at thy will ? 
And do not thy glances, wherever they fall. 
With mildness delight and with splendour enthral ? 

Zephyr breathes pleasantly over the meads. 
Playing through alders and talking to reeds, 
All merrily, merrily : merrily goes 
The wavelet that on to its summer-bank flows. 

See ! yon sweet blossoms, now opening gay. 
Bid thee be cheerful and smiling as they i 
The sun, too, invites thy young heart to be free. 
And casts down hit loveliest glance upon thee. 



But oh < if m vain they would chase for a while 
Thy griefi, and awaken joy's slnmbering smile. 
Command the gay sun and the waters to join. 
And the trees and the flow'reu, their bright fm 
to thine. 



FOR TO BE MERRY'S TO BE WISB. 

As swift as Time puts round the g^ass. 
And husband well life's little space. 
Perhaps ^our sun, which shines so br^ht. 
May set m everlasting night. 

Or, if the sun again should rise. 

Death, ere the mom, may close yovir eyes ; 

Then drink, before it be too late. 

And snatch the present hour from Fate. 

Come, fill a bumper, fill it round. 
Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound ; 
In these alone true wisdom lies. 
For to be merry's to be wise. 



MRS. BRIDGET SNIP. 

Mrs. Bridget loved a man, yet all cruel was he, 

Fol lol de rol, ftc 
For oh! hard-hearted tailor! he didn't love she, 

Fol lol, ftc 
Mrs. Bridget then resolved not to live, but to die, 

Fol lol, Ac 
And at twelve the next night to the nver did fly. 

Fol Id, &e. 

She walked in the stream neariy up to her knees, 

Fol lol, Ac 
While the stars twinkled bright, and the water did 
freese, 

Fol lol, ftc 
Mrs. Bridget made a pause to reflect on the sin, 

Fol lol, &c 
And, for the last time, took a small drop <rf gia. 

Fol lol, &c 

" Now, now, then, I go," Mrs. Bridget did rave. 

Fol lol, &c 
And was making a plunge to a wat'ry grave ; 

Fol lol, &c 
Now, now, then, aware the water would a throCLe, 

Fol lol. &c 
Mrs. Bridget tossed oflf the contents of the bottle. 

Fol lol, &c 

Mr. Snip then, by chance, he happened to diav 
near, 

Fol lol, &c 
When poor Mrs. Bridget cried " Farewell, m? 
dear!" 

Fol lol, &c 
" Oh, good bye, love !^ said he, when she, lott- 
ing him through, 

Fol lol, &c 
Cried, " You hard-hearted dog. 111 be d^-d if 1 
do." 

Fol lol, &c 



*»»^ 



THE UGLY OLD MAN, THE PRETTY MAID. 
AND THE PARROT. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

An ugly old man loved a pretty maid. 

And he was her guardian, remember. 
But she wouldn't have him she constandT sal4. 

For why should May marry Deoemftar f 
She persisted : so he, without why or wheraSwab 
Sent her into her chamber and locked the door; 
On a chair by the door she sat down to povU 
While her parrot kept crying " I can't ftl 
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The pillow she dressed in her own hat and gown. 
That he'd peep through the kev-hole still hoping. 
On the chair by the door sat the dressed pillow 
down. 
And then put the window wide open ; 
Then snug in a closet herself she hid. 
While peep through the key-hole he certainly did. 
And cried to the pillow, *' pretty lovey, why 

pout?" 
While the parrot made answer, '* I can't get out." 

Says he, ** lovey, be kind, and the bolt III 

draw," 
But the pillow wa'n't much for talking ; 
So he opened the door, and the trick he saw. 
And thought she'd through the window been 

walking ; 
Through the window the pillow he threw with a 

grin. 
While she slipped through the door and locked him 

in, 
C^ing, **guardee, good bye, youll follow, no 

doubt," 
While the parrot ciied for him, " I can't get out. 



»p 



^^^^^^^^ 



AND SO THE WORLD RUNS MERRILY 
ROUND WHEN PEACE DOTH SMILE 
UPON HER. 

(Jasper Fisher, 1693.) 

The sk^ is glad that stars above 

Do give a brighter splendour ; 
The stars unfold their 6aming gold. 

To make the ground more tender. 

The ground doth send a fragrant smell. 

That air may be the sweeter ; 
The air doth charm the swelling seas 

With pretty chirping metre. 

The sea with rivers' water doth 
Feed plants and flowers dainty ; 

Tlie plants do yield their fraittul seed. 
That beasts may live in plenty. 

The beasu do give both feed and cloth. 
That men high Jove may honour : 

And so the world runs merrily round 
When Peace doth smile upon her. 

Oh then ! then oh ! oh then ! then oh ! 

This jubil#^ last for ever; 
Tliat foreign spite, or civil figbt^ 

Our quiet trouble never. 



YES, ONCE MORE THAT DYING STRAIN. 
(H. K. White.) 

Yes, once more that dying strain, 
Anna, touch the lute for me ; 

Sweet, when pity's notes complain. 
Doubly sweet is melody. 

While the virtues thus inweave. 
Mildly soft the thrilling song ; 

Winter's long and lonesome eve. 
Glides, unseen, unfclt, along. 

Thus when life hath stolen away. 
And the wintry night is near ; 

Thus shall Virtue's iriendly ray. 
Age's closing evening cheer. 



MERRILY, MERRILY BOUNDS THE BARK. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

Merrily, merrily bounds the baik. 
She bounds before the gaU i 



The mountain-breeze from Bomadarch^ 

Is joyous in her sail. 
With fluttering sound like laughter, hoarse* 

The chords and canvass strain ; 
The waves divided by her force. 
In rippling eddies chased her course* 

As if they laughed again. 

Merrily, merrily bounds the bark. 

O'er the broad ocean driven. 
Her path by Rouen's mountains dark. 

The steersman's hand has given. 

Merrily, merrily goes the bark. 

On a breeze m>m the northward free ; 

So shoots the morning-sky the lark. 
Or the swan through the summer-sea. 

Merrily, merrily goes the bark. 

Before the gale she bounds ; 
So the dolphin from the sh4rk. 

Or the deer before the hounds. 



THE MERRY WAITER. 

(Cross.) 

At the very best of houses, where the best of peo- 
ple dine. 
And the very best of eatables they cater. 
Give the very best of spiriu, and decant the beat 
of wine, 
I attendt as a very merry waiter : 
f a table-cloth can spread. 
Neat decant my white and red. 
Manage matters with a rharm ; 
With a napkin under arm. 
Can a »km-Hint or tijoUtffeUow tell. 
Know whether he^l come down 
Gold, a tiMMtjft or a crown. 
So I treaU 'em as I finds 'em, ill or well ; 
And when noisy* roaring, drumming. 
Tingling, jingling, I cries coming. 

Spoken.] Going in, ma'am! Coming, sir!— - 
D — n the bells ! they are all a ringing at once. 

I'm a coming, coming, coming, comiaf « 
coming. 

In their very meetings, why I always likes to 
share ; 
A whoU bottle, sometimes broke, then I 

it; 

in that I'm fuite mt home, so it tranel» ffom 
where, — 
Sattv Chmmbermaid and I slyly crack iu 

Srie a little fortune's mane. 

Just by making warm a bed ; 

So I thinks it not amiss. 

Now and then to snatch a kiss ; 
For you know I Uhei Sally very well : 

So hob-nobbing as we chat. 

Looking lovinc and all that ; 
In our ears they re ever ringing such a pea , 

Miienu, maids, all bawling, drumming. 

Tingling, jingling, I cries coming. 

Spoken.] John* devil some biscuits, and takf 
em up to the Angel. Tom, yon uke care of No. 2. 
I shah take care of No. 1 myself. 

Cloming, coming, lie. 

A snipe there once was ordered, such an artidt 
we'd not. 
Yet, to disappoint a customer unwilling, 
A plover was served up, the gemmen swore nokfl* 
had got,'— 
Stijt I, swallow it. 111 soon bring the hiU in* 
Thus I joke, and gailv talk. 
While poor master jokes with chalk* 
And while jingling glasses drink* 
While I jingle in the chink. 



ut 
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Cod! nebreaksy and I buy in* who can lellt 

8aUy, mumu then is mstde. 

Up to every sarvant's trade ; 
We are Mtartatn sure, your honoon, to do well. 

Brisk and busy* no hum-drumming. 

Tingling, jingling, I cries coming. 

Spoken.] James, take care of No. 4, and tee 
hat Sam Cellarman sends up pricked bottles ; for 
thcjr're a d^^ shabbv set, and we mav never see 
them again. Mrs. Napkin, show my lord to the 
Sur and Garter, and Lawyer Latitat to the Devil. 
He's going there himself, sir ; he knows the way 
very well. Docs he, Mrs. Napkin ? that's very well 
of you. D — n them blue-devils in the Angel ; how 
they ring. I shall have all my bell-pulls down, 
coming up, gemmen. 

I'm a coming, coming, &c. 



BONNY KITTY. 

(Dibdin.) 

When last from the Straits we had fairly cast an- 
chor, 
I went bonny Kitty to hail ; 
With qnintables stored, for our voyage was a span- 
ker. 
And bran new was every sail ! 
Bat I knew well enough how, with words sweet aa 
honey. 
They trick us poor tars of our gold ; 
And when the sly gipsies have fingered the money. 
The bag they poor Jack give to hold. 

80 I chased her, d'ye see, my lads, under false 
colours. 

Swore my wishes were all at an end ; 
That I sported away all my good-looking dollars. 

And borrowed my togs of a friend. 
O then, had you sren her, no longer *' my honey;" 

"Twas •• varlet," ** audacious," and •* bold 1" 
" Begone from my sight, now you've spent all your 
money. 

For Kitty the bag you may hold." 

With that I took out double handfulls of shiners. 

And scornfully bade hor good bye ; 
*Twould have done your heart good had you then 
seen her fine airs. 

Now she'd leer, and she'd sob. and she'd sigh ! 
But I stood well the broadside — while jewels and 
honey 

She called me, I put up tde gold ; 
And bearing away, an I sacked all the money, 

Left the bag for ma'am Kitty to hold. 



« » f^ 0^^^ 



Hard is thy heart. Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast : 
Thou dart of heaven that flaslMtt by,' 

O wilt thou sive me rest ! 
Ye mustering Uiunders from abore. 

Your willing victim see ! 
Bvt spare, and pardon my faose 1ot«« 

His wran^s to heaven vxiA me ! 



I LANGUISH FOR MY LOVE'S REIUBN. 
[From Broughton's Specimens of Hindoo Poeoy.) 

The lovely drum is heard aronnd. 
The tambourine and cymbal's sound ; 
I in the flames of absence bum. 
And languish for my love's retunu 

The women all around me sing. 
And own th' inspiring joys of spring ; 
While I, from daru ot ruthless love. 
Never-ending torments prove. 

The amorous kokil strains his throat. 
And pours his plaintive pleasinp nota ; 
My breast responsive heaves with grief. 
Hopeless and reckless of relief. 



MORALITY IN DRINKING. 

Ir life is a bubble and breaks with a blast. 
You must toss off your wine if you wish it to Isft; 
For this bubble may well be destroyed with a poff. 
If it is not kept floating in liquor enough. 

If life is a flower, as philosophers say, 
Tis a very good hint, understood the right way ; 
For i: life is a 6ower, any blockhead can tell. 
If you'd have it look fresh, you mast moisteB it 
weU. 

This life is no more than a journey, 'tis said. 
Where the roads, for most oart, are confoo&dedly 

bad; 
Then let wine be our spur, and each traveller wiD 

own. 
That, whatever the roads, we jog merrily on. 

This world to a theatre likened has been. 
Where each man around has a part in the scene ; 
Tis our part to get drunk ; and 'tis matter of fact. 
That the more you all drixik, boys, the better yoaH 



act. 
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O MIRK, MIRK IS THIS MIDNIGHT HOUR. 

( Burns. ^ 

O MIRK- mirk i<« this midnight hour. 

And loud th< ten. pest's roar; 
A waeiu' >^an«irr r nreks thy lower. 

Lord Gregorx, ope thy door. 
An exile irar h* r father s ha'. 

And a' tor loving thee ; 
At least soitir fnty on me shaw. 

If lone il may na be. 

Lord Gregi>ry, mind'st thou not the grove. 

By bonnie Irwine-side, 
Where first I own'd that virgin-love 

I lang, lang had denied ? 
How alten didst thou pledge and vow 

Thou wad for ay be mine ; 
And my fond heart, itsel' sae true. 

It ne er mistrusted thina 



HARK! ECHO,— SWEET ECHO. 

Hark! Kcho, — sweet Echo repeats the load 

strain. 
The shouting and hooting of fierce Dian's train: 
Aurora smiles sweetly, and comes on apace. 
The hounds and the horn calls us forth to tbt 

chase. 
Blind Cupid is banished from these happy fidds. 
His quiver to Dian the wanton now yiel<U; 
She blunts all his arrows, his power destroys. 
While tl\e virgins all follow her innocent joys. 



00^0000^ 



NO WRETCHED CAPTIVE OF HIS PIUS(»I 
SPEAKS, UNLESS WITH PAIN. 

[Translated from a French Song, wriuen by Richaid 
Cccur de Lion during his Imprisonment, j 

(Dr. Bumey.) 

No wretched captive of his prison speaks. 

Unless with pain and bitterness ot sotd ; 
Yet consolation from the Muse he seeks. 

Whose voice alone misfortune can control. 
Where now is each ally, each baron, friend, 

Mliose face I ne'er beheld without a nuteT 
Will none his sovereign to redeem expend 

The smaller nortiou of his treastma vilat 
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Though none may blush, that near two tedious 
years. 

Without relief my bondage has endured ; 
Yet know, my Englinh, Norman, Gascon peers. 

Not one of you should thus remain immured : 
TIm meanest subject of my wide domains. 

Had I been free, a ransom should have found : 
I mean not to reproach you with my chains. 

Yet still I wear them on a foreign ground ! 

Too trtic it is, so selfish human race ! 

" Nor dead, nor captives, friend or kindred 
find ;*• 
Since here I pine in bondage and disgrace. 

For lack of gold my fetters to unbind. 
Much for myself I feel, but, ah ! still more. 

That no compassion from my subjects flows : 
What can from infamy their names restore. 

If, while a prisoner, death my eyes should close ? 

But small is my surprise, though great my grief. 

To find, in spite of all his solemn vows. 
My lands are ravaged by the Gallic chief. 

While none my cause has rourage to espouse. 
Though lofty towers obscure the cheerful day. 

Yet through the dungeon's melancholy gloom. 
Kind Hope in gentle whispers seems to say, 

" Perpetual thraldom is not yet thy doom.' 

Ye dear companions of my happy days ! 

Oh ! Chail and Pensavil, aloud declare 
Throughout the earth, in everlasting lays. 

My foes against me wage inglorious war. 
O ! tell them, too, that ne'er among my crimes. 

Did breach of faith, deceit, or fraud appear ; 
That infamy will brand to latest times. 

The insults I receive while captive here. 

Know, all ye men of Anjou and Touraine, 

And every bachelor-knight, robust and brave. 
That duty now and love, alike are vain. 

From bonds your sovereign and your friend to 
save. 
Remote from consolation here I lie. 

The wretched captive of a powerlul foe. 
Who all vour zeal and ardour can defy. 

Nor leaves you ougltt but pity to bestow. 



»> 



BEN CABLE. 

One night, 'twas at sea, in the midst of a storm. 
On board a three-decker, Ben Cable was bom ; 
In his cradle the ship, (which was rocked by the 

deep,) 
The whistling winds often lulled him to sleep. 
When christened, they dipped the boy in the salt 

flood. 
And the captain himself for his godfather stood ; 
From infancy thus, little Ben was inured 
To tempests and storms, which he bravely endured. 

On board from his youth, till to manhood he grew, 
Ben stilt was the pride and delight of the crew ; 
Ever foremost was he at humanity's call. 
No danger could ever his couraee appal. 
If a friend or a foe, in distress hove a sigh, 
Though the white foaming ocean then ran moon- 
tains high ; 
*Twas nothing to Ben, if his efforts could save 
One untbrtunate wretch from a watery grave. 

In many a battle where cannon have roared. 

And heroes have fallen, whom their country adored ; 

Where the danger was great, there Ben yon might 
find. 

For Old England his life he'd have freely re- 
signed. 

His duty none better than Ben ever knew. 

And he fought as a true British seaman shoald do ; 

But the fight being done, why, he'd drink grog and 
sing 

SooccM to his friend, and long lile to hit 



THE PLEASURES OF BRIGHTON. 

(Beazely.) 

They may Ulk of their Margates and Ramsgatet 
•o gay. 
And such places some folks may delight in; 
Where in summer each citizen dashes away. 
As long as they've time and their money to pay. 

But none can compare to our Brighton ! 
Tis there that our belles and our beaux alwaya 

dash on. 
For Brighton! dear Brighton! is always the 

fashion ; 
For life — oh ! to Brighton no one place approaches^ 
Tis true we've no hoy — but we've plenty of 
coaches. 
So come, my fair ladies, to Brighton. 

Spoken.] La, pa! vat a delizhtful place 
Brighton must be---do pray take places at the 
Golden Cross, in the flying coach, licensed to 
cany six insides and sixteen outs. — Nonsense*, 
girl, I can't avoord it; mind the shop.— WelU 
Mr. Splitfig, there's neighbour Goosequill has been 
there wi' his wife and da'ter.— There, there's 
somebody in the shop-, coming, coming. — Pray, 
my lord, does the Prince go to Brighton?— I 
should think so, 'pon honour. — Damme, who 
wouldn't go? — Then order the barouche. Vtt off 
in a tangent. 

Then the gents and the ladies. 
Whatever their trade is. 
Whether single or married. 
To Brighton are carried. 
Then slipping and whipping. 
And squalling and bawling. 
Each belle and each beau 
To Brighton they go ; 
Oh ! oh ! what a place is Brighton ! 

There full many a damsel we see with a whip. 

The donkey's back try to sit tight on; 
Every morning in salt water taking a dip. 
Every night in the ball-room just taking a trip. 
Oh ! these are the pleasures of Brighton ! 

And then there's our race-course, each jockey fre- 
quents. 

Where the beaux lose their money as well as their 
sense ; 

Where gaiety joined with equality cheers, 

Dukes jostle with dustmen— pickpockets with peeis ;. 
Oh ! these are the pleasures of Brighton! 




oh ! I'm diow-drow-ow-ow-owned as sure as a gun. 
— Go alone, naughty naked little boys, don't bathe 
here ; don^t you see the ladies coming on the don- 
kies.— Oh, never mind the poor little innocent crea- 
tures ; I likes to see them m their natural sute. — 
Here, young man, do give my donkey a slap behind, 
I shall never get to the races.— There, ma'am, 
now heHl go like a new one.— Lord bless me, hell 
shake my inside out.— Hallo, ma'am, keep your 
neddy out of the way ©f my tiu.— Here, wholl 
Uke Conqueror against the field?— Tom, do roa 
ride the Duchess ?— Yes, your honour.— Then III 
back her.— Hallo, there, clear the course--alt 
weighed and mounted — ring the bell— off they 



go 



Then hustle and bostie. 
Hurry and scurry, 
Beaung and cheating. 
Swearing and tearing* 
Ponies a runnin^y 
Winners a donnmg. 
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Jockeys are betting, 
Mouey U getting. 



ut . on ! wnat a place u unenton. 

Oh! oh! what a place, what a wonderful 

place. 
What a wonderful place it Brighton ; 



^^^»^»»^ 



GRATITUDE. 

(Dupree.) 

Whbn, o'ertaken by trouble, each prospect looks 
low'ring. 
And every hope seems the soul to depart ; 
When the anguish of thought e'en the soul is de- 
vouring. 
And pale melancholy o'ershadows the heart; 
How soothing to meet with a friend's kind atten- 
tions. 
Who can pour on oui griefs consolation's sweet 
balm; 
Oh ! what pleasure we feel fiom his friendly in- 
tentions, 
As our hearts then feel gratitude's liveliest 
charm. 

How blessed is that man, whom no cares e'er dis- 
turbing. 
And to whom each enjoyment of life's freely 
given. 
For whrch, were he always his duty observing. 
His heart would with gratitude Bow unto Hea- 
ven! 
I feign would believe there's no wretch in this 
world. 
Though he be in crimes e'er so deeply imbrued, 
(If there is, oh! may he to perdition be hurled,) 
Who'd return for those blessings — base ingra- 
titude. 

As the sap is by Nature's pure instinct back 
driven. 
And recedes from the branch to the root of the 
tree, 
Asa grateful return for the nourishment given. 
And clear rivers roll back to their mother the 
sea; 
As ev'ry benevolent act truly causes 

With heaven-bom gratitude all hearts to bum, 
80— for our kind friends' very gen'rous applauses. 
We beg leave to give back — grateful tnanka in 
return. 



A COUNCIL OF MICE. 

A COUNCIL of mice. 

On an argument nice. 
How to outwit a cat, chose to call ; 

They assembled, and one 

His speech thus begun : 
Mr. Chairman and genUemen all. 

List to me. 
Mr. Chairman and gentlemen all. 

A plan I have pat. 
To escape from this cat. 

Let her steal on us ever so sly ; 
To know when she comes. 
And get safe to our homes, 

A bell round her neck let us tie ; 
Don't you see 7 

A bell round her neck let as tie. 

The plan they all chose ; 

But an old mouse arose. 
And said, like a very grave don. 

The plan of the bell 

May do very well, 
But, gentlemen, wholl tie it on t 

T^lmethatf 
But, gentlemen, who'll tie it on t 



THE HEART THAT CAN FEEL FOB 
DISTRESS. 

(Cherry.) 

Thodgh pure are the joys that from melody floi 
And extatic the bliss that sweet concords bestow 
Divine are the raptures resulting from love. 
And friendship sublime is a gift from above; 
Yet with bounty superior Dame Nature can olesi 
When a heart she bestows that can feel for di 
tress. 

The sweet drops that issue from Pity's soft shiin 
Is fair Charity s balm, a specific divine ; 
What comes from above let us smilingly share. 
And chase the sad tear from the furrows of Can 
Thus Nature's best blessings we freely possess 
When a heart she bestows that can feel for di 
tress. 



THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 

(Rannie.) 

I HAVE parks, I have grounds, 
I have deer, I have hounds. 
And for sporting a neat little cottage ; 
I have youth, I have wealth, 
I have strength, I have health. 
Yet I mope like a beau in his dotage^ 
What can I want ? 'tis the girl of my heart. 

To share those treasures with me ; 
For had I the wealth which the Indies iaspait, 

No pleasure would it give me. 
Without the lovely girl of my heart. 
The sweet lovely giri of my heart* 

My domain far extends. 
And sustains social friends. 
Who make music divinely enchanting ; 
We have balls, we have plays. 
We have routs, public days. 
Yet still I find something is wanting : 
What should it be, but the girl of my heait* 
To share those treasures with me? 
For had I the wealth which the Indies impart. 

No pleasure would it give me, 
Witliout the lovely giri of my heart. 
Then give me the girl of my heart* 



IN OUR CUPS, THOUGH WE QUARREL 
WE ALWAYS AGREE. 

(Cross.) 

I'M an Irishman born, and as pretty a youth 
As ever bawled whack, or the sweet gram 
chrec. 
In a drop of the creature I always found truth. 
And a drop of the creature's the true drop i 
me. 

Whatever you think. 
Then drink, honey, drink. 
In our cups, though we quarrel, we alwa 
agree. 

In a hard gale of wind, when otir canvass go 
crack. 
And the masts, just like carrots, are snapp 
short in two. 
And troubles, would swell out an ould pedla 
pack. 
Are approaching to swamp us, why, whatshoa 
we do ? 

Arrah, what do you think ? 
Why drink, honey, drink. 
And, blind to all danger, we have none XAxm 

Friends and friendship the bottle most 
approve. 
It ne'er bids the eye of misfortune go 
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f o be snre, and it a'n't a f veet consort to love. 
And floats the fond heart like a ship in the 
deep. 

Then, joy, never think. 
But drink, honey, drink. 
Till ill-humour's dead drunk, and suspicion 
asleep. 



A8 PEACEFUL AS AN INFANT'S SLEEP. 

(Sullivan.) 

As peaceful as an infant's sleep, 

Tne ocean's glassy surface lies ; 
Ho breath disturbs the siit*nt deep. 

Save the light zephyrs' gentle sighs. 
W^ith noiseless flight the sea-mew soars. 

Or in the mild wave dips her wing ^ 
No sound is heard along the shores. 

But surges softly murmuring. 

rhi< holy rest our bosoms prove. 

Till roused by passion's witching numbers ; 
Thus sleep our hearts till waked by love. 

As calm and waveless as their slumbers : 
But when we feel love's magic spell. 

They rave as wildly as the ocean 
When the hoarse winds its bosom swell. 

And heave its billows in commotion. 



THE BARBER. 
Air—'' Oh I my KUlem, my KUtm,-^ (Ctou.) 

Just going to set up in trade, 

I'd customers wish to make many. 
And hope they my charge wo'n't degrade. 

But three halfpence prefer to a penny. 
Tliough don't let me risk your applause ; 

For when about price people bicker, 
I votes for three halfpence — because. 

You'll own it, the penny turns quicker. 

Fal Ul, &c 

When first I note took in hand. 

An ague it seemed as if wrapped in. 
But soon so my nerves could command. 

Dared shave e'en a flash of a captain : 
I lathered his lank cheeks with glee. 

But not twice had flounshed my carrer^ 
Ere he fell to lathering of me — 

Youll own now, that wasn't the barber. 

Fal Ul, Ac 

If the cause of his anger you seek. 

To give it I'll not a bit linger — 
In plumping out kindly his week, 

I near to the bone cut my finger. 
I vexed was, bat what could I do ? 

With reason he aiu^r was put in : 
Says I, " Sir, I feelit like yua ; 

Your sword never half waa so emitmg." 

Fal lal, &c. 

The best may mistake, we all knows. 

But, when I grow wiser and graver. 
The friends I salute by the nose, 

Sha'n't call me a fool of a shaver : 
Then pray grant roe custom galore. 

Ana likewise as good price as any. 
Because, as I told you before. 

Three halfpence so quick turns the penny. 

Fallal, «R. 



(X)VE DELIGHTS IN THE TWIUGHT 

SHADE. 

(J. M. Bartlett.) 

I^OMF ' the moon-beams, lightly danriftg. 
Gambol o'er the glassy lake ; 



Come ! no eye, intrusive glancing. 

Threads the gloom of the beechen brake. 
Come ! the wanton breeses woo the* » 
Come ! the coy wave ripples to thee ; 
Joyless visions — tasteless slumbers — 
Leave to hearts that car* encumbers ; 
Souls like ours for blis* were made — 
Love delights in the twilight shade. 

Now, fa re veil f in the gush of the fountain 

The virgin blush of Aurora glows ; 
Now, farewell ! «ee, the dew-wreathed mouLtai. 

Invites thee away to the downy repose. 
Dream away the day's young noon-beams — 
Wake to bathe in eve's bright moon-beams j 
Their joyless visions — tasteless slumbers — 
Leave to hearts that care encumbers ; 
Souls like ours for bliss were made. 
Love delighu in the twilight shade. 



IN VINO VERITAS. 

(Dibdin.) 

Come, let the bottle go round, 

A plague of dull fellows that think! 
In our wine will such virtues be found. 
Would you wish to drive misery and care boa:. 

life's portal. 

Take a trip up to Heaven and be dabbed an inv- 

mortal? 

Yoo have nothing to do but to drink. 

Those who try in the lottery their fortunes to mena. 

To change money for blanks, all they can rap and 

rend; 
Who gamble at starting, ten thousand to one. 
Rich as Croesus at day, and to-morrow undone. 
By advertisemenU galled, who their pockets torn 

out. 
And are tickled by flatt'ry, like tickling a trmt. 
C;ome, let the bottle go toond. 

Let the glasses be filled to the brink. 
In our wine will such virtoes be found. 
Would adventurers insure the full sum of tkieir. 

wishes. 
All the capital prises at Pope's and at BUh t. 
They have nothii^^ to do but to drink. 

Ye bold sons of Mmr», who just vengeance hava 

huried 
On the foes of your country all over the world ^ 
Who volunteer courage your rights to defend. 
And who war, in a peace that your laboors may 

end. 
As your country's true interest in dusters who cling. 
From this chaos of strife that fair order may spring ; 
Come, let the bottle go round. 

And fill every glass to the brink! 
In our wine will such virtu^be found. 
In the fall of the Duuh would ye gloriously revel. 
Beat the Spaniards, and kick aU the French to the 
devil. 
You have nothing to do bat to drink. 

And ye pretty Strevkomt, such tormenu who prov« 
Who vanity cherish, and fancy it love. 
Who think every folly's permitted to yooth. 
Who propagate lies, till yoa fancy them troth. 
And yet, so does prudence make virtue iu care. 
Who are only despised by the honourable fair. 
Come, let the bottle go round. 

And fill every glass to the brink. 
In our wine shall such virtue be foond. 
Would you fancy all those to whom nonsense 

you've written. 
With their sweet-scented persons are all of them 
smitten? 
You have nothing to-do but to drink. 



And, last, yt jfotmg virgim ahatU Mt^' ihnt. 
Who to Im^ms* antf Imt M jott'rt upptng your taA« 



wUO 
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V/ho would fain the yoong men from the girb take 

away, 
Though the first to confess yon have all had your 

day, 
"Who, as gaudy as Vutterflies, trip it about, 
>Vho dreu naked m tpama, and who ttrip m Cft# 

Come, let the bottle |o round. 

Let the glasses be filled to the brink. 
In our wine will such virtues be found. 
Would ye low at ^our feet see Adonises plen^» 
And be decked with the bloom and the graces of 
twenty t 
You have nothii^ to do but to drink. 



SUE AND JOE ; 

OR, YOU BADB MB BE OBLIGING. 

(G. Colman.) 

Around the face of blue-eyed Sue 

Did auburn ringlets curl. 
Her coral lips seemed dipped in dew. 

Her teeth two rows of peari. 
Joe» of the Bell, whose wine, they said. 
Was new in cask as he in trade ; 
His spouse — this nonpareil. 
^* You keep the bar," savs Joe, " my dear. 
But be obliging, Suey*>d ye hear ? 
And prove to all who love good cheer 
They're welcome to the Bell." 

A London rider chanced to slip 

Behind the bar to dine. 
And found sweet Susan's yielding lip 

Much mellower than her wine. 
As Joe stent in, he stampt and tore. 
And, for tne London beau, he swore 

He'd dust his jacket well. 
** Heydey !" says Sue, " What's this I trow ? 
Ycu badu me be obUging, Joe ; 
I'm only proving to the beau 
) s welcome to the Bell. 



He' 
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THE FREE AND EASY. 

Air—" JfoiV-Owc*."— (Bryant.) 

Coke! you are all invited. 
Where you may be delighted. 

If you'll only take a walk ; 
There are lots of pipes and backey. 
With brandy, rum, and jackey. 

At the Bull and the Cabbagc-Stalk. 

There's Mr. Johnny Stringer, 
A very famous singer. 

He has promised to be there ; 
And the waiter from the Thistle, 
He is coming down to whistle. 

And old Wastebut takes the chair. 

Spoken.] Gemmen ! Ill give you " the kine !" 
and then I'D thank you to give your orders. Wai- 
ter, when you come in, bring me a go of pn, and 
reach me some water before you go out. Ill wait 
upon you, sir, when I have served the gentlemen. 
(Chairman tpeakt,) What do you mean, Mr. Wai- 
ter, by insinuating that my friend is not a gentle- 
man? — he is as respectable a master clumney- 
sweep as any in this metropolitan country. (Chim' 
nejfsu>eeper,)YeM\ and never was considered a 
black-leg yet, although I've seen many iiamet in 
my time. ( Oentieman, affectedly.) What do yon 
mean, sir, when you say black-les, and look at 
me? ( Chimnev-ewe^jer.J Why, i meant black- 
leg, to be sure ! ( Cfentlenum. ) Repeat the word, 
and V\\ i^ow you a same you know nothing about, 
and that's Rinige et JVbtr. ( Sweep. ) Wha?s that ? 
^GenOeman.) Why, red and black ! 111 black your 
eye, and cut your nose \ and, if that's not red and 



black, I'm no judge of colour*. Order ! nrder ! fa 
the chair. 

Then sing, boys, and be meny. 

With deny, hey down derry. 

At the Bull and the Cabbage-Stalk. 

Then the gin is very handy. 
Likewise the rum and brandy. 

And the songs and toasts go round ; 
There are bakers, soldiers, tailors. 
Tinkers, barbers, cobblers, tailors. 

And for mirth they're ne'er agroond. 

Now, the landlord is a sticker. 
And, because he sells his liquor. 

He's the butt of the company made ; 
Still, he hears and blows his cloud, tint 
And then he laughs aloud, nrs. 

Because it serves his trade. 

Spoken.] Go it, (he cries,) let those laugh thtf 
win. Ben, take that semmen's orders. (Bat 
tpeakt,) He's a theatrical man, and says there an 
no orden admitted. (Lamdhrd.) Well, I'mnol 
surprised at that, for, though he plays 1^ 
comedy, he has been in the hemy line all the after- 
noon, and I dare say he's quite full. Order ! for 
the chairman! (Chairman.) Gentlemen, I pro- 
pose the health of Mr. Augustus JerrmiaJb Adol- 
phiis Truncheon, the actor, and thanks to him for 
the honour of his company. Order! tm Mr. 
Truncheon's speech ! ( Tnmteheom meakt.) Ges- 
tlemen, you can't conceive how much I'm eleva- 
ted ; so much so, that I feel quite in the doads. 
( Chkimey-tweeo.) Well, so you are ; a'n't we all 
blowing our clouds? Silence! silence! (Trm^ 
cheon.) Gentlemen, really I wotdd thank you, bat 
I can't speak ! 

Then ting, boys, Ite. 

Since the night was spent in clover. 
It is time we should give over. 

For the cash is nearly out ; 
So each fonakes his quart, air. 
To get a drop of short, sir. 

Then goes home, or elsewhere, no donbt. 

But, when the chairman starts, air, 
A set of jolly hearts, sir. 

Will keep the fun agog ; 
There's one with laughter tcreechct 
To hear another's speeches. 

And they're all cnuck full of grog. 

Spoken.] Now, gentlemen, who's for starting! 
{Drunken man.) Where's the use of ttaxtiog?— 
there's nothme to be frightened at. [^ Anoeimf 
A#ard.] {Landlord.) There's your wife at the door. 
{Jhtrnkard.) That alien the case ; a acoldii^ wife 
would make any man start ; and at for mine, the's 
a complete ruffian; for, whenever I goes home 
with a drop in my eye, she always triet to choke 
me! It was but the other night, when I was 
picking a mutton-bone, that she plungiid it into ny 
throat ; and that accounts for my drinking ; for 
I've been trying to wash it down ever tinoe , baft 
come, by way of a finisher, well t&y — 

Then ting, boyt, ftc. 



^« »^^^^^ 



MY CONSTANT SOUL WOULD BUT EXIST 
TO LOVE THBB. 

A DUET. 

(Ward.) 

He* — Dear maid, by every hope of bUat, 
By love't fint pledge — ^the viigin kistj 

By heaven and earth, I loire thee : 
For ever in this heart shall durdl 
The lovely form, whose chaxmt oon^ 
This flattering tongue to tofdy tcB 

How much, dearnuddy I wve 
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She. — Though time or place should intervene. 
Still time, that changes ev'ry scene. 

Would make me still more love thee. 
Though far apart as pole from pole, 
I still should feel thy love control. 
While my devoted constant soul 

Would but exist to love thee. 

Bo<A— While my devoted constant soul 
Would but exist to love thee. 



ALAS! QUEEN ANNE. 

Air-" BUtck Joke." 

Alas! Queen Anne, she keeps no bed. 
With piping her eye she's got migh^ red. 

With her sob, sigh, get out ! oh, my ! 
She's health enough, an' if she choose. 
To walk to Chertsey, wear out her shoes. 
Of me she cannot bear the sight : — 
Well — I cannot blame her — she's right, she's 
right. 

With her sob, sigh, get out ! oh fy ! 

But see, but see, my love appears. 
With sighs I wUl melt her, and drown her with 
tears. 
With my ram'em, cram'em, nothing like gam- 
mon. 
Tu true, my form may little move. 
But a lover myself I will soon prove, 
I'll wink and blink, and tip her the chink, 
And, if she refuses, I'll ask her to drink. 
And treat her to oysters and pickled salmon. 



KATE! THE MAID WITH EYES SO BLUE. 

(Sir George Alley.) 

The sun's last beams had tinged the sky 
With many a streak of golden dye. 
And o'er the lake the brper-c of eve 
Stole many a softly-breaking wave ; — 
Then, down the vale, as lone I strayed^ 
I met a lovely pensive maid, — 
'Twas she whom all the village knew 
As " Kate, the maid with eyes so blue 



ft 



Her cheek was pale : the hand of Care 
Had left its sweet impression there ; 
Yet, by her soft expressive eye. 
Love seemed to cause her bitterest sigh , 
For first I spoke the tenderest bliss 
That lovers feel when first they kiss ; 
And then methought her eye did beam 
With fond-remembered pleasure's gleam. 

Bat when I told the bownn's pain 
That loves but is not loved again, 
A falling tear, by memory brousht. 
Seemed in its silky curtain caught. 
Dear gentle maid, didst thou bat know. 
My bmom also feels that woe ; 
That I have loved — alas ! too true, 
A face as fair, and eyes so blue ; 
Like thee — have vows of love believed. 
And, like thyself, have been deceived. 



I BAG IT, AND HOMEWARD TROT DIDO 

AND I. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

When the grey morning breaks 

O'er the dew-powdered soil ; 
When his way tlie hind takes. 

Light of heart, to hit toil ; 



I ri«e ere the sun 

Darts his beams, health to ctAUi ; 
Call my dog, load my gun. 

And away to the sport : 
Creep slow through the stubble — the covey are 

met;— 
Toho ! Dido ! — good dog ! — she haa 'em — they're 

set. 
I mark 'em — they rise — bang ! — one's fated to die ; 
I bag it, and homeward trot Dido and I. 

Thus, brace after brace. 

For my aim's pretty true, 
I bag in a space 

That few sportsmen can do. 
With appetite keen. 

To my box then I go. 
While tne charms of the scene 
Set my heart in a glow. 
But, hold !— in the stubble — ha ! — Dido atope 

short : — 
Toho! Dido ! — gooa dog ! — she points to the spoct! 
I mark 'cm — they rise — bang ! — another most die ^ 
I bag it, and homeward trot Dido and I. 

KATE KEARNEY. 

(Miu Owenson.) 

Oh ! did you not hear of Kate Kearney f 

She lives on the banks of Killamey ; 

From the glance of her eye, shun danger, and fly 

For fatal't the glance of Kate Kearney : 

For that eye is so modestly beamine. 

You ne'er think of mischief she's dreaming ; 

Yet oh! I cen tell how faul the spell 

That lurks in the eye of Kate Kearney. 

Oh ! should you e'er meet this Kate Kearney^ 
Who lives on the banks of Killamey, 
Beware of her smile, for many a wile 
Ides hid in the smile of Kate keamey. 

Though sne looks so bewitchinsly simple* 
Yet there's mischief in every dimple ; 
And who dares inhale her sighs' q>icy gale* 
Most die by the breath of Kate Keamey. 



SOBER SOULS AT OUR JOYS ARE 
AMAZED. 

Bacchus! assist us to sing thy great gloty. 
Chief of the gods ! we exult in thy story ; 

Wine's first projector. 

Mankind's protector. 

Patron to topers. 

How we adore thee ! 

Friend to the Muses, and whetstone to Venus ; 
Herald to pleasures when wine would convene us \ 

Sorrow's physician. 

When our condition 
In woridly cares wants a cordial to screen us. 

Nature she smiled when thy birth it was biased* 
Mankind re^iced when thy altars were raised ; 

Mirth will be flowing. 

While the vine's growing* 
And sober souls at our joys be amaaed. 

THY CHEEK, MY SWEET FAIR, TO THB 
R08B MAY COMPARE. 

(Kenney.) 

Thy cheek, my sweet fiair. 
To the rose may compare. 
And thy breath may its frapaace exhale ; 
But as light is thy mind. 
As its leaves in tne wind. 
That yiilds to each flattering gale. 
Sweet maid, sweet maid. 

That yields, te» 
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Ah*, were it not kind 

Thy victims to find 
'Mid the triflen around thee that more* 

So false yet so fair. 

Ah ! why would you snare 
A heart that so dearly could love? 

Sweet maid, &c. 



I 



THE BACHELOR'S CATALOGUE. 

I'll marry my sweetheart. 

If she will marry me \ 
I've a pretty stock of goods. 
And so has she 

I've got — 
What? 
Why, a poker to stir the fire. 
As stout as a maid can desire ; 
A belU>ws without a nose, 
Thaf^ut of the hind part blows ; 
A Mble without any legs. 
That sUnds upon tliree old pegs ; 
A comb that has never a tooth. 
For I knocked them all out in my youth ; 
A pitcher that, 'stead of an ear. 
Has a hole to let out the beer ; 
A Bible without any leaves ; 
A halter I've left for the thieves ; 
An almanack ten years old. 
But a very good one I'm told ; 
A hen that has got the roop *, 
A razor made out of a hoop ; 
A pair of old shoes and a stocking. 
With holes that would make you cry shocking ; 
A pair of old breeches, so darned 
The colour can scarce be discerned ; 
A coat, so very threadbare. 
Your back through it ukes air ; 
A wig for to clean your shoes \ 
A frying-pan no one can use ; 
A hat, with a sky-light in it, 
Which lets the rain through in a minute ; 
Some ruffles, as vcllow as gold. 
Embroidered with iron-mould ; 
Besides an old worn-out shirt, 
A great deal the worse for dirt ; 
A candlestick and save-all ; 
And thus my goods you have all. 

All these were left bv my granny. 
Who now in the church-yard lies ileepine ; 

Then don't you think I have plenty of goods. 
To go into housekeeping ? 

Ill marry my sweetheart. 

If she will marry me : 

She has a pretty lot ot goods as well as me : 

She*s got— 

What? 
A gold ring made of brass ; 
A piece of old looking-glass ; 
Some vinegar, least she should faint ; 
Some brick-dust, that serves her for paint ; 
A large lump of fine yellow soap ; 
Some onions hung up on a rope \ 
A song-book bound in grease ; 
Two gowns, worth a farthing a-piece ; 
Three shifts, but some one so tore 'em. 
They'd be put to their shifts who wore 'em ; 
Some aprons as black as a cinder ; 
Two caps would serve nicely for tinder ; 
A neat piece of rope for a girdle ; 
A pig that's as thin as a hurdle ; 
Some dancing-shoes, though they are wooden ; 
With three or lour yards of black pudding ; 
A bench, though split in four quarters, 
U nicely tied up with her garters ; 



A ricketty three-legged stool ; 

A pipkin for gooseberry fool ; 

A pot with a hole in iu bottom. 

Was made by the tinkers, 'od rot 'em « 

A tea-pot without any lid. 

Which wo'n't pour out thonch its bid ; 

A battered old deal bedstead. 

With a log of wood for yoor head ; 

A silver penny in cotton, 

A keepsake from one dead and rotten ; 

Some physic that never was taken ; 

With a fat piece of rusty old bacon. 

All these were left by her grannw. 

Who now in the church-yard lies alecniiig ; 
Then don't you think she's nt plantj of good 

To go into housekeeping T 

111 marry my sweetheart. 

If she like me would Idss ; 
We've a pretty stock of goott. 
We want but this. 

We've not — 
What? 

Why, aUdle — a cradle, 

A skewer — a ewer, 

A garden, well barred in. 

An old tree — some poaltiy, 

A barrel — apparel, 

A bonnet, bow on it. 

An apron, with tape ran, 

A jerkin, to work in. 

Best coat— waistcoat. 

Cocked hat, mocked at. 

Locket— pocket. 

Riches — breeches, 

A cat — a mat, 

A clock— a lock. 

Grates — plates. 

Jugs— mug4. 

Pails— flails. 

Nails — rails. 

Box for backey. 

Glass for jackey. 

When we've these, as light as a feather. 

Well laugh at care and sorrow ; 
Put our little alls together. 
And we'll be married to-moxrow. 



^^^■^^^^^ 



LOVERS VAINLY TRY TO BANISH. 

(R. A. MiUikin.) 

Lovers vainly try to banish 

From their hearts the tyrant boy \ 

But their efforts idly vanish. 
To remove the painful joy. 

Some attempt to heal their anguish. 
In absence from the cruel fair ; 

Hear her sighs, again they langiiish 
Love's delicious chains to wear. 

Some, their ardent flame to smother. 
Seek relief in floods of wine ; 

Love will come, a bold intruder. 
And around their cup entwine ! 



JACK AND TOM. 

A CATCH. 

Quoth Jack on a time to Tom, 111 dedaie it, 
I've a mind we should fuddle our noses with dsxi 
Says Tom, it will do you more harm than J 

think, 
Fy on you, says Jack, who can live withontdtu 
ni ne'er baulk my wine, here's to thy dispose, 
Tom pretends not to drink, pray look at " 
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" Good people, let't pray — 

Pat the corpM t'other way. 
Or perchance I shall over it Ktumble ; 

'Tb bett to take care. 

Though the tages declare, 
A mortuom caput can't tiunble. 

Fol de rol, Ac. 

" Woman that's bom of man- 
That 's wrong, the leaf's torn — 

A man that is bom of a woman 
Can't continue an hour. 
Is cut down like a flower ; 

You see, Moses, Death spareih no man ! 

Fol de rol, &c. 

" Here, Moses, do look. 

What a confounded book ! 
Sure the letters arc tamed upside down ; 

Such a scandalous print! 

Why, the devil is in't. 
That a blockhead should print for the crown ! 

Fol de rol, &c. 

" Prithee, Moses, you read. 
For I cannot proceed. 
And bury the corpse in my stead.' 
(Amen, amen.) 
** Why, Moses, you're wrong. 
Yon fool, hold your tongue. 
You've taken the tail for the head." 

Fol de rol, 9iC. 



*» 
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Oh. wherfe't thy sting. Death !— 
Put the corpse in the earth. 
For, believe me, 'tis terrible weather." 
So the corpse was interred 
Without praying a word. 
And away they both staggered together. 

Singing — Fol de rol, de rol lol, &c. 



^^^^^^^^ 



HASSAN WITH NO ONE WILL DANCE, 
SAVE WITH THEE. 

^Translated from the German Opera of Abu 
Hassan. Music by Weber.] 

RECITATIVE. 
Soon these treasures the world shall see. 
Wine, song, and pleasures to buy for ue. 

AIR. 

Fatime, yes, my bride. 
Shall sit and grace mv side ; 
Her hair with flowers 1 will entwine. 
She like a queen to-day vhall shine \ 
Ho ! slave, some Chios wine. 
But wreathe the cup with flowers 
From Flora's rosy bowers \ 
Then let Faiime's lip 
The rosy nectar sip. 
'TIS well ; now hither, boy ; 
To thee, love, life, and joy. 
Then let us sing to-day, love \ 
We must be bhthe and gay, love ! 
The lutes then haste and bring : 
That thus, with mirth and song, love. 
Our hours may pass along, love ; 

For time is on the wing. 
Oh ! Fatimc, only thou, love. 

E'er coald'st wm a sigh from mc ; 
Then let Music's voice avow, love. 

All this bosom feels for thee ! 
Ever thine, though Love imposes 

Fetters, still they seem to me 
Sweet and solt as budding roses. 
For they were wreathed by thee. 
And now let us trip it to merry-toned in<*rsnrcs. 
For dancing of youth is the pleasure of plea- 
tares. 



Come, then, Fatime, and trio it with n* 
For Hassan with no <me will dance, save v 
thee! 
Hence, then, aU thought or sorrow. 
Care may o'ertake as to-morrow. 
Then let the cup go round. 
And let the music sound \ 
And wile along our hours 
With song and lightsome meuores. 
And soul-felt pleasures. 



THE GIN-SHOP. 

Air—" Ify 1/olAer."— (Upton.) 

What is it, tippling Jenny cries. 
In spite of be^ary, ragt , and sighs. 
Delights my soul, and charms my eyes ? 

The gin-shop. 

What made me marry stupid John, 

And all the Puritan put on. 

For which he called me " Pretty One T* 

Hie gin-shop! 

What made me coax and pat his head, 
(When, fooi-like, he fond nonsense said,) 
Then leave him to his dreams in bed ? 

The gin-shop' 

What made me simper, frisk, and hop 
So frequent to my uncle's shop. 
And there, yes, there, the bed-clothes pop? 

The gin-suop '. 

What made me, when black looks arose. 
And threats and growling came to blows. 
First scratch, then split poor Johnny's nose f 

The gin-shop I 

What made me, when the storm ran high. 
And both, enraged, exclaimed " you Ue!" 
Throw the hot tea-leaves in his ejre ? 

The gin-shop! 

What made me (ha ! on thieving bent,) 
Rob blind old Sue to pay the rent. 
For which I was to Bridewell sent? 

The gin-shop! 

What makes me to conclude my tale. 
The loss of friends and health bewail^ 
And like to end my days in jail ? 

The gin-shop! 

MORAL. 

Oh, then, dear girls, by what I am. 
Don't take too oft that drop a dram ; 
Or you, like me, may live to—d — it 

The gin-shop! 



WHEN COLD BLAST OF WINTER IS 
FOUND DISAPPEARING. 

(fl. V. Smith.) 

When cold blast of winter is found disappearii^ 

And the icicles vanish, and snow melts away 

Then what to the heart is so pleasant and chet 

ing. 

As the happy return of a bright summer's daj 

Then what to the heart is so pleasant a 

cheering. 
As the happy return of a bright siunine 
day? 

When the trees in the forest assume all so gaily 
The dress of the summer — a beautifal green. 
And the leaves intermingle with blosaoms u 
daily 
Increase, till each bough overladen it anen. 
Then what to the heart is . . &« | 
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Wb«ii me sun on each hillock with tplcndoar it 
shining. 
And the feathery tribe all meet in hish glee. 
And their sweet warbling voices in chorus com- 
bining, 
Ko music like this is so pleasing to me. 

Then what to the neart is so pleasant, &C 

When the rote in full bloom, with modesty blush- 
ing. 
And the jarnnine sweet spreads its fragrance 
around ; 
When from the catcade pearly water is mshine. 
How refreshing the smell — how delightful the 
sound. 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant, &c. 

O let me then dwell in that land where such 
beauty 
Never fades to the sight, or fails to the ear ; 
To praise the CREATOR 'twould be ever my du^. 
And for pleasures like tliese shed Gratituae't 
tear. 
Then what to the heart is so pleasant, kc. 



RODNEY OTHISEL. 

(J. Lunn.) 

I'M a joiner by trade, and O'Chisel's mr name ; 
From the sod, to make shavings and money I 
came : 
But myself I was never consaming 
'Bo«it the lessons of schools \ 
For my own chest of tools 
And my shop Were a college for laming. 
For by cutting, contriving. 
And boring, and driving 
Each lamed profession gams bread ; 
And they're sure to succeed. 
If they only take heed 
To strike the right nail on the head. 
Whack! whack! hubbaboo, gramachree; 
All the dons in the nation are joiners like me. 

The lawyers, like carpenters, work on a binch. 
And their trade's just the same as my own to an 
inch ; 
For clients, whenever they dive in it. 
Soon find the cash fail : 
For the law's a big nail. 
An' the 'tomeys are hammers for driving it. 

Then by catting, &c. 

The doctor a big chest of tools carries oot. 
And cuU, saws, and hacks his poor patients 
about. 
Just as 1 would a plank or a scantling ; 
And it*s all one to him. 
If he lops off a limb. 
Or takes out an ould tooth or young bantling. 

For by cutting, &c. 

Then each Sunday, at church, by the parson we're 

tould. 
By line, square, and compass, our actions to 
mould ; 
And Atjoimng himself the right tort is ; 
For he pins man and wife 
Together for life. 
Just as firm as a tenon and mortise. 

So by catting. Ice. 

Amd the heroes who sarve in oar army ana shipa. 
When they're fighting our battles, are all hntMr- 

So entirely our trades are according ; 

For, with tools of sharn steel. 

Soldiers cut a gr^U detu. 
And the tars are nata woriimen at fcna r d fa y. 

So by cutting. Ice. 



Then our nobles and marchants, and stock-jobbing 

lads. 
Like joiners, work best when they've plenty ol 

Each projector's a great vnderitMker ; 

And, to clinch up the whole. 

Our good kinx, bless his soul ! 
Is an elegant owinet-maMer. 

So by cutting, &C. 



THE BLISSFUL PARADISE OF HOME. 

I Translated from the German Opera of Preciosa« 
Mtuic by Weber.] 

How softly sweet the sUr of Love 
Her amber halo shows above ; 
And o'er the south, with golden ray. 
Proclaims the close of parting day. 
'Tis now the time when mem ry's power 

Unmans the heart of those who roam. 
By calling up the hall, or bower. 

That circles all the joys of home. 

Thoush wealth, or power, or pomp, or pride^ 
May bear us o*er the ocean's tide. 
The wanderer still, when ev'nins falls. 
With grief, lus father-land recalls ; 
And fain would then, had he the power. 

Far o'er the dark blue ocean roam. 
To share, if but for one short hoar. 

The blissful paradise of home. 



THEN DROWN DULL CARE WITTI 
SPARKLING WINE. 

(H.y. Smith.) 

What is wine within the bottle. 
If the cork remains undrawn t 
Why, it is like a pretty lass 
Seen only through the casement-f^ass ; 

Locked in doors from night tilTmom i 
Then every voice with freedom join. 
And drown dull Care with sparkling wine. 

What revives the drooping spirits. 

When with care we are cast down ; 
Why it is the juice which flows 
From each racy grape that powt ; 
Who can of this the tmth but own T 

Then every voice, ttc. 

What, when by each dear friend forsaken, 
Cheers the heart, and charms the soalt 

Why, it is sweet woman's smile, 

Whirh with wine our thoachts beguile ; 
llien to the brim fill each bowl. 

And aload with fredom join. 

For women ! — women and sparkling wine ! 



CONQUER! OR FALL, LIKE TRUE HIGH< 

LAND MEN. 



Air—" Th* ComphtOi mrt 

Beavb sons of the mountain, to battle away ! 
Behold, they wait us, in haughty array! 

Though our number be small. 

We can conquer or fall. 

Like true Hi^hlanden all ! 
Then away! away! 

Though the path may be goiy, well €•! w« J ca 1 
Since it leadeth to clory, well on! well ottl 
Bright though salncs be gleaming. 
And death-shots be beaming, 
Attd the red blood be streamiagt 
Well on! well on* 
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Say, where U the coward, who tremblet or tweryea T 
Let him turn, and await the base death he de- 
•enret! 

As for at, or to live or die, 
Oora be die battle-cry. 
Vengeance and liberty ! 
On, then ! on f 

By the tools of oar fathert, who tleep in their 

caimt; 
By their blood which it in at, oar wives, and oar 
baimt; 

Bv ail that cheer at. 
The proud foe shall fear os. 
As the offspring of heroes '. 
We^l on ! then, on ! 

Then forth with yoar sword, and away with yoar 

sheath. 
Prepare for the harvest of conquest or death ! 
Loud bid your pibrochs roar. 
Flourish each bright claymore. 
Shout for Mac Callam More ! 
On! on! on! 



CUPID TRIUMPHANT. 

Now's the time for mirth and glee. 
Sing, and love, and laugh with me ; 
Cupid is mv theme of story ; 
Tis his go<uhip, fame and glory. 

How all yield unto his law! 

Hatha! ha! ha! ha! ha! &c. 

O'er the grave, and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his share of play ; 
He makes heroes quit their glory ; 
He's the god most famed in story ; 

Bending them unto his law ! 

Ha! ha! &c. 

Sly the urchin deals his darts, 
IVithout pity — piercing hearts ; 
Cupid triumphs over passions. 
Not recarding modes or fashions. 

Firmly fixed is Cupid's law ! 

Ha! ha! &c. 

Some may think tliese lines not true. 
But they're facts — 'twixt me and you ; 
Then, ye maids and men, be wary. 
How you meet before you marry ! 

Cupid's will is solely law ! 

Ha! ha! &c. 



FOR HARK! HOUND AND HORN ARE 
SALUTING THE DAY. 

Rouse, rouse, jolly sportsmen, the hounds are all 
out. 

The chase is begun, I declare ; 
Come, up, too, and horse, let us follow the rout. 

And jom in the chase of the hare. 

CHORUS. 

For hark * horn and hound are saluting the day. 

The fox from his covert is bursting away ; 

O'er mountains he tcampert, well double our 

pace. 
Swift vengeance pursaes him, and gladdens oor 

chase. 

Lose, lose no time, to horse, my boys, 

Flhig off dull drowsy spleen ; 
The neighing sounds, and deep-tongned noise. 

Now calls us to the green. 

For hark! horn, &c« 

With rosy health out cheeks shall glow. 
Oar nerves with toil be ttnmg i 



With tides of joy oar blood shall i«m. 
Who join the nanting thioog. 

Forhaik! 



aottkp Ac* 



And when we leave the shooting field. 
And night has bnnwht as hamt. 

Libations rich the hall shall yiddy 
Loud mirth shall shake the dtnne. 

Forhaik! 



THE VILLAGE.BORN BKAUTY. 

Air—" The High^MetOed Raoer.'^^VpbigL) 

See the star-breasted villain to yonder cot bousd. 
Where the sweet honeysuckle entwines it anmad, 
Yet sweeter, far sweeter than flower e'er seen. 
Is the poor hedger's daughter, the pride <d the 

green! 
But more, never more, will she there please aU 

eyes. 
Her peace of mind withers, her hajppincas flics ! 
She pauses, sighs, trembles! — and yet dares to 

roam. 
The village-bom beauty, sedaced from her home. 

From a post-chaise and four she's in London sec 

down. 
Where, robbed of her virtue, she*s laonched oa 

the town ; 
Her carriage, her servants, and jevels so gay. 
Tell bow high she is kept, and o er aU bc«rs the 

sway ! 
At the Opera,— the Playhouse, — the Parks, sad 

elsiewhere. 
Her beauty out-rivals each beauty that's there; 
And while, big with envy, her down£sll th^ 

tell. 
The village-bom beauty o'er all bears the bdL 

But soon, from indifference, caprice, or whtt 

not, — 
She's turned on the world — by her keeper feifot; 
Yet, fond to be flattered, and fettered in viee. 
She's this man's, or that, as he oomes ts her 

price! 
At length, gxowing stale, all her finerraold. 
In the bloom of her youUi, through disease, look- 
ing old ! 
Forsook by her lovers, and sought for no BMite, 
The village-bom beauty becomes a street w — . 

Up lanes and through alleys she now stalks ha 

way. 
Exposed to all weathers, by night, and by day \ 
Cold, houseless, and shiirring, and wet to the 

skin. 
With glass after glass, drowns her sorrows witk 

k$in! 
Distressed, sore, and ragged, sad, firiendless, and 

poor. 
She's borue to some garret, or workhouse obscore ' 
Breathes a prayer-hope to Heaven, — a sinner ts 

save . 
When the village-bom beauty is laid in the grave. 

Then pity, ye fair ones, nor be too severe. 
And give a frail sister the boon of a tear! 
When prone to condemn them, — reflect, — thiak 

awhile — 
That the heart often bleeds when the face weais s 

smile ' 
Think, too, how to beauty thev oft owe their 

fall. 
And what may, through vice, be the £ate of p^ 

all: 
And O, while sweet Innocenee bi»xs a 

sway. 
May hell seise the villain that smiles lobetny. 
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LIPEY AT THE TREADMILL. 
Air—" Kattp aHager/'-iBTyuA.) 

My name is Lipey Benjamin, 

I lives in London City, 
I deals in gooU and trinkets too. 

And the peoples call me witty ; 
They Mty I am a pretty man. 

And my manners are so coaxing. 
For I kiss the sirls whene'er I can. 

When poor Lipey they'd be hoaxing. 

Spoken.] Yes, t'other day a ^rl wanted me to 
give her a pin with a peaatit'nl diamond up a top 
of it, that I made myself with a bit of tinsel, and 
a nice pit a glass that costs me nothing so much as 
one shilling for a thousand. Vat, says I, young 
woman, would you rob me of my pin : — No, says 
•he, I am too honest. — But vat do you tink, she 
took my pin, and left me a bunch of dogs* meat, 
saying, exchange was no robbery, and singing 

Ri tol la ral la ral la, 
Tiddeilooral la row, 
Ri tol la ral la ral la, 
Riggity, piggity raio. 

Well, what do you think I went to do. 

But straight my money I spent, sin, 
I thousht this damsel I'd pursue. 

So 1 to the justice went, sirs. 
Says he, what have yon got to say 

Against this fair intruder? 
Why, says I, mith my pin she ran away. 

So instantly I pursued her. 

Spoken.] Yes, so he did, said an old barrow- 
woman, and he upset all my apples, pears, and 
walnuts, into the mud, and I wants to be recom- 
pensed. — A dandy preferred a charge against me 
oecause I aplashed his lily-whito breeches ; an old 
maid accused me of murder, because I trod on the 
tail id her lap-dog ; a Klaxier appeared against me 
with v ie amt r e because I had smashed meet of his 
nonet; and a chimney-sweep swore that I ^K>iled 
his beat mtU of wumnumg, by tumbling him into a 
heap of mortar ; so dat the cirl escaped mith the 
pin ; I lost my point, and because I was struck 
domb with astonuhment, I had nothing to say for 
myself, while all the peoples sung 

Ri tol la ral, &c. 

Well, when I found m^ pin was lost. 

And I was sent to jail, sirs, 
I here and there sent, at my cost. 

And tried to pt my bail, sirs \ 
When all my friends being out of town. 

They said 1 must contont me. 
And, ecot, their usage made me frown. 

For they to the tr^d-mill sent me. 

Spoken.] Yes, there was I singing here we go 
up, up, up. and now we go down, down, downey ; 
living upon nothing else but trifer, — but if I hadn't 
lost my pin, I wouldn't have cared a pin about 
it. But den I lost the matters of a whole day, be- 
sides all ro> pr\>fits, my pretty little diamond, and 
have worn out a beauiitul pair of shoes, vat coat 
me just two and five-pence halfpenny mithoot the 
strings. But although they've cot me into such a 
line now, if ever they come to buy a pin of me, 
so help me Cot. I'll stick it into 'em, and make 
them pay in a Christian-like manner for sending 
•n honest Jew to the tread-mill, and then I can 
langh mith mr friends, and sing 

Ri tol la ral, lie 



THE CLOWN TURNED SEAMAN. 

(Dibdin.) 

Like other lubbers, struck with dread, 

1 feared to go to sea \ 
For I had heard, and I had read. 
From risk no tar is free. 
With visage grim. 
Death looks at him. 

As mountain-high he goet ; 
On horses standing. 
Topsails handing, 
BiUows rattling. 
Thunders clattering. 
Yet Jack advancing. 
Singing, dancing, 
Roarini(, ranting. 
Is always panting 
To drub old England's foet. 

A friend had money sot and fame \ 
Wouldst thou, my lad, cried he^ 
Earn riches and a glorious name t 
Just make a voyage with me. 
What though so grim. 
Death looks at him. 
As the bold sailor goes ; 

On horses standing, % 

I went aboard, to work turned to. 
To enrich my friends and wife. 
And now am foremoet of the crew 
To praise a sailor's life : 
What though so ^m. 
Death looks at him. 
At mountain-high he goet ^ 

On hortet standing, f 



^»^»^^^^ 



TEDDY RIAN, THE DUBLIN PAT1BR. 
Air—" Th» Qnmm of HiorMy."— (Beoler.) 

'TWAS on the banks of LifTeT's water. 

Whose torrents down by Dublin poor, 
I saw young Judy, old Judy's daui^itetf 

Singing sweetly at her au>in-door. 
Whilst shirt of check the fair did wash on. 

Of Teddy Rian, the bold pavier maa^ 
She sang and did divulge a passion 

In strains and burden that so sweetly ran. 

ClIOROS. A ir— " B«h and Jcmm." 
Hev for Teddy's name ! 

Old Ireland's too, my jewel. 
Who wo'n't say the same 

I think is very cruel. 

O Teddy Rian, yon neat bold pavier, 

I reelect well, when we first did meet. 
How I was charmed by your behaviour 

Whilst your were paving famous Sackvillc-streeU 
Yon helped me kindly o'er each puddle, j 

And such soft words did whisper in my «us ; | 
Which put my heart in such a muddle, 

I sha n't forget it in a thousand years. 

Then hey for Teddy, &c 

But woe's the time when 'gain I met yon. 

You'd joined the rebels on that very day i 
The soldiers then had fought and beat yon. 

And hnnted yon just lilto vile birds of prsy. 
That von should not be made a maityr. 

Did not I hide you underneath my bed ? 
And didn't yon — out what followed after 

Twixt yon and me there, need not now bs said. 

Then hey for Tbddy, te. 



And there I kept yon till the 
Went far away from our mud 

Then yon, enlisted, went off to Hanr, 
To fight against the great black 
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And you will beat 'cm black and blue too. 
To stop 'em coming to old Ireland's main ; 

I couldn t bear a tawney brute to 
Ruin and rob me o'er and o'er again. 

Then hey for Teddy, &c. 

Our priest says, thejr're all Jews and Quakers, 

And worship cows instead of Patrick's cross ; 
Their clergymen are all called fakirs. 

So you may kill 'em all without remorse. 
Mind with such pagans no extortion. 

Take all their money with your might and main; 
Oh ! then come home when you've a fortune. 

And make a honest maid of me again. 

Then hey for Teddy, &c. 

O Teddy, I am grown much bigger. 

Then make haste back to our fields so green ; 
Youll marry me and make my figure 

Both fit and proper by all to he seen. 
Now she had done her plaintive ditty, 

A briny tear-drop in her blue eye sprang ; 
Then, as I walked to Dublin city. 

Poor Judy's burden all the way 1 sang. 

Then hey for Teddy, &c. 



CHARMING SWEET ARE WINGS AND 
LIBERTY. 

(J. Lunn.) 

WllFN opening flowers proclaim the spring. 
And tuneful birds a welcome sing. 
O'er sylvan scenes 1 love to rove. 
And hear the concert of the grove ; 
For as the feathered songsters meet. 
They seem to say, " how charming sweet 
Are wings and liberty !" 

But, when imprisoned in a cage, 
1 see the captive warbler rage. 
Iffy bosom bums to break the wire. 
And let him join his native choir ; 
For» in each note, which meets my ear, 
Methinks these plaintive words I hear. 
Oh ! give me liberty. '^" 



« 
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SHE'S FAIR AND PAUSE THAT CAUSES 
MY SMART. 

(Burns.) 

She's fair and fause that causes my smart, 

I lo'ed her meikle and lang ; 
She's broken her vow, she's broken my heart. 

And I may e'en gac hang. 
A coof cam in wi' rowth o' gear. 
And I hae tint my dearest dear ; 
But woman is but warld's gear ; 

Sae let the bonnie lass gang. 

Whae'cr ye be that woman love. 

To this be never blind, 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, 

A woman has't by kind : 
woman lovely, woman fair! 
An angel form's faun to thy share, 
Twad been o'er mciklo to gien thee mair, 

1 mean an augel mind. 



THE CHAPTER OF BLUSHES. 

Air—" The Chapter of Kings.'*— {C, Dibdin.) 

How various the blushes that tint the cheek ! 
Some weakness, some shame, and some modesty 

speak; 
And the cheek that a blu^h can ne'er reveal. 
Shows the head can't think, or the heart can't feel. 
So exceptions all jn^inted. 
By general rules wanted. 
We all of u4 btush in our turn. 



English, Welsh, Scotch, and Irish, thoogb tbiM 

in name. 
In essence are one, and all blush the same ; 
Their bliuh it is red, and that's valour's hoe. 
And they make all their foes blush black amd Ubs. 

That lawyers don't blush, some assert so big. 
But someumes you can't see the blush for the wig; 
If doctors don't blush, it's a wonder to me. 
They're so monstrously mode^ in taking their fee. 

The blush of an actor is rouge and rose pink ; 
Authors blush black and white in their p^>er and 

ink; 
The blush of a critic I never could mark. 
For they, like monopolists, deal in the dark. 

Some great folks with their " bhuhing honom** 

some stake. 
Seldom blush — but that's cavilling for cavil's sake ; 
If theg do not blush, they on ** their hommr** claim. 
So their honours blush for 'em, and that's all the 



tame. 



May the maiden*s lUah ever from modesty flow. 
The blush of the wife prove affection's g(ow ; 
May wealth never blush to own friends downcast^ 
Nor we e'er have reason to blush for the past. 

TWO SWEET LITTLE BIRDS. 

(W. Ball.) 

Two sweet little birds on a blossomy spray. 
Sat chirping away in the sunshine gay; 
And methought, as embowered I quietly lay, 
I heard to her mate the young songstress say. 

Or seem to say, — 
Oh ! how happy am I, by the side of my love. 
Once more the wild grove free and merry to rove* 
And sing, as we stray, 'mid the glories of May, 
To the echoing Heaven my rapturous lay 

Through uie live 1od|; (fay ! 

While absent from thee I was torn with de^Mur* 
For, encaged ere aware, 1 was lost to thy care : 
In a garden of sweets lay the treacherous snare. 
Filled full of fine flowers, fresh fountains fair. 

And fruitage rare. 
But I beat my mad wing 'gainst its letters of cold. 
Till I broke from my hold, and away, uncontrMled, 
Flew back, the rude fare of the forest to share. 
For liberty, sweeter beyond compare. 

And thou, love, were there. 



THE ROEBUCK. 

A HUNTING GLEE. 

(Upton.) 

Where, where shall we hunt the roebuck to-day? 

Over the mountains and over the hills : 
Then haste to the forest, away, boys, away. 

And a kiss shall be his, who the roebuck irilU. 

A kiss, a kiss from the damsel most sweet i 
Agreed, agreed , — we'll contend for the bliss : 

And he that shall lay the deer at her feet. 
The lips of a maid shall reward widi a kiss ! 



PEACEFUL SLEEP POOR WILL AND JANS 

(W. H. Ireland.) 

Sadly Jane sat weaving willow 
On a rock tliat crowned the billow ; 

To whose roar she sighed and said — 
" Tell me, tell me, boist'rous railer, 
Where's my Will, my own true sailor?** 
Then she wept and hung her head. 
" If we ve parted. 
Broken-hearted, 
Pining Jane with death will wed*** 
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Oft to Heaven her eyes apraising. 
Then on wat'rv expanse gazing. 

Weeping still, sne sighed her fear : 
Sadden, on the distant ocean, 
Jane beheld a sail in motion : 
*' Tis my Will ! my life ! my dear! 
Farewell, mourning ! 
Joy's returning !" 
Smiling sweet, she dried the tear. 

But the rays of Hope are fleeting ; 
Soon tempestuous waves were beatii^; ; 

Jane in anguish sighed her pain : 
" Now,'' she cried, " the bark is sinking! 
Reason fled, on William thinking ; — 
Mad, she plunged into the main. 
Woes are ended. 
Death befriended ; 
Peaceful sleep poor Will and Jane. 



M 



CORPORAL CASEY. 

(G. Colman.) 

When 1 was at home I was merry and frisky. 
My dad kept a pig and my mother sold whisky. 
My uncle was rich, but would never be aisey 
Till I was enlisted by Corporal Casey. 
Och ! rub a dub, row de dow. Corporal Casey ! 
My dear little Shelah, I thought would run crazy, 
Wlien I trudged away with tough Corporal Casey. 

I marched from Kilkenny, and, as I was thinking 
On Shelah, my heart in my bosom was sinking. 
But soon I was forced to look fresh as a daisy. 
For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Casey. 
Och ! rub a dub, row dc dow. Corporal Casey ! 
The devil go with him, I ne'er could be lazy. 
He stuck in my skiru so, ould Corporal Caaey. 

We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
That fell on my pate, but they bothered me rarely. 
And who should the first be that dropped, why, 

and plaise ye. 
It was my good friend, honest Corporal Casey. 
Orh, rub a dub, row de dow. Corporal Casey ; 
Thinks I you are quiet, and I shall be aisey. 
So eight years I fought without Corporal Casey. 



THE PEASANT'S FUNERAL. 

(Dibdin.) 

Hark, hark ! 'tis Goodman Hearty's knell! 

The village are in tears! 
From youth his neighbours loved him well. 

To a rip»» length of years. 
A« Mercy meek, and free from guile, 

KVn as his fleecy fold, 
Hi< looks difi'used a general smile : — 

But now his knell is knolled ; 
Awt'nl and solemn was the call : 

Y't ^hall it loudly tell 
A l*'«*<on, grave, though sweet, to all 

Who hoard Will Hearty's kneU. 

Mv life was hnppy, hale, and strong; 

Th* n do not wail and cry ; 
Thr man who knows he's done no wrong 

E'« n with a smile can die. 
Mv frame's worn out, yet I survive; 

I've that death cannot kill ; 
The immortal soul shall ever live 

Of him who knows no ill. 
These were his words : his friends and wife 

Tf.cse truths remember well. 
That not to death hut to new life 

Tolled out Will llcartv's knelL 

This was the man they lay in earth ; 
The flower of rustic pride ; 



Who loved his friend, loved hanniest murth. 

Who, even when he died. 
Could lay his hand upon his heart. 

And, with clear conscience, cry — 
Oh, Death, thou hast for me no dan ; 

"Thou, Grave, no victory. 
This was the man once every year 

Of whom the peasants tell. 
While all the country flock to hear 

Of Goodman Hearty's knell. 



THE PRIVATE THEATRE. 

Air— <' BartUmg Fair, 0/"— (Bryant.) 

Come, neighbours, haste away. 
And you'll see a private play ; 
Where the amateurs so neat 
Will conduct themselves complete ; 
Where no foolish ninny hammer 
Will knock about the grammar. 
But performers they will cause yon soon to staie, O ' 

Spok^J Aye ! make hasto, and you will dis- 
cover Mr. Spruce, in his dressing-room, tarroand- 
ed by Peter Plump, Harry Snuffle, Jerry Lispall, 
and Simon Snaggletooth. Please, Mr. Othello, 
can you lend me some vermilion? No ; I always 
use carmine, except when I black my face for 
Hassan, and then my publican finds me in paint. 
Aye ; but who finds you in paint when ^oa play 
light comedy ? Why, he don't want paint when 
he does that character ; for I remember, when he 
played Belcoor, he dined with a brass-founder, so 
that accoimts for his getting through it. The brass- 
fonnder^-there's the rub ! It may be the mb, but 
I'm not afraid to face it, and ting. 

Hey down, ho down, 
Derry derry down. 
Oh, this is pnvate playing, I dedmre, O . 

Then the prompter rings the bell. 
Each the curtain's rise to tell. 
And the music tcranes aloud. 
As the audience hitJier crowd ; 
They cry, " Bravo ! encore !" 
I ne er heard the like before. 
Such music always causes us to stare, O ! 

Spoken J Then the curtain rises— Mr. Snibe 
makes his first appearance. La! (says Mrs. Mug* 
gle,) what a handsome youn^ man he is, and how 
narvaut! why, he looks just like Minerva, the sod 
of Harmony, so he does ! What a figure for no- 
meo ! (cries Mr. Tipple,) what symmetry, what a 
fine countenance, and dark blue eyes! Ladies, 
don't look at him, or you'll never get over it. 
Silence! silence! silence! (says a countryman.) 
Why, that man crying silence is making most noise ; 
and, as for the gentleman's eyes, one's ashamed 
to look at the other ; and I'm sure I've seen his 
legs at Stratford, and that's not far from Bow. 
So, well sing, hey down, ho down, &c. 

Then, performance being o'er. 
All are rushing to the door ; 
Some call for ** Coach ! a coach !" 
They, with labour, soon approach ; 
Then home their steps they measure. 
And declare they've tasted pleasure. 
For they have just seen a sifj^ht so rare, O ! 

Spoken. i La! pa, how well that gentleman 
played Gaffer, in Vtimt Preserved. So he did, 
my dear. How did you like Pierre, lovey ? Very 
well, ma. Was that the nmn that built Margate- 
pier ? Bless his innocent little heart, how he no- 
tices every thing' No, my dear; that was the 
character : the gentleman's real name is Flighty, 
and Mr. Grab, the manager, has offered him an 
engagement if he'll play tor nothing and find his 
own wardrobe. Really, (says Mr. Dry,) Grab'a 
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a good feUow, and knows the value of the gentle- 
uiau's talents. 

So, well sing, hey down, ho down, &c. 



FILL HIGH TO HIM THAT'S PAR AWAY'. 

(T. Moore.) 

No, never shall my soul forget 
llie friends I found so cordial-hearted ; 

Dear, dear, shall be the day we met. 
And dear shall be the night we parted. 

Oh, if re^t, however sweet. 

Must with the lapse of time decay. 

Yet still, when thus in mirth you meet. 
Fill high to him that's far away. 

Long be the flame of memory found 

Anve within your social glass : 
Let that be still the magic round 

O'er which Oblivion dares not pass ! 



BRINK BY NIGHT AND FIGHT BY DAY. 

(Bryant.) 

The waves may foam, the winds may roar, 
And falling trees may strew tlie shore. 
Still we'll defy all care and thinking. 
While every sense shall yield to drinking. 
Ha, ha, ha, boys, that's the way. 
To drink at night and fight by day. 

Pass the glass, boys, I will lead you ; 
Bacchus swears he'll always feed you ; 
You've the hearts the gods delight in. 
For you love good cheer and fighting. 

Ha, ha, ha, boys, &c. 

Then, while life remains, we'll spend it. 
Cheer alone on earth can mend it ; 
Then, let's live and still be jolly. 
For dulness hurts us more than folly. 

Ha, ha, ha, boys, &c. 



TIS TRUE, WHEN FIRST THE ROSY 

DAWN. 

(Jackson.) 

Tis true, when first the rosy dawn. 

Leads on the sprightly day. 
Along the copse, or cross the lawn. 

We trace tne devious way ; 
Prom every hill and grove around. 

By sportive echoes borne. 
We catch the soul-enliv'ning sound. 

The madness of the mom. 

Now o'er the crag, abrupt and steep. 

The mettled coursers strain. 
Now brave the rough descent, and sweep 

Impetuous to the plain ; 
Now leap the mound, and urged amain. 

In speed outstrip the wind. 
While planting Care pursues in vain. 

And Sorrow lags behind. 

When ev'ning sheds the pleasing gloom. 

To calmer scenes restored. 
We greet with songs the genial room. 

And hail the festive board : 
By wine, and wine's free joy' engrossed. 

The happy minutes roll. 
Here Love and Wit inspire the toast. 

And Friendship guards the bowl. 
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By her once loved, how blest the yoath. 

What joys to him are known ! 
To call a maid, all charms and trath, 
A heart like hers his owa. 
O ! happy he 
Must surely be 
With Mary of the Dale. 



««^«^#^« 



BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 

(Gay.) 

All in the Downs the fleet was moored. 

The streamers waving in the wind. 
When black-eyed Susan came on board : — 
" Oh ! where shall 1 my true love find ? 
" Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true, 
" If my sweet William sails among your crew ?*' 

William, who high upon the yard. 
Rocked by the billows to and fro. 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 
He sighed, and cast his eyes below ; 
The cord glides swiftly through his glowing hands. 
And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands. 

So the sweet lark, hi^h poised in air. 

Shuts close his pinions to his breast, 
(If, chance, his mate's shrill call he hears,) 
And drops at once into her nest. 
The noblest captain in the British fleet 
Might envy WUliam's lips those kisses sweet. 

Oh, Susan! Susan! lovely dear! 
My vows shall ever true remain. 
Let me kiss off that falling tear. 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye list, ye winds ! my heart shall be 
The faithful compass that still points to thee. 

Believe not what the landmen say. 

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind ; 
They tell thee — sailors when away 
In every port a mistress find ! 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so. 
For thou art present wheresoe'er I go. 

If to fair India's coast we sail, 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright ; 
Thy breath in A trie's spicy gale. 
Thy skin in ivory so white : 
Thus every beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue. 

lliough battle call thee from thy arms, 

I^t not my pretty Susan mourn ; 
Though cannons roar, yet free from harms, 
William shall to his dear return : 
Ix)ve turns aside the balls that round me fly. 
Lest precious tears should drop from Susan's eye ! 

The boatswain gave the dreadful word. 

The sails their swelling bosoms spread ; 
No longer must she stay on board : 
They kissed, she sighed, he huitf his head : 
Hf r lessemng boat, unwilfing, rows to Und ; 
" Adieu !" ute cried, and waved her lily hand. 
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HEY! FOR THE HEILAN HILLS! HEY! 
FOR THE HEILAN HEATHER! 

Air—" Ro!f*» Wif;" 

Hey! for the Heilan hilU ! 

Hey ! for the Heilan heather ! 
Let me see, 'ere yet I dee, 

Heilan hills, an' Heilan heather ! 

Thftueh Neptune smiles on Indian islet, 
Wi' finer flowers, and warmer weather. 

Their sun-beams beat wi' feverish heat. 
But halesome is the Heilan heather. 

Hey ! lor the Heilan Iiills, lie. 



The moss muir black, an' mountain blue, 
Whare mantlier mists at gloaming gather ; 

The craigs an' cairns, o* hoanr hue. 

Where blooms the bonnie Heilan heather. 

Hey ! for the Heilan hills, &c. 

Whare mony a wild bird wags his wing, 
Baith sweet o' sang, an' fair o' feather. 

While cavemed cliflSi wi' echo rine, 
Amang the hills o' Heilan heather. 

Hey ! for the Heilan hilU, frc 

l^liare lads an' lasses hie o' heart. 
To birrin bagpipes dance thegither. 

Devoid o' Fashion's apish art, 
Amang the hills o' Heilan heather. 

Hey ! for the Heilan hills, &c. 

The broom an' brake, the linn an' lake. 
The strait an' stream, my mountain mither. 

Are dear to me as dear can be. 
But doubly dear the Heilan heather. 

Hey ! for the Heilan hills, &c 



BROTHER MASON FREE, HERB'S 10 

THEE. 

Let malicious people censure. 

They're not worth a Mason's aiaswer ; 

While we drink and sing. 

With no conscience' sting. 

Let their evil genius plague tnem. 

And for malice devil take t) em ^ 

Well be free and merry. 

Drinking port and sherry. 

Till the stars at midnignt •hine. 

And our eyes with them ^mbfaM 

The dark nicht to banisi . 

Thus we will replenish 

Nature, while our glav«et 

With the bottle nasse. . 

Brother Mason n«e. 

Here's to thee, to tb ^ ; 

And let it run the table round. 

While Envy does th« Masons' feet e 



MY HEART 18 THINE OWN. 

(Upton.) 

Yoo say my heart, my too fond heart. 

Is cold, my dear, to yon ; 
Ah ! canst thou such a thought impart 
To one that loves so true f 
Forbear, cruel chider ! for Oh, be it known. 
My heart, my fond heart, love, my heart is thine 
own. 

You say my thoughts will wildly stray. 

When other eyes I see ; 
No, Henry, no \ by night or day, 
I only think of thee ! 
Ah ! yes, cruel chider! for oh, be it known. 
My heart, my fond heart, love, my heart is thine 
own. 

Then hush, ah hush ! each idle fear. 

Unkind to love and me ; 
Unkind, for know, my ondy dear, 
I only think on thee ! 
Ah! yes, cruel chider! for oh, beitknown. 
My heart, my fond heart, love, my heart ie t^iae 
own. 
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MAJOR MACPHERSON AND MISS SCOUT. 

(Kenney.) 

Major Macpherson heaved a sigh, 

Tol de diddle dol, kc. 
And Major Macpherson didn't know why ; 

Tol de, &c. 
But Major Maqpherson toon found out, 

Tol de, &c. 
It was all for Miss Lavinia Scout, 

Tol de, &c. 

•Says Major Macpherson, IVe no douht, 

Tol de, &c. 
I'm scorned by Miss Lavinia Scout; 

Tol de, &c. 
And, since on her I still must doat, 

Tol de, &c. 
I'll make it a point P* **H my throat. 

Tol de, &c. 

Then Major Macpherson took a razor, 

Tol de, &c. 
And, says he, d — n me but V\\ amaze her ! 

Tol de, &c. 
My fate's decreed — my hour is come : — 

Tolde, &c. 
Then he drew the edge — across his thumb ; 

Tolde, &c. 

And still on his woes did the Major ham, 

Tolde, kc. 
But the Major was young, and the razor was 
sharp ; 

Tol de, &c. 
Ho, says he, to kill himself a brave man scorns ; 

Tolde, &c. 
>So, instead of his throat, he rut his corns. 

Tol de. &c. 



THE MULBERRY TREE. 

(Collins.) 

The swcetbriar grows in the merry green wood. 
Where the musk-rose diffuses its perfume so 
free ; 

fiat the blight often seizes both blossom and bud, 
While the mildew files over the mulberry tree. 

In the nursery reared, like the tender voung vine. 

Mankind, of all orders, and every degree, 
tpirst crawl on the ground, then spring up like the 
pine. 
And some branch, and bear fruit, like the muU 
berry tree. 

To the fair Tree of Knowledge, some twine like a 
twig, 
While some sappy sprouts with its fruits disa- 
gree. 
For which, we from birch, now and then pluck a 
sprig. 
Which i* not quite so sweet as the mulberry tree. 

The vast Tree of Life we all eagerly climb. 

And impatiently pant at its )u<^h top to be ; 
Though five out of ten are lopped off in their 
prime. 
And they drop, like dead leaves, from the mul- 
berry tree. 

Or, like weeping willows, we hang down the 
head , — 
When poor withered elders, we're destined to 
be ; — 
And we're minded no more than mere logs when 
we're dead. 
Or the dew that flies over the mulberry tree. 

But, under the shade of the cypross or yew. 
Our trunks in the church-yard transplanted must 
be. 



And we know no man when their bloom wiD it> 
new. 
Than the dew that flies over the mnlbeny tnc 

Yet, like Ugnomvitae, we hearts of oak wear. 
Or the cedar, that keeps from the canker-wam 
free; 
While the vine-juice we drain, to dissolve eveiy 
care. 
Like the dew that flies over the mulberry tree. 



HENRY AND KATE. 

(Currell.) 

The village hinds were hush^ to sleep. 

And peace possessed each breast. 
When Henry, from the boundless deep. 

Came wounded and distrest. 
His heart was kind, but he was poor 
And fate had other woes in store. 
For, lo ! his Kate he saw no more. 
And peace was fled for ever '. 

His wound did rankling pain impart. 

While he, with faltering breath. 
Cried, deeper wounded is my heart. 

With news of Kitty's death ! 
He raised his eyes to heaven above. 
Imploring blessings for his love : 
While he again to sea would rove. 
For peace was fled for ever ! 

He on the sad forsaken cot. 

Gave one dire ghastly smile. 
Then left! and by a destined shot. 

Pell bleeding at the Nile! 
Rejoiced, he said, I meet my Kate, 
Then bade adieu each brave messmate. 
And thus resigned to his sad fate. 
He closed his eyes for ever! 
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THE WILTSHIRE FORTUNE HUNTER; 

OR, THE WIDOW AND THE FARMEft. 
Air—" Rumpti bumpti 6a^."— (Beoler.) 

In Wilts was a prodigal farmer. 

Who had a good sort of a wife ; 
But his raking did so much alarm her. 

It frightened her out of her life. 
In a coffin and shroud she soon sank. 

And he said, as they shut down the lid o'et her, 
" To-night I intends to get drunk 

With joy, because I'm now a widower." 

Spoken.] To be zure 'e were a good sort of a 
ooman enouve in her way, but then 'e al'ays wef 
in my way ; vor 'e wer al'ays a>teazing I aboK 
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left I in peaze to ring — 
A tiddle e nirasy bum, tiddle e ramsy bay, 
O, dom it, I'm glad 'e be gone, ah tiddle e 
bay. 

II is excesses now got beyond rule. 

His estate was all mortgaged they say for '( 
His children were all sent to school. 

But the devil a sous did he pay for *em. 
He soon found his fortune adnft. 

And the duns ev'ry day much more clamonmi; 
So, thought he, (put at last to the dkift,) 

I mus' court zome dame rich an' amoct>us ! 

Spoken.] Dom it, that I mus'. I knows, H. 
go vind some rich varmer's widder. I'll swearii 
en that 1 be worth thouzands and thoozaods, aa 
that I love en to extraction. Ecod ! leave I akM 

vor tellinc a oouian a bouncing cracker laid II; 

lie wi' any ooman in all Wiltzhirc, and sing—' 

Tiddle e nimsy bom, ft& 
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He aoon found & widow of honour. 

Who was rich, and had horses and ploughs ; 
His snares he directed upon her. 

To catch her, her oxen, and cows. 
She was sober and drank nought herself, 

But kept plenty of wine for her friends ; 
Wlien this farmer, who wanted her pelf, 

Coufled her for his prodigal ends. 

Spoken.] O thee most divinest and most pret- 
tiest widder that be in the county of Wiltshire ! 'e 
looks quite az zweet az c merrysold, sunflower, an' 
dawodowndilly ! Look on I, down zpank an both 
my two kneez to 'e, vuU ov love an' wonderment. 
Young Stupid, e God of Wenus, has drawn his 
harrows through my zoul, an' I veels— I vecls — I 
veels— I do'n ow how I veels. I veels as if as 
how my heart, kidneys, and wery witals wer eated 
up holfer, loike a ripe pear by e dom zons o' guns 
ov wapses. Zmile upon I, an' I lays thousands 
and thouzands ov pounds on e veet. Frown on I, 
an' I goes yliome an* hangs, shoots, an' drowns 
■nyscl' in e mill-pond. Zay ell have I, an' I 
jumps on my horse and gallops to e parzon to tell 
en to many we. Woul e conzen' then? Woul e 
have I ? What zay e, widder? — 

O tiddle e rumsy bum, &c 

The farmer's affairs were in danger. 

For the widow's hand he couldn't win ; 
To his conduct she wasn't a stranger. 

She therefore was not taken in. 
She told him, in spite of his labours. 

She never would wed such a varlet ; 
So, in spite, he went telling the neishbours 

That she was a drunkard and harlot. 

Spokkn.] Whoat! do 'e zay, that 'ere widder 
be a sober ooman ? Lard ! I never seed a more 
drunkener 'toxicated ooman in all my bom days. 
Whoy , I seed en gollop down three quarts of strong 
yale an' a bottle of wind afore breakfaz* ; an' az 
vcr her wirter, e haz no more 'an my tom-cat. 
Whoy, I seed en an' varmer Pitchfork kissing an' 
huggmg an' — an' all that 'ere zort of thing together 
-wi my own eyes an' ears. Whoy none but a good 
natered vool loike I ould ha' thi'nked to ha' mar- 
ried she, for her vortune be all in my eye, and her 
..onesty all — 

Tiddle e rumsy bum, &c 

As his slander had not any grounds. 

The law got him fast by the tail ; 
He couldn't pay five hundred pounds. 

So they bundled him off to a jail. 
Fortune hunters now mind what I have said. 

In woman good sense is oft hid, O ; 
And though you may take in a maid. 

You can't always take in a widow. 

A tiddle e rumsy bum, &c 



HE STILL HOVERS ROUND MY WAY. 

[Translated from the German Opera of Preciosa. 
Music by Weber. J 

Though alone, I am not lonely ; 

Still his image hovers near \ 
Seems to wander on the moon-beams. 

That so brightly shine and clear. 

Wheresoe'cr my thoughts may wzmder, 
WlnTCsoe'er my feet may stray ; 

Or in pleasure, or in sorrow. 
He still hovers round my way. 

Like the brilliant stars above me. 
Though so distant, still so bright. 

They, though distant, lend their splendour. 
Thou, though distant, meet'st my sight. 



THE FOX IS UNKENNELLED. 

The fox is unkennelled, — the hounds are in cry. 
And dash through the commons below : 

The hunters all eager, — sly renard must die ; — 
A double — in pit — tally ho \ 

Again with fresh vi^ur he leads them the chase* 

To ba£Be he cunnmgly tries ; 
But, ah! how he falters, — he limps in his pace,— 

Redoubles— enfeebled — he dies! 

JOY AND HEALTH BE THE LOT OF EACH 
WORTHY ODD FELLOW. 

Air — *' To Anacreon in Heacen." — (Smith.) 

On Olympus' high hill, where Jove sat at a feast. 
Merry Momus was there, full of humour and 
fun; 
Thus bumpered the gods from the great to the 
least. 
And the necUr flew round, till 'twas Momns's 
turn: 
" 111 give you a toast, ye celestial host." 
Cried Jove then, " what is it ? I prithee now 
tell us." 
Momus said, with a laugh, while the nectar he 
quaffed, 
" Success to each Lodge of worthy Odd Fel- 
lows." 

" What new sect are those, called ' Odd Fellows,' " 
cried Jove ; 
" Whom you have just honoured by drinking a 
toast?" 
" Great sire, they are men that this court moat 
approve. 
For honour's their motto, and virtue their boast : 
They are true and sincere, in their friendship so 
dear. 
That no discord can reach them, their history 
tell us : 
May they ever unite, free from envy and spite. 
And joy crown the Lodge of all worthy Odd Fel- 
lows." 

Says Jove, " I'm well pleased to find mortals so 
wise. 
Who friendship prefer to self-interest so mean ; 
By honour thus taught all those arts to despise. 
Which, with shame, on the earth I too often 
have seen : 
Fly, Fame, through the sky, sound their praises on 
high. 
And, Truth .ever sanction the history they tell us ; 
When time shall remove them to regions above. 
We'll crown them with glory, all true worthy 
Odd Fellows." 

Our most Noble Grand, let us toast—in the chair. 
The Vice-Grand, and Officers each, in their sta- 
tion : 
May honour and merit be ever their care. 

And their names be revered by each Lodge in 
the nation ; 
While each loyal brother, still true to each other. 
Laugh, drink, sing, and smoke, till we're all of 
us mellow ; 
Then homewaru depart, this wish in each heart, 
Joy and neaith bn the lot of each worthy Odd 
Fellou. 



THE LOVES OF SAMMY SUGARPLUM 
AND POLLY CHITTERLINGS. 

Ail 



ti 



Riley and his dear Colinband.'* 

Come here, ye lovyers all, now, and listen to my 

Ule, 
Tit of von Sammy Sugarplum, vot loved a drol» 

of ale; • 
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He coQTted Podly Chitterlingt, the porkmmn'* 

duller sweety 
Vot lived in Mutton- Lane, 'twixt Saffron-Hill and 

'fonunill-Street. 

Hi tol lol, ate 

It v<M von Monday he made Miu Podl his bride. 
He took her in a von-horse shay, all for to have a 

ride ; 
But ven they did return at night, it vos as dark as 

pitchy 
And Sam, being blind vith drinking ale, drove vop 

into a ditch. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Miss Podlv's neck vos broke in two— poor Sam vos 

hruined sore ; 
He pulled Miss Podly from the mud, who never 

not spoke no more ; 
He took her up a-pick-a-back, and put her in the 

shavy 
Then hit the norae a deuce of a vack, and gallop'd 

fast avay. 

Ritol, &c 

It voe a sight all for to see vot vould have freez'd 

your blood. 
Miss Podlv's little button-mouth vos plaster*d up 

with mud. 
Her lovely little satin shoes, and boimet lined vith 

pink, 
Vot Sam had buy'd the day afore, vos now as 

black as ink. 

Ri tol, &c. 

Her ghost appeared to him at night, and thus to 

him did say, 
"Oh, Sammy, Sammy Sugarplum ! all cold now 

ii n.*y clay. 
My ghost viU hamt you day acd night, till you are 

robbed of life. 
For veil yon knows. Sam Sugarplum, vot I*m your 

lawful vife i" 

Ri tol, &c. 

Poor Sammy soon he lost his vits, and then von 

mommg he 
Vos found a-hanging by the neck all from a villow 

tree : 
Their ghosts appear to travellers who're riding out, 

they say. 
Each Vittuntide, by Omaey Vood, all in a von-horse 



shay. 



Ri tol, &c. 



MORAL. 

So now, ye lovyers, high and low, take voming by 
their fate. 

Don't guzzle ale ! or if ye do, oh, do not stay out 
late !— 

If Sam had been a sober man, and still behaved 
as sichy 

His bride, poor Podly, vouldn't have been smoth- 
ered in a ditch. 

Ri tol, &C. 



THE BLUE EYES OF MY MARY. 
Air—" Over the Water to Charlie," 

Oh! bright were the days! for their gloomiest 
hour 

Was at worst but a lost one only. 
When I stole before time to our sweet rose-bower. 

And though among flowers felt lonely ; 
Till soon a light footstep came quickening on. 

And I looked for a fawn or a fairy ; 
But instead, through the roses, beheld in the sun 

The laughing blue ef es of my Mary. 



How oft wouia 1 torn irom iier i imm and tiy. 

In my fulness of joy to diaoover 
Some cause for a tear ; but in earth, aea« or sk 

Th( re was nothing that I coold weep over. 
For e'en if that sky had enshrouded its hae. 

It were nought to make me sad or waiy ; 
I'd a heaven of my own, as bricht and as blasi 

In the soft sunny eyes of mj Mary. 

And well I remember, one golden eve. 

When the moon had given da^ warainc. 
But his rays were so long in taking their leave. 

That it seemed tney would revel till moming 
An old gipsy we met at the garden-gate. 

And though she was haggard and hairy. 
How charming 1 thought her while telling my t 

Word for word with the eyea of my Mary f 

That moon just silvered the winding brooks. 

And again lell under the mountain. 
Yet I fancied it ling'ring on Mary's looks. 

Though dim was the face of the fountain,— 
When I said as I turned to the loadstar of nigb 

Whose beams never lessen nor vary. 
Sure nought under heaven is so constant i 
bright. 

Except the blue eyes of my Mary. 

But Mary is gone ! and the heart she led 

To the cage her enchantments wove it. 
May flutter unheeded, unfreed, nnfed. 

With no one to cherish, to love it ; 
Near her, I could bear the sweet tbraldoB 
well 

As her own gay bird of Canary ; 
But the songs uat 1 ^ our, and the sorrows I 
tell. 

Are unwept by the eyes of my Mazj. 



KITTY BRADY AND DENNIS O'CONW 
Air— 7^ boid IMi^oois.— (ScameU.) 

In Ireland, that prettjr place. 

There lived a charming lady. 
She was the talk of all her race. 

Her name was Kit^ Brady : 
But one day deep in love she nil, 

Tis true upon my honour. 
And swore she felt love's fatad speQ* 

For young Dennis O'Connor. 

Whack falderal. 

Now Dennis was as nate a lad. 

As any you could find, sir ; 
With gnet his heart was never sad. 

But always true and kind, sir. 
As Kit and him would snugly sit. 

And talk of things so frisky. 
Young Dennis never did forget 

To close his eyes with whiskey. 

Whack fal de ral. 

Now hot with love and whiskey too. 

Without any more delay, sir. 
To father Swipes young Dennis flew. 

To name the wedding-day, sir. 
Then soon thiA couple they were wed 

Without bother or care, sir. 
And then at night they went to bed. 

And did what they pleased there, sir. 

Whack fal de ral. 



♦#^^^^*** 



FAIR NATURE AROUND FN HER LO 
LINESS SMILED. 

I LOOKED on the ocean, I looked on the sky. 
And all seemed contentment and gladnsM ^ 

I looked on the sea-fowl, as it flew by. 
And it bore not a feature of sadm 
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I looked on the son, and he 6ed with a tigh^ 
Bat gave a bright hope for to-morrow ^ 

Me glanced on the scene with a lingering eye. 
Like a smile from the visage of sorrow. 

Oh! beautiful was the tremulous star. 

That rose like a watch on the ocean ; 
And sweet was the music that came from aftr. 

On the heavenly wing of devotion. 
Fair nature around in her loveliness smiled ; 

And the sun just ceased from his duty. 
He tank to his rest like an innocent chad. 

Asleep on the bosom of beauty. 



TIPPY JACK'S JOURNEY TO BRIGHTON. 

(BarretL) 

Oh ! ye bucks and ye bloods o' the tqwn. 

Come listen awhile unto me ; 
^Tis Jack, o' my Jack so renowned. 

And this is young Gilpin you see. 

Tim o£ what did befal t'other day j 

To be sure, it was only a rig ; 
But this I will ceruinly say. 

It was all along driving my gig. 

Spoken.] And as Papa Gilpin's ionmey to 
Edmonton has made a bit of noise, I will just give 
a short description of my intended mp to Brighton. 
You must know, that my filly, thorough-bred, in 
taming round the comer of Garlick-hill, took fright 
at the face of an old clothesman, and, without the 
least ceremony, pitched me plamp into the oentre 
of a mud-cart, where I benn to sing 

Ri am ti iddity am, &c. 

Well, up I was once more again. 
And, thanks to my stars, too, unhort ; 

And when fixed in my gig looked the thmg. 
Except something worse for the diit. 

My elbows I knowingly squared, 

I seemed like a swaUow to fly ; 
When plump against a cart run the mare. 

And down again headlong came I. 

SroKEN.] I was now tossed into a fruit-shop, 
where the apples and pears rolled one way, and 
I head-over-heels another. Twic the tailor, says 
one. — You lie, says another, it s the bart>er. — 
Oh ! thank you, gentlemen, says I, it's only 

Ri am ti iddity am, itc. 

So when the damage was paid. 

Away galloo'd I out of sight ; 
But scarce had another street made. 

Before she agaii^ sirs, took fright. 

For spanking along Piccadilly, 

I somehow run over a pig. 
When off aet the bitch of a filly. 

And bundled me oat of the gig. 

Spoken.] Oh* thiswas not the worst job of all; 
for after I had paid the butcher two pwonds, six- 
teen shillings, and three farthings, for the loss 
of his grunter, in touching the mars under the left 
flank, in order to evade pajring the turnpike 
at Hyde- Park-Comer, she run me against the post, 
half-killed an old beggar-woman, upeet a man- 
milliner, smacked one of the shafts m two, and 
left me sprawling in the dirt. — Why don't jroo get 
•p ? says the turnpike man. — Why don't you keep 
moving, sir! says another. — D— n yoa, says I, 
4oB't yoa see I'm moving f So I began to stnc 



Ri am ti iddity «a, Btc 



LET'S DRINK, MY FRIENDS, WHILE 
HERE WE UVE. 

Let's drink, my friends, while here we live 
The fleetioK momenu, as they pass. 

This silent admonition give — 
T* improve our time, and push the glass. 

When once we've entered Charon's boat. 

Farewell to drinking, joys divine ! 
There's not a drop to wet our throat, — 

The grave's a cellar void of wine. 



WHAT WERE LIFE, DEPRIVED OF THEBt 

[Translated from the German Opera of Aba Haa- 
san. Music by Weber.] 

The bird that fortune's power 

Hath caged from hill and plain. 
Ne'er mourns the happy hour 

That freedom gives again ; 
But perched beside the fountain. 

With fluttering heart and wings. 
She bids the distant mountain 

Repeat the strain she sings ; 
Or soaring up to heaven. 

She cleaves the fleecy cloud. 
And thinks of fetters riven. 

And feels of freedom proud. 
But Abu Hassan, what to me 

Were life deprived of thee ? 
O sweeter far were prison tower, , 

If that were shared with thee, love. 
Than lordly hall or rosy bower. 

If thou wert torn from me, love. 
The chains that I may seem to wear. 

The chains that love imposes. 
To me as fragrant seem and fair 

As wreathes composed of roees. 



Ol, 



IRISH BIGABHT; 

THE ILL-TREATMENT OF ONE PCTIUI 
O'PINNIGIN. 



(Bryant.) 

Oh, it was at Clonmell, 

Which is known very well. 
That myself first began to love Molly 0*FlannikiB* 

She tipped me a wink. 

And it made my heart blink. 
And I owned the dear creature had made me a 
man again. 

Says she, " arrah, whist '." 

And she up with her fist, 
" For yoa know I am wise, and I'm down to yotr 
plan again; 

If no shiners yon've got. 

Faith, I wo'n^ love a jot. 
Nor the devil a bit shall yoa wed Mi« OTIanoi- 
kin!" 

Oh, Miss Flannikin ! 

Then she began again. 
My nose she would pull, and eommii oClier §• 
again; 

She made me look shy. 

And she forced me to cry — 
" Isn't this cruel treatment for Mister O'F'vaaipAf 

Says I, " Miss O'Flan, 

If youll wed, I'm voor man, — 
I'v« fifteen yellow-boys ana a fine 'tatoe-gardea, 
too: 

I ve a big iron pot. 

Pic and row, without nt. 
And yourself I will wed withoai one aiafle it^ 
thing, too." 

Says she, " Mr. 

Come, if yoo pleaao 
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Tboogh I own 1 wmt vexed whea to comt yo* 

began agmin : 

Bat now, I confeM, 
Yoo have tipped me keait't eate. 
For I long to be married," cried Molly OTUa- 
nikin. 

But MiM Flannikin 
Tuld a big man again 
That hinuelf wai quite Uit, and I was as tlkin 
again ; 

Andy the very next day. 
Faith, the scampered away ; — 
Wasn't this cruel treatment for Mr. OTinnigin? 

Now, to gain satisfaction, 

I rntered an action 
Against tliis fat fellow that stole Mrs. Finnigin. 

When for bigamy tried, 

Och, I thougnt he*d bare died ! 
But here, ^'ou must know, I was out in the thing 
agam ; 

For Molly declared 

That herself was ensnared. 
And she likewise expected a cow an' a pig of me. 

So I paid each cost. 

And my Molly I lost. 
While her husband, the thief, was acquitted of 
bigamy. 

Then, with joking me 

And provoking me, 
Vm mad, I must own, and no sense I shall win 
again ; 

For, with my folly. 

And losing my Mollyi 
rhis treatment hat murdered poor Peter O 'Finnigin. 



THE CASTILIAN MAID. 

(T. Moore.) 

Off, remember the time, in La Mancha's gay 
shades. 
Where the moments so blissfully flew. 
When yoti called me the pride of Castilian maids. 

And 1 blushed to be called so by you. 
When you taught me to warble the gay seguidill. 

Or to dance to the light Castanet; 
Ah never, dear youth, let you roam where you 
will, 

The delight of these moments forget. 

rhey tell me ye lovers of Erin's green isle 

Too soon a new passion may feel ; 
And soon, in the light of some lovelier smile. 

You'll ff>rget tlie poor maid of Castile. 
But they know not how brave in the battle you are. 

Or they never could think you would rove. 
For 'tin always the spirit most gallant in war 

That's the fondest and truest in love. 



LONDON IMPROVEMENTS. 
(J. H. Brown.) 

Improvement's a mighty odd thing. 

For they've made such improvements of late. 
They've improved upon writing on aand 

Before you use paper or slate ; 
On horses improvements they've made. 

But these horses don't boast any blwtd. 
For, instead of being mounted on Jlesh, 

Our dandies arc mounted on wood. 

Rite fol de rol. 

They've improved upon all common land. 
The laws of Old England for ever. 

In improved coffins they won't bury the dead. 
And they don't care a d — n for the liver! 

Tne surgeons approve of the plan. 
While the dtKton take care of th ikmg. 



So, if they wo'n^Utfy the dead. 
Why, then we've no c»0 tor giwre-diegiil|. 

Cinnioloty now is the 90, 

And phienologsst's wisdom eo gmt, 
Tbey^ve im|»oved it so moch, that they kw 

By the hmmpa what will come of thejaH. 
Our roads are improving qoite Cast, 

And coachmen do mach recommend ea \ 
M'Adam swears his plan's the best— 

That's to break op the roads for to mend '«. 

Rite fol. fe. 

Play-acting tmprores erenr day, 

f^>r we find Sadier*» WeOt and the Smnqf 
Have cot bat one comDonv for both. 

And they work 'em both /br tke mme ^^taif. 
Melodrames will be writtm by steam. 

And cast-iron actors to play 'em ; 
Then manMrers sore will get rich. 

For they'll never want cash for to pay 'en 

Improvement's so very Improved, 

And improvements so very combined. 
That coaches will soon need no horses. 

They'll make them to go with the wind. 
They've improved on onr iron inventions. 

Our English mechanics are clever. 
And now. in the stead of stone bridges. 

Cast-iron's thrown over the river. 

Rite fol, fe 

Onr army and navy improves. 

For cannon by steam can be fired. 
And soon they'll invent as a shoe 

That the wearer may never be tired ; 
They've improved on the making of boots. 

For the brass now revolves on the beds. 
And our steam-boats from London to Calaii 

Are made for to ran upon wheels. 

Ktefbl,te 

My improvements are now at an end. 

And invention has nothing to do 
But improve every night with a song 

While honoured with favour by you ; 
My invention was meant for to please. 

That's your humble servant's petition ; 
And, if you should call here again. 

Then til give you the second edition. 

Rite fol, &c 

ENCORE VERSES. 

Since you've called me again to repeat. 

My invention scarce knows what to do. 
For, when you encore a song. 

The improvement's to give something new; 
Therefore I'll just take a survey 

Of what seems the rage now-a-days. 
For we find hackney-coaches stand still 

When people use cabriolets. 

Rite fol, &« 

They're improving the pledging of goods, 

Congrevc hds invented a rocket, 
A signal that's well understood. 

Because it can speak to the pocket ; 
Fifteen per cent, will be saved 

By all who are forced to be spouting. 
Pawnbrokers *hc French plan condemn. 

And the new speculation they're scouting. 

Rite fol, ^ 

Our breakfasts are now much improved. 
Tea and coffee are grown out of use. 

And Hunt's roasted grain so improved. 
That we fatten by drinking the juice ; 

Arts and sciences likewise improve. 
We've steamers invented for b^t^hinft. 
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If hem will but lay at the em. 

Our ttemm will voon tarn tnem to chickens. 

Rite fol, kc. 

They've improved in the making of |cm> 

For we hear that it sets people laaghing ; 
And they're making a bridge now of chains. 

To reach over from Redriff to Wapping \ 
JL Qennan philosopher states 

He espied, as he looked at the moon, 
A battery all mounted with guns, 

And the centinel was a dragoon. 

Rite fol. Ice. 

Our churches increase very fast. 

And we've Methodist chapels afloat. 
They've improved it for sailors so mach 

Tnat they pull to their prayers in a boat ; 
Onr prison discipline's improved. 

And, to keep wicked people from ill. 
If Yoa're tried by the vagrant-act, 

Yoa must walk on the new treading-mill. 

Rite fol, &c. 

They've improved in the making of bread. 

For the loaves are all sold by the pound ; 
And bootff are so strangely improved 

That there's never a team to be found ; 
Cast-iron inventions improve. 

My throat wants improvement also. 
And cast-iron langs I shall want* 

Unless you permit me to go. 

Rite fol, &c. 



THE KINDEST OF LOVERS IS JAMIE, MY 
LOVE AMD MY DEAR. 

O'er highlands and lowlands, to chase the fleet 
deer. 

My bonny hraw Jamie will hie ; 
While chevy ho, chevy, is heard far and near. 

As o'er the green mountains they fly. 
Yet, though ully ho, huxsa, and tantara. 

The lord of my heart loves to hear. 
The tender, the bravest, the kindest of lovers. 

Is Jamie, my love, and my dear. 

Though highlands and lowlands may please for a 
day. 

And chafing the stag has its charms. 
Can chevy ho, chevy, long keep him away. 

When Love hails him back to my arms. 
No, no, ully ho, huzza, and untara. 

The lord of my heart loves to hear. 
Yet, the tender, the bravest, the kindest of lovers. 

Is Jamie, my love, and my dear. 



WHAT WOULD THAT WOMAN GIVE WERE 
HER HUSBAND BUT BLIND? 

(Dibdin.) 

She, who linked by her fate 
To a sour churlish mate. 
And to some smart young flatterer dares not be 
kind ; 

Who a look fears to steal 
That her flame would reveal, — 
What would that woman give were her husband 
but blind? 

She, in youth's early bloom. 
By a too severe doom. 
To decrepid old age whose hard parents hare 
joined. 

How blest would she be. 
Till Death set her free. 
Could she add to his gout that her husband were 
blind. 

In short, we all choose 
With our difierent views ; 



And 'tis right each should pick out a mate to her 
mind ; 

For me, let my dear. 

Since men see so clear. 
Be blett with a spanking large fortune— and blina 



BOUND 'PRENTICE TO A COASTING-SHIP. 

Air—" Bmmd 'Prentice to a Watenman," 

Bound 'prentice to a coasting>ship, I weathered 
many a gale. 
But, bless your heart, I never knowed no fear ^ 
And to treat my prttty Poll on shore to foreign 
climes I'd sail. 
Where I learnt to box the compass, tipple grog» 
hand, reef, and steer. 

Spoken.] Box the compass! — aye, that's one 
of the first accomplishments a British sailor has to 
lam. Lord love you ! it comes as natural as A B C. 
— N. bv E. N.N.E. N.E. by N. N.E. N.E. by 
E. E.N.E. E. by N.E. And sing— 

Ri tol, &c. 

When sailing to Spitd)ergen, or crossing of the 
line. 
The cold or heat was all as one to Mich. ; 
For lubberly enjoyments he was never known to 
pine. 
Nor in a close engagement to an enemy he'd 
strike. 

Spoken.] But sing — no, d — n it, we could not 
sing ! the lee-scuppers are drenched, and too many 
brave fellows have lost the number of their mess, 
and gone to Davy Jones's locker. Never mind— 
chance of war ! we must all slip our cable some 
time or other, as our chaplain says ; so to it we 
goes — we tip it her as hot as she can sup it ! — Ano- 
ther broadside, my boys ! — My eyes, wnat a crash ! 
her mainmast's gone by the board ! the lubbers cit 
peccam I — we papplr, and tow her into port !— I 
mount the mam chains for soundings, heaves the 
lead under the lee bow, catches its dip upon the 
Quarter, and sings out, " By the mark seven."— 
And sing — 

Ri tol, ate 

But, when the war's concluded, and lots of cash 
in store. 
No one can say they ever knew him flinch i 
But, full of Inn and trolic, among his friends on 
shore. 
Hell prove himself, in peace or war, a sailor 
every inch. 

Spoken.] Well, we goes ashore, and there we 
sees the beach lined with pretty giris, ready to re- 
ceive us : I spies my Poll among them, with tears 
in her eyes, upon the look-out for her weather* 
beaten Mich. What chrer, my lass! how does 
the land Isy ? We rushes into each other's arms. 
D — me, there's a go! what signifies a parcel of 
palaver about happiness, and that ere — can any 
thing equal a return to the girl we love after a long 
absence ? so wc steers into the first grog-shop^the 
bowl goes round— old Scrape tunes his hddle in the 
comer — Pdll axes me for that ere old hornpipe 
what I've danced a thousand times — I consent » r 
and off I goes, for the honour of Old England and 
the dear girl I love. And sing — 

Ri tol, &c 



THE BOOK OF UPS. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

To dwell on fair infancy's page, where *ff the need f 
Blank leaves no perusal can ask ; 
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la childhood you find as beginning to read. 

And caUins improvement a task. 
That then wiPre moet happy we doubt to be truth. 

And think pretent torrowt the worst ; 
Till oar teens, ending boyhood, we jump intoyoath. 

And ihtis endeth diapter the first. 

With pleasure the pranks of sixteen we rehearse. 

Till woman, that charm against g^ief. 
Makes (<upid from Hymen quote chapter and rerse. 

And bids us turn o er a new leaf. 
Then married, or happy or unhappy we, 

(For wedlock's a lottery reckoned,) 
That time flies on feathers, you all must agree. 

Since here endeth chapter the second. 

Approaching our period, behind lu we look. 

This or that past mistake to amend ; 
For who can deny that in life, as a book. 

The errata appear at the end ? 
And now, with good reason, we wisely reflect 

On passages slightly o'erpast, 
Till ifnw allows us scarce time to correct 

The follies of chapter the last. 



O ! RARE ARTHUR O'BRADLEY, O ! 

'TWAS in the sweet month of May, I walked out 
to take the air. 

My father he died one day, and he left me his son 
and heir ; 

He left me a good warm house, that wanted only 
a thatch, 

A strong oak door to my chamber, that only want> 
ed a latch ; 

He left me a rare old cow, I wish he'd have left 
me a sow, 

A cock that in fighting was shy, and a horse with 
a sharp wall eve, 

A barrel to hold my beer, likewise a mustard-pot, 

A jack-ass with one ear, and a bow that never 
shot; 

And my name is Squire Arthur O'Bradley, O ! — 
Uare Arthur O'Bradley, tight Arthur O' 
Bradley, merry Arthur O'Bradley, frolic- 
some Arthur O'Bradley, tipsy Arthur 
O'Bradley, reeling Arthur O'Bradley, wise 
Arthur O^Bradlev, foolish Arthur O'Brad- 
ley, handsome Arthur O'Bradley, dancing 
Arthur O'Bradley, caperinc Arthur O'Brad- 
ley, wonderful Arthur O Bradley, O! — O 
rare Squire Arthur O'Bradley, O ! 

He left me a silver spoon, a barrow without a han- 
dle, 

A lantern like a full moon, that could hold a ftu^ 
thing candle ; 

He left me an old tom-cat, with walnut-shells to 
his hose. 

My hen in the forehead is fat, and my bellows they 
want a nose ; 

That I might have a good bed, he left me three 
curtain-rings ; 

My thrush, though with fig-dust fed, in April sel- 
dom sings ; 

He left me a bacon-rack, a pitcher with but one 
crack — 

In my chair I a bottom will put, and then I my 
mouth will shut ; 

And my name is Squire Arthur O'Bradley, O ! &c. 

He left me a wooden wedge, besides a milking pail, 
A piece of an old bee-hive, and a broken threshing 

flail, 
A doten of leather buttons tied to a leather string. 
Two left-handed gloves, and my grandmother's 

wedding ring, 
A chamber-pot as good as ever was made of wood, 
Fiying-pan, rake, and reel, with the spin of a spin- 
ning-wheel ; 



He left me a roa^ swotd, a piece oi WL^jmuteMt 
With seTeral other thinn, oot I have iinnc 

half. 
As the portion of Arthur CBrndley, O! 

Ana I'm rare Squire Arthur O'Sredley, Ac 



ALL IN BROWN; 

OR, FAIR 0(»NDITI0N8 FOR A REOnLAR SVPPl 

OF MAIDS. 

Air— '< Had I a Heart /or FmUekmdJtmMi.' 
(E. J. B. Boa.) 

O ! HAVE you seen my charming hit. 

The maid for whom I sigh. 
With lovely locks of coal-black hair* 

And one sharp piercing eye ? 
For if you have, O ! tell me pray* 

Where I can find my Peg ? 
Or all my hopes are hopped away 

On her fair wooden leg ! 

When Peg first Uught my heart to wish* 

What craving joys I felt ; 
For she that day was crying fish. 

And for a maid 1 dealt ! 
My maid brought to me nicely dieat. 

Looked all in brown so neat. 
That never man was yet more Uest 

Than I, my maid to eat! 

Now, since that day I ne'er could wpj 

The piercing eye of Peg, 
Though full a mile I could deaciy 

Her charmine wooden leg ! 
Then tell Peg she shall be my wife ; 

Nay more, her done 111 be. 
If shell bring home, each day thnMgb 

A fresh young maid for mel* 

O ! tell her, truly I'm sincere 

A nd chaste \ such my desire. 
No maid to my embrace is dear. 

Till purified by FIRE*. 
So say, and add, to-day at two. 

If Rhe'U be at the Gate, 
I'll uke of MAID, in POUNDS a few. 

But not ONE OUNCE of SKATE ! I ! 



THE UNION OF LOVE AND WINS. 

A GLEE. 

(T. E. Hook.) 

Bacchus and Venus once in heaven 

Kept up a clamorous war. 
She wondered for what wine was given. 

And he what love was for. 

He swore love's soft enerving joys 

A foe to wine must prove ; 
And she, who health by drink destroys. 

Unfitted is for love. 

At length, to appease the scolds dirine, 

A fiat came from Jove, 
That love should be the Mend of wine. 

And wine the friend of love. 

Since when all songs for jovial soute 

Having nothing, thought divine. 
Till stufied with botdes, Cupid's bowlt 

And sighs and tears. 

And hopes and fears. 

High bumpered glasses. 

Pretty lasses. 

Piercing darts. 

And bleeotng hearts, 
Bacchus, Venus, love, and wine. 
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(C. mwino 

* A ICHOLAR ooe time, though I cio'l tell von «Am 

And he lernrnt — whjF 1 can I tell you what: tjt 

He liv'd-0 ! I cu'l Irll you Aw ; 
He IcKlcrd bv kQ inn. in Ihc- uirn I'm doi right, 
And the (^ '< <!"■■'< i"'"" > >"<"<" i 

By ihp (itori 0/ a j™n Snuo o/' Vnttoii .' 

O ! h.' fil de nl. tic 
Thr Undlnid ■(. in ■ mn.t irnible fnghl. 

Hcd n.. »-...■ I,y i..;hl „.., hv d», ; 
8n he nenl Inr thii minor of kariiiu^ » brighl. 

To » if Ihr BhoHl he eouJd li,. 
:l.v. thr «h,.li.r. •' I en. for et m^jie 1 d»h, 

Nor e'en for Old Nick care ■ bdlloD ; 
Ho don 'I hr in ■ Hiv. tor 111 KtUe the t>u» 

O'. U, hIdetiJ. lie. 
He mede n peal fire, and he pat on the pot. 
Put in lurDipi, thyme, paniej, and Irpki ; 

And (he ra«r-mrpt upon ill hinre nraki. 
rhr niDnpiil •■• avful— a letriUe jobl 

Wlu-D, wiih a lont nerk like a nlottoo. 
And a lErin montiroui fhattiy, popp'd in the qtuv 

0( the Ghut of a trim Seng of Mutton. 

u: l>, falde nl. &c. 



Sayi iKe vholar. 
For mj broth, f 






KtMk it under hia rib like a cIoiIod, 



lim into the boiler, and Sniihed hi> >>mtk 

With the Ghoit of the gtitn Srni of Miilt.u. 

O! la. faUenU, (k. 

The ilory t'lai Sniihed. ihr wsral ihi'n't lag : — 

Thr landl >nl who'd luch litllr heart. 
Not thr only our he who'i br.'n >ra. 'd by a tcng. 

For a vray't but a imill Bct^-part. 
So the EuiU'Tor Sera; in fear fcfiiro e had got. 

For Johnny'i Ihr Hholai •ho Mnl him to pM, ' 

Like the tihoH of the glim Srnif; of Mutton. 

01 la, taldeial. «K. 



A HOUND, A MBHKY LAUGHING ROUND. 



A mrrn laughing round, a rouad, 

Thr born ihalL live lime 

To qutck-twioUing leei and the fipv thjroMi 
Tranh! Tnrah' 

In tovrly lilent night, in ni(ht. 
When ilan are bright. 

Ih-'thenUllie'.Uy"* ' 

When the gipuriiJiy. 

So mrrrily tinging their roumlelay. 

TiJMl.! Tratab 

UU fay., like f.v.. 
Like mrrrj rin.|.in^ ny. I.ke Ian, 
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On midsummer** grven. 
And where we have been 
The prints of our dance in mom shall be seen. 

Trarah! Trarah! 

CHOROB. 
Now all that love day-light are sleeping. 

Of earth, of the air, of the sea ; 
fiut brighter to us is the moonlight. 

And tweeter the dance on the lea. 

Those stars that are twinkling above us. 
They surely for some one must shine ; 

As none else will claim them, their brightness 
fie lit up for love and for wine. 

And then, too, they call those bright twinklers 
The Draffon, the Dog, and the Bear, 

While all the same time, I could swear it. 
They're souls of the brave and the fair. 



THE CHAIN I GAVE WAS FAIR TO VIEW. 

(Byron. ) 

The chain I gave was fair to view. 
The lute I added sweet in sound ; 

TIic heart that offered both was true. 
And ill deserved the fate it found. 

These gifts were charmed by secret spell. 
Thy truth in absence to divine ; 

And they have done their duty well ; 
Alas ! they could not teach thee thine. 

That chain was firm in every link. 
But not to bear a stranger s touch ; 

That lute was sweet, — till thou couldst tl ink 
In other hands its notes were such. 

Let him, who from thy neck unbound 
The chain, when shivered in his grasp; 

Who saw that lute refuse its sound. 
Re-string the chords, renew the clasp. 

When thou wert changed, they altered too ; 

The chain is broke, the music mute : 
rris past, — to them and thee adieu ! — 

False heart, — frail chain, — and silent lute. 



CALEB QUOTEM'S JOURNAL. 

(H. Lee.) 

When a lad, with my dad, fertile genius I had, 
So resolved, in my youth, to pursue the path of 

truth, 
I stole a little bit from every famous wit. 
Formed alliance with each science. 
Got possession each profession ; 
When to grace all my trades soon I turned poetas- 
ter ; 
And, fully accomplished, I set up schoolmaster. 
A shop, too, next the street, all in order complete. 
Stationery, honey, novels, drugs, and grocery. 
Coffee, tea, tobacco, slops, salt, histories, and 

ballads ; 
Pickles, powders, pills, and drops, snuff, cucum- 
bers, and salad?. 
Rush-light taper, book of wit O ! 
Foolscap paper, ditto, ditto. 
Songs and sentimental strains ; 

Dean Swift's maw-wallop, 
Sighing maids and love-sick swains. 
Sugar-plums and julap. 

Thus in hurry and bustle I passed my prime. 
Resolving to make the best use of my time. 
For life, as the poet says, is but a summer's day ; 
Talking of the poet, reminds me what to say. 
Poets say what s ugly produces care^and strife ; 
And talking of what's ugly, reminds me of my 
wife. 



She teaches girls plain work and lnnitfing» 

A room full of scholara all day ; 
Her face for the office so fitting. 

It frightens young fellows awaj. 
Then so truly blest are we, in a fine lam family. 
Pretty giris and wiuy boys, daddy's liopes and 

mammy's joys. 
Jeremy, Jackey, and Joey, Humphrey, Hanj, 

and Hugh, 
Caroline, Kitty, andChloe, Cicely, Sally, and Sue, 
Peggy, Winuy, Peter, Poll, Simon, Jenny, Dick, 

and Doll. 

Spoken.] At night Mrs. Quotem and I sit by 
the fire>side, she all snuff and twopenny, I all pig- 
tail and short cut ; sniff snuff" on one side, piff" pdF 
on t'other ; sniff snuff, piff* paff, all smitch, smoke, 
and smother, mugging and making mouths at oae 
another! 

While P^SR^ ^ pettish and frettish, and Polly is 

pnMish and coy. 
Blithe Nancy is pleased with a fancy, and Fanny 

all frolic and joy ; 
Droll Dick in the dish he is dipping, and Simon is 

sucking his thumbs ; 
Sly Cudden is cribbing the pudding, and Peter ii 

plucking out plums. 
While Winny is winking and blinking, and Radwl 

is ruboing her eyes ; 
Sweet Polly is dressing her dolly, and Martha is 

eating minced pies. 
My wife she keeps stumping and damping, and 

mumping her moutii all awry. 
Her thumping rump, up and dowm lumping, seeass 

bumping and jumping for joy. 
While I keep smoking and joking, and bciaifid 

of frolic and gig. 
Good humour, and good liquor soaking, we fioiil 

the night with a jig. 



MUSIC, LOVE, AND WINE. 

A GI.EE. 

(R. Southey.) 

Mirth ! be thy mingled pleasures mine. 
The joys of music, love, and wine ; 
While high the votive cup I hold. 
And trace the forms that breathe in goM. 
Beneath this vine, lo ! Bacchus Ittid, 
Round Venus twines the ivy braid ; 
While each light grace, with zone unbonnd^ 
Weaves the dance their bower around. 

There with gay song and sportive lyre. 
Winged Cupicis lead th' Idalian choir. 
Where the crushed grape, from every vein^ 
Dyes their foot with purple stain. 

CHORUS. 
I hear the gods' extatic notes. 
Each sense in sweet delirium floats : 
Pledge the cup — the chorus join. 
And echo music, love, and wine. 



JUDY CONNOR. 
Air—" The Coronation," — (Beulci.) 

At eighteen years old I fell ill. 

The doctor came in carriage ; 
He knew my case, and said uo pill 

Would cure so well as marriage. 
When he said that, I thought of one* 

My heart was set upon her ; 
4nd so, said I, 111 marry none 

But pretty Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, looral, ftc 
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When father gave consent, T grew 

Much stronger and much bolder ; 
And soon, to go a courting, threw 

Shoes and stockings o'er my shoulder. 
Barefooted I, so neat and clean. 

Would walk to show my manners ; 
And make me decent to be seen 

When safe at Judy Connor's. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c 

My love intentions soon got wind> 

And rivals came to meet me ; 
And swore if I'd not change my mind. 

They'd murder me and beat me. 
Och ! two can play as well at that, 

I'll fight for love and honour; 
So take one for yourself, dear Pat, 

And this for Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c 

Then Larry, coming, said to Pat, 

Arrah! what, you elf, now, 
I'll v^allop you, my darling brat. 

And kill him all myself, now. 
He knocked Pat down, no time to lose. 

Then gave me such a stunner ; 
A broken head and bloody nose 

I got for Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c 

Wlien Phelim came, now there began 

A general fight so glorious ; 
We couldn't tell when off we ran 

Which of us was victorious. 
We fought, and ran, and didn't stop 

Till all and ev'ry runner 
Got, safe in Murphy's whiskey ship. 

Dead drunk for Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, loorml, ftc 

The doctor, who was justice there. 

On Judy cast a sheep's eye ; 
He eot his rivals in a snare 

All squashed in Murphy's pig-fty«. 
Then in the stocks he put our legs. 

Och*. each lover was a groaner! 
They pelted us with rotten eggs. 

For love of Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 

My hose and shoes, when I got loose, 

I slipped on, nothing daunted ; 
I went tuU dressed to Judy's house, 

A nd told her what I wanted. 
I softly did my love- tale speak. 

And when I thought I'd won her, 
I learnt that Casey, jtist a week, 

Had married Judy Connor. 

Whack, tooral, looral, &c. 

Now iealous Casey, coming in, 

Politely said — My jewel, 
A trial for crim.con. I'll bring. 

But first well have a duel. 
Jli-i tight shrllclagh crackcti my crown. 

As sharp aii any jrunner ; 
And «aid, a« I wrnt tumbling down. 

Take thai lor Judy Connor 1 

Whack, tooral, looral, ttc, 

<")(h! nnirdcr! that i« not well bred. 

Said I, in strains thai incited ; 
.iiul havf I got a broken head. 

liiM-n iK'atrn, dnink. and p«'lted, 
Fi»r CUP who*^ fa^t in Hymen s link ?— 

Och! faith ' I'll go and shun her; 
I'm currtl «<t lovr. aud now I'll think 

No more of Judy Connor. 

WKack, tooral, looral, 5cc. 



HAUL AWAY! YEO HO, BOYS! 

(T. Dibdin.) 

British sailors have a knack. 

Haul away ! Yeo ho, boys ! 
Of pulling down a Frenchman's iack, 

'Gainst any odds, you know, ooys i 
Come three to one, nght sure am I, 
If we can't beat 'em, still well try 
To make Old England's colours fiy. 

Haul away ! Yeo ho, boyt ! 

British sailors, when ai sea. 

Haul away ! Yeo ho, boys ! 
Pipe all hards with merry glee. 

While up aloft they go, boys ! 
And when, with pretty girls on shore. 
Their cash is gone, and not before. 
They wisely go to sea for more. 

Haul away ! Yeo ho, boys ! 

British sailors love their king. 

Haul away ! Yeo ho, boys ! 
And round the bowl they love to ting, 

And drink his health, you know, boys. 
Then, while his standard owns a rag. 
The world combined shall never brag 
They made us strike the British flag. 

Haul away . Yeo ho, boyt ! 



*0^*^^^^ 



THERE'S SOME SPELL IN THIS HOUR. 

[Translated from the German Opera of Abu 
Hassan. Motic by Weber.] 

How sweetly beams the sunset 
O'er lake, and wood, and gladn t 

One moment, from the mountain 
Hie last pale radiance fades. 

Oa noiseless wines the twilight 

Sails over earth and sea ; 
And nightingales are breathing 

Their songs to n|ght and me. 

There's some spell in this hour. 
That lifu us from the earth : 

I weep, yet 'tis not sorrow i 
I smile, yet 'tis not mirth. 

But brighter now, and, still more bri^t. 
The fire of eve is streaming ; 

With ev'ry moment some new light 
From yon blue sky is beaming. 

One star, and now again another. 

O'er the water trembles; 
Till far and near, and ev'rv part, 

A mead of spring resembles. 



»»00^» ^^ 



EXETER. 'CHANGE \T FEEDING TIME. 
Air—*' Siire iuck a Dojf.** 

Come, como, walk in, here's the wonder .'nl Me- 

naijcrio. 
Ostriches and monkeys, aye, and every thitii 

that's strange. 
While bear<, like pendulums, whose noses wei. 

the case away. 
And little lions, onl^ made for Exetrr-'Cbans** 
Bill, take that pole, give that kangaroo a kuu^l 

or two, — 
This, ma'am, '« a vnl'ure, and th«it thrrr' 

ma'am, '<» a cockatoo. 
I'd sooner sec the bird« and beasts than have « 

boat a-Sunday<, 
Jackalls, pant Ik ph, kangaroos, kites, cranes, a:.j 

cotrmonJi'.*. 

Spoki.n.] W alw up, walk up, jnst going to !*e 
feti, ju4l ^uiu;^ to Ur fed. Piay, sir, arc \y(w ^ 
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Ix^f-eater? Yes, ma'am, when I can get iu 
Why do they call you a beof-eater ? Because I 
•rears a red coat, and saws the shin-bones for the 
lions. Trouble you, ma'am, to take off your pat- 
terns, tread in the saw-dust, atd follow the korgam. 
Just going to be fed. Here's the four wonderful 
little harmimaU only a fortnight old, and as tame 
as Iambs. Imlced, and pray who were their pa- 
rents ? Hector and Fann\ , miss. What Homer's 
Hector? No, miss, Mr. Cross's, just going to 
he fed. Fed what? Why— 

Zebra, nyl-ghau, lamma, lynx, and cassowary; 
Supper's ready, walk up, walk up, it's nine o'clock. 

Kow is the hour at which the lion's belly faints. 
That royal one-stall stable for a horse when he 
is dead ; 

And all the pumps are now at work to qaench two 
thirsty elephants. 
And twenty arc grinding bones to make them 
bread. 

That is the eagle, esteemed the bird of Helicon ; 

Billy, show that creature's bill ; this here, ma'am, 
is a pelican. 

That's the Angola jroat, and women get their cloth- 
ing through it. 

Those are cranes, (not grocers*,) bless you, 
Noah's ark is nothing to it. 

Spoken.] La, ma, is that the Angola goat that 
makes the gloves? Yes, miss, he's just finished 
a pair. Pray, Mr. Keeper, is that a crane ? Yes, 
ma'am. Ah, I suppose you feed him with a load? 
It's fed at nine, sir. with the rest. Pray do you 
give him a hoqtheadf No, sii, we give him a her- 
ring. ThankV, ma'am, to keep that child back 
from shoving those straws into the monkey's eyes, 
to make 'em grin. ( Beast roars. ) Bless my soul , 
how that leopard roars, he groans as if he had got 
the tooth-ache. Vhy, sir, his vife's in the straw. 
In the straw ? Yes, sir, in her cage, in theybmf'/v- 
wag. Dash my wig, if she was to get out she'd 
he in the teag of the familg. Family, what fa- 
mily ? Why- 
Zebra, nyl-ghau, &c. 

^ow, all getting hungry and vociferous to nap a 
bite. 
Vent, vith tongues as big as shovels, all their 
grief. 

The lions valking up and down to get themselves 
an appetite. 
Begin to roll a tender eye towards shins of beef. 

Pray keep back, that tiger, ma'am, is trouble- 
some, 

He's lonkini! at your fingers, and he's much in- 
clined to gobble *em ; 

That leopard, with plum-pudding skin, roars out 
for ribs of beef to it ; 

4tid cubs, in hunger, waddle into milk for a relief 
to it. 

apOKF.N.") Now then, Alfred, Charlotte, Nico, 
«iy boy, nine o'clock, supper's ready. ( Beajtt 

itnrs. ) Blc'i'j my soul, how very wonderful ! they 
luite unili-rstand what the keeper says. Pray, 
|lr. Keeprr, <lo they understand English? That 
.ion dors, ma'um, but he's been in England some 
time. La I vich is a lion? Why, don't you know? 
why, it's ihut gentleman on all fours, with his 
head in a mutf, that's a lion. Well, it's a great 
thing to sre a lion. Yes, and it's seeing a groat 

hing. Hum '. 1 wish you wouldn't take up all one 
says 80. Well, I sha'n't throw it in tlie lion's den. 
Well, Billy, vich do you like best? Oh! I like 
Hector best. Ah, Hector will domineer. Bless my 
soul what a play upon w«trds. I'll trouble you, 
sir, not to inii£o k pun opp4 site that panther, for 



we are just trying to tame him. Wbat's all ^ 
food for? Food tor, why, for — 

Zebra, nyl-ghan. At. 



ADELGITHA. 

(T. CampbeU.) 

The ordeals fatal sounded. 

And, sad and pale, Adelgitha came. 
When lorth a valiant champion bounded. 

And slew the slanderer of her fame. 
She wept, dt-livered t'rnm her danger ! 

But, when he knelt to claim her glove, 
" Seek not," she cried, " Oh gallant straagrr 

For hapless Adelgitha 's love ; * 

" For he is in a foreign land 

Whose arms should now have set me free; 
And I must wear the willow-garland 

For him that's dead or false to me." 
" Nay, say not that his faith is stained \* 

He raised his vizor.— At the sight 
She fell into his arms and fainted ! 

It was, indeed, her own true knight. 



'TIS HE, BOYS, IS GOD OF THE BOW. 

(M'Nally.) 

When ruddy Aurora awakens the day. 
And bright dew-drops impearl the flowers so gay, 
Sound, sound, my stout archers, sound horns, am 
away. 

With arrows sharp-pointed we eo. 
See Sol now arises in splendour so bright ; 
lo Paean for Phurbus, who leads to delight. 
All glorious illumined now rises to sight ; 

'Tis he, boys, is god of the bow. 

Fresh roses we'll offer at Venus' shrine ; 
Libations we'll pour to Bacchus divine ; 
While mirth, love, and pleasure, in janctkm am 
bine 
For archers, true sons of the game. 
Bid sorrow adieu, in soft numbers well sing; 
Ix>ve, friendship, and beauty, make the air no 
Wishing health and success to our country a 
king,— 
Increase to their honour and fame. 



REMEMBER THE DUKE OF ARGYLE 

Air— '< Fg, let us a* haste to the Bridal," 

(S. Thomas.) 

Jockey he lo'ed Annie, 

The lass wi' a bonnie black eye. 
But Annie looked sulky upon him. 

Which made the poor laddie to sigh. 
So, one day, in despair to behold her. 

Give a trown, sirs, instead of a smile. 
He listed, and went for a soger. 

And marched off wi' the Duke of Argyle. 

Now the war being ended and over. 

He knocked at his Annie's own door. 
But the de'il himsel couldn't ope it. 

For Jockey looked r.igaed and poor. 
He then walked away, and looked round him. 

Some posts they reached many a mile» 
And, while his poor shoulders a rubbing. 

Cried, *' 'od bless the Duke of Argyle5* 

Now Annie peeped out of »he window. 
Says she, ** Pray, are you native hcref 

He looked up, with a si.h, and then answeicdp 
** Oh, yes, wf "re a* natines, my di-ar." 
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rhcn came down to the door, and the anew h-'m. 

And greeted tnc lad wi' a smile. 
80 now, married, both them and their children 

Remember the Duke of Argyle. 



I 
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A MAIDEN THERE LIVED IN A LARGE 
MARKET TOWN. 

(Cross.) 

A MAIDEN there lived in a large market town, 
Whote skin was much fairer — than any that's 

brown — 
Her eyes were as dark as the coals in the mine. 
And when they wer'n't shut, why they always 
would shme. 
With a black eye, blue eye, blear eye, pig's 

eye. 
Swivel eye, and squinting. 

Between her two eyes an excrescence arose. 
Which the vulgar call mtftrf, but which I call a 

nose^ 
An emblem of sense, it should seem to appear. 
For without one we'd look very foolish and queer. 
With your Roman, Grecian, snub-nose, pug- 
nose, 
Snuflling, snout, and sneezing. 

Good-natured she looked — that's when out of a 

frown. 
And blushed like a rose—whan the paint was pat 

on; 
At church ev'ry morning, her prayers she would 

scan. 
And each night sigh and think of — the duty of 
man! 
With her groaning, moaning, sighing, dying, 
Tabernacle — Love-feasts. 

The follies of youth she had long given o'er. 
For the virgin I sing of was turned fifty>foar ; 
Yet suitors she had, who, with words sweet as ho- 
ney. 
Strove hard to possess the bright charmf of her 
money. 
With her household, leasehold, freehold, and 

her — 
Copyhold and tenement. 

The first who appeared on this amorons list 

Was a tailor, who swore by his thimble and 

twist. 
That if his strong passion she e'er should refuse. 
He'd depart from the world, shop, cabbage, and 
goose. 
With his waistcoat, breeches, meatorcs, scta- 

sors. 
Button-holes, and buckram. 

The next was a butcher, of slaughter-ox lame, 
A very great 6oor— and Dick Hogg was his name : 
He swore she was Umth — but she laughed at his ' 

pains. 
For she hated calf's head — unless terved-up with 
frratfu. 
With his sheep's head, lamb's fry, chitter- 
lings — 
His marrow-bonet and cleavers. 

4fter many debates, which occasioned much strife 
'Mongst love-sick admirers to make her their 

wife ; 
To end each dispute came a man out of breath. 
Who ^'op'^ *<^''^ ^ flnoitf— and hia name was grim 

With a pick -axe, sexton, coffin, frterml. 
Skel e t o n, and bone-house. 



THE ORPHAN'S PRAYER. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 

The frozen streets in moonshine glitter. 

The midnight hour has long been past,— 
Ah me ! the wind blows keen and i>itter, 

I sink beneath the oiercing bl'** 
In every vein seems lite to lan^*i.«n 

Their weight my limbs no n>«M« < ;ih. .idafy 
But no one soothes the orphan's anguish* 

And no one heeds the orphan's prayer. 

Hark ! hark ! for surely footsteps near me 

Advancing, preKS the drifted snow ; 
I die for food ;— oh, stranger ! hear me— 

I die for food — some alms bestow. 
You see no guilty wretch imp ore you. 

No wanton plesdt, in feigi ed despair ; 
A famished orphan kneels before you,— 

Oh, grant the famished orphan s prayer. 

He's gone ! no mercy man will show me. 

In prayers no more 1*11 waste my breath , 
Here on the frozen earth I'll throw me. 

And wait, in mute despair, for death. 
Farewell, thou cruel world ! to-morrov 

No more thy scorn my heart shall tear. 
The grave will shield the child of sorrow. 

And Heaven will hear the orphan's pra>er 

But thou, proud man, the beggar scorning. 

Unmoved, who saw me kneel for bread, 
lliy heart shall ache to hear that morning — 

That morning found the beggar dead ! 
And, while the room resoun<U with laughter* 

My famished cry thy heart shall tcare \ 
And often shalt thou wish hereafter 

Thou hadst not scorned the orphan's prayer. 



GOOD MORROW TO YOUR NIGUT-CAP. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Dear Kathleen, you, no doubt. 
Find sleep how very sweet 'tis ; 

Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out. 
You never dream how late 'tis. 

This morning gay, I post away. 

To have with you a bit of pUy» 
On two legs rid along, to bid 

Good-morrow to your night-cap. 

Last night, a little bowsy. 
With whiskey, ale, and cider, 

1 asked young Betty Blowsy 
To let me sit beside her. 

Her ^QXer rose, as sour as sloes. 

The little gip«y cocked her noee. 
So here I ve rid alon^, to bid 

Good-morrow to your night-cap. 



t» 



A MASON'S LIFE'S THE LIFE FOR M& 
Air—" A 8aiU>r*$ life's m Lifo •f W09, 

A Mason's life's the life for me. 

With joy we meet each other. 
We pass our time with mirth and glee. 

And hail each friendly brother. 
In Lodge no party-feuds are seen. 

But, careful, we in this agree 
To banish care and spleen. 

The Master's call we one and all. 
With pleasure, soon obey ; 

With heart and hand, we readv stand 
Our duty still to pay. 

But, when the glass goes fovnd. 
And mirth and glee abovnJ^ 

We're happj every sooL 
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We lisgb * liult, we drink ■ Ihtle, 
We wDik ■ liiile, tc pUy t liule, 
We ling ■ littlp. an mernr ■ lillle. 
And quff the BowtogbovU 
See, in the emit, t!ie Muler ituuU, 

The Wardena nutli uid wett, 
Both nuly la obtj comsuiodt. 

Find nri, or give Dimt : 
The linial given, we all prrparc, 

Witb one arcord, Dbej iheword 
To work by mte or tqoate : 

Oi, it ih'y pleav. the ladder raiie, 
Or_pliimb the [cv>l line ^ 

Thui we employ nur time, with joj 

Uut, «hFa tlie glau goei round, &c. 

The Almightir laid—" Let then be light," 

EITulienl rajt appearing. 
Ditpelled the gloom, the glnrj bright 



Thai FiiUi and Hdpc unfurled. 
We hail, vith joy, iwrel Charity, 
The darliM of the world. 

Thro, while tbr tDaH goo moDd, 
Let minh ud glee abmind, la. 



THE DELIGHTS OF A TEA AND SUPPER 

PARTY. 

Ail—" Kolhingin Lifi cm laMn m." 

(Mill Br)aDI.> 

On ' give me the pleaiurei derived frgm a party, 

Where imiling, delighted, each other we vjew, 
Grertingi pau gaily, lo merry and hearty. 
With— I hope yoa are «ell— prayl— and how 

The giinti are all welcome— the hott meeti them. 



While 



And taking a luppec, and good diih of 
Spoken.] Ah! Mr. Rumchin, how do 
nw i. Mr.. Bumchin, and all Ihelitlle Rn 
II perfectly writ, I'm much nblJzed to v 
ommy'. ^ot i had rold, litlln Sal1y>>'l.[D» n. 
'g, and Mrt. Rnmchin it very lorry she can 
jme, but ihe hu hern confined to her bed tbei 
.'c dayi.-Well, thal'i bcinf perfectly well with 
'— Mv dear Mn. Paleface, how do yn 






rielt?_X'p, 



U I don-i know w 



bowdojoudo! rn,|rUdto«. 
j I hope you improve ; do you, my 



t, beiidei hdUimiioit, 



ni lii^ yoa a ung, 'tii concerning a part 
Who met DIM anotheri with comfoti ai 



Now iba vine and the bisndj br|[iuiiat ■* " 



The aoDg pmw round, and we join in ihetkooi 

While pleaanre and bcnatj atill virwug befgns. 

We TOW that the miautes too ijnicklT decay. 

BPOKIN.I Miia Scre«cb>waT, neHiusioo>3l 

favoBT Di with a loiig.— InJeeaTa^lcui-L- 

Really, miai, yoa iniLat i for a bird that nc sii|, 

and wd's'I ung, yoa know Well, ladia ui 

geollemen, if f miul, J mnsc; bat eompaxiag^t 
to a bird aliciHt makes me aay that, eerfaict I 
■hall reaemble a gtmt more than a ■iatWajili.- 
Well, now, lilence for Hiu SecccEhmway'i ^k^,- 



Oh< 



in and empty tr 



, npon my void. — Fiid. 



but, upon my con 

I'm aftaid you'll have ■ veiy mmty one. — i tmia 
■ii^, onlyjDit ai I came to woman** heart beof 
ca^hl, my bean canghl fire at that ^vlislb 
comer, laoghing at me.— An apolo^ '. as apohqt 
— Yoo'vo juat aaked the right person, forcosKli- 
menti fall from that gendetnan'a month jim like 
(^(•9^.— Then I cu only aay that he mat be a 

gentlemen, if 1 did imile, it wu not puiparli. 
and mly oecaiioned by Mia Betiy Batton'i ueail- 
ing upon my toe. — 8n. Hiia Betay, you've Baik 
your fool in it too. — Well, *app»a w« drop the 
•nbiect, and Miva Screecbaway will then pncfcd 
with btT beautiful tong. — There'* a pmt« campli- 

more than I can lay for your ipcwh, air.— W]^ 
■0, mid ! Becanae if my notes are wood atut, 
Iheymuit certainly proceed from ■ IilBcib.Jtcad.— 
Well, welt, Udie* and geDdcmea, yout woad 
notct may be very fine, but, for my own pan, I 
prefer Buik-noiti ; do yon ? 

Then 111 ting yon a aotig, it. 
Now pait twelve o'clock the watchmen ai« bail- 

Snpper h over, the aon^ and jcat pass, 
Hcattb to the host they with raptaie mrr calliu; 

All, all are deunuined to Soiah a glaai, 
Compljmenti round are in ecstaay ranging. 

All ihoaghti but oF pleasure they irt& now ts 

Till Time, that desooyer, all comfort estrangiBi, 
IId tetli them, at length, it is right to go houe. 
Spoken.] Well, I'm sorry lo occaiion the hrvak- 

ingup of the party, bat really I must go.— Wili 

CDu allow me the extreme felicity of aeeingyon 
ome, mini) — 'Fan my word, sir, your feliciiy, 1 
fear, will be very mnch damped, for it's postiM 
with rain.— Well. I'll be daii^ if it doe*, ihat'i 
nil.— Come, wife, wife, RsHy yon tnlk Hmocb 



ilher hard if IT' 
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In if wo does keep a heaiit^'houie, that's no rea- 
loa you should talk. — Nor you should be so warm 
cither.— Here, coach ! coach! — Lord! wife, that's 
not a coach, that's a ceMnrillee. — Good night, sir. — 
Good morning, ma'am. — Zounds, vife, hold the 
mmnhervdLer straight ; you're sarving me like the old 
cook you keeps at home. — How do you mean ? Vhy, 
yon takes all the good, and gives me the dripping. — 
Well, I can't help it ; hav'n't I got Jackey in my 
anns, my cloak on my back, and the ymberreUer 
in my hand ? let me tell you it's a great quantity. — 
Well, and an't you a great quantity to carry them? 
Lord ! go along, you silly man. 

So I'll sing you a song, &c. 



THE CABIN BOY. 

(T. Dibdin.) 

The sea was rough, tlie clouds were dark. 

Far distant every joy. 
When forced by fortune to embark, 

I went a cabm-boy. 

My purse soon filled with Frenchman's gold, 

1 hastened home with joy ; 
But, wrecked in sight of pore, behold 

A hapless cabin-boy. 



THE GAME OF CRICKET. 

To live a life, free from gout, pain, or phthisic. 
Athletic employment is found tne best physic ; 
The nerves are by exercise hardened and strength- 
ened. 
And vigour attends it, by which life is lengthened. 

Derry down, &c. 

What conduces to health deserves rccommenda* 

tion, 
"Twill entail a strong race on the next generation ; 
AnU of all the field-games ever practised or known. 
That cricket stands foremost each Briton must 

own. 

Dcrry down, ftc. 

Let dull pensive souls boast the pleasures of an- 
gling. 
And o'er ponds and brooks be eternally dangling ; 
Such drowsy worm-killers are fraught with del^ht. 
If but once in a week they obtain a fair bite. 

I>erry down, &c. 

The cricketer, noble in mind, as in merit, 
A tMte for opprrMion can never inherit, 
A stranger to swindling, he never would wish 
To seduce by false baits, and betray a poor fish. 

Derry down, &c. 

No stings of romorse hurt the cricketer's mind. 
To innocrnt animals never unkind. 
The guiltless his doctrine is ever to spare. 
Averse to the hunting or killing the hare. 

Dcrry down, &c. 

Wr knightA of the bat the purr ether n'spire. 
Which, heightened by toil, keepH alive Nature's 

firr -y 
No suits of crim. con. or divorce can assail ns. 
For in love, as in cricket, our powers never fail 

Ui. 

Dcrry down, 3(C. 

To every great duke, and to each noble lord. 
Let each till hi<i glass with most hearty accord ; 
And to all brother knights, whether absent or 

present. 
Drink health and success, from the peer to the 

peasant. 



THE POOR OLD WOMAN OF EIGHTY. 

(Dibdin.) 

How kind and how good of his dear majesty. 
In the midst of his matters so weighty. 

To think of so lowly a creature as me, 
A poor old woman of eighty. 

Were your sparks to come round me, in love with 
each charm. 

Says I, I have nothing to say t'yc, 
I can get a young tellow to keep my back warm. 

Though a pour old woman ot eighty. 

John Strong is as comely a lad as youll see. 
And one that will never say nay t'ye, 

I cannot but tlnnk what a comfort he'll be 
To me, an old woman of eighty. 

Then fear not, ye fair ones, though long past your 
youth. 
You'll have lovers in scores beg and pray t'ye. 
Only think of my fortune, who have but one 
tooth, 
A poor old woman of eighty. 



BACCHUS AND TIME. 

Air — *' To Anacretm in Heonen,** 

(Captain Morris.) 

Gay Bacchus one evening inviting his friends. 

To come and partake of a generous flask. 
To each social being a message he sends. 

To joyously meet at the head of his cask. 
The guests all appeared at his place of address. 

The witty, the brave, the gay, and the bold ; 
Onr circle surpassed all that tancy can guess 

Of Arthur's roimd table so iamous oi old. 

In the midst of our merriment who do you think. 
Unobserved, unsuspected, had seated him there. 
But old Care, in dii^uise, who tipped us the 
wink. 
And earnestly warned ns of Time to bewa/e \ 
Who, in spite oi his age and the weight of his 
years. 
We should find but a slippery blade. 
Is known by the lock on his forehead he wears. 
And carries his sithe, the true sign ^i Lis 
trade. 

We gratefully plied him with bottle and pot, 

lAliich gracefully filled up his wrinkles sp.ice ; 
The cynic grew blithe and his precepts forgot. 

And soon fell asleep as he sat in his place. 
Regardless of time then we tit re w off* restraint. 

Nor feared we to wake the olti spark. 
Our songs were select and our stones were quaint^ 

And each jolly Bacchant as gay as a lark. 

When all on a sudden, so awful and tall. 

One appeared quite majestic, though spoilt a 
good song, 
Father Time, moving round by the side of the 
wall. 
Behind us <^uite slowly ramo stealing along ; 
We arose to his reverence awd proflen-d a chair. 
He peevishly said for no man he would stay ; 
Then Bacchus upstarted and caught at his hair. 
And swore by his godshrp the score he shoiud 
pay. 

But Time, well aware of the god of the grape. 

Evaded his efforts and quickly he flew. 
We seised on his glass e'er he made his escape. 

And griping it instantly broke it in two ; 
Then we nllcd each with wine instead of his sand. 

And gaily we drank double toasts to the fair. 
Each member in turn with a glass in each hand, 

Quite tipsy and reeling went home with Care. 
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ERE BRIGHT ROSINA MET MY EYES. 

(Mn. Brooke.) 

Ere bright Rosina met my eyes. 

How peaceful passed the joyoas day; 

In rural sports I gained the prize. 
Each virgin listened to my lay. 

But now no more I touch the lyre. 
No more the rustic sport can please ; 

I live the slave of fond desire. 

Lost to myself, to mirth, and ease. 

The tree, which in a happier hour. 
Its boughs extended o er the plain ; 

When blasted by the lightning's power. 
Nor charms the eye nor shades the swain. 



HEIGHO ! SAYS THIMBLE. 

Air—" Heigho! $a^ Roley.*'—{Q. Colmaa.) 

Thimble's scolding wife lay dead, 

Heigho ! says Thimble, 
My dearest duck's defunct in bed ; 
Death has cabbaged her, oh ! she's fled *• 
With her roley, poley, gammon and spiuuifef 

Heigho! says Thimble. 

Thimble buried his wife that night, 

Heigho ! says Thimble ; 
I grieve to sew up my heart's delight. 
With her diamond ring on her finger tight. 

And her roley, poley, &c. 

To saw off her finger, and steal the ring. 

Soon came the sexton ; 
She sat up an end, and she gave a fling. 
Crying, d — e, you dog» you steal no audi thiM^ 

With your roley, po^ey, £• 

And off ran the sexton. 

She stalked to her home, and she made • dia^ 

Heieho ! cries Thimble ; 
Then popp d out his head, and said, with a gria. 
You are dead, dearest duck, and I can't let you in. 

With your roley, poley, &c. 



*^^0^^^^ 



WHEN JOINED IN THE CHASE, SLY 
RENARD IN VIEW. 

When joined in the chase, sly renard in view. 
On high-mettled coursers, with haste we puxsue. 

And follow the foe through the glade \ 
Away to the vale he scours it full speed. 
Then darts through the hedge, the dogs to mis- 
lead. 
Awhile he lies close in the shade ; 
The covert he breaks. 
Then down the lane takes. 
And drooping his brush drags along ; 
Till panting he stops — 
Surrounded he drops, 
A prey to the fleet-footed throng. 

At length the chase is o'er, the horns jocund 

sound. 
To invite those thrown out, floats echoes around ; 

They hear the glad call and obey. 
From the death to the flask we hie to regale- 
Diana we toast in full bumpers of ale. 
And merrily finish the day : 
Brisk liquor we quaff. 
We sing, joke, and laugh ; 
Good humour adorns every face. 
We jolly boys are 
Sworn strangers to care. 
Who delight in the joys of the chase. 



TWAS YES. KIND SIR, AND THANK Y< 

TOO. 

The ruddy mom blinked o'er the brae. 

As blithe I ganged to milk my kine. 
When near the winding bourn of Tay, 

Wi' bonny gait at:d twa black ecn, 
A Highland lad sae kind me tent. 

Saying, sonsy lass, how's a' wi' yoa? 
Shall I your pail tjik o'er the bent ? 

^Twas yes, kind sir, and I thank yoa tot 

Again he met me i' the e'en. 

As I was linkan o'er the lee. 
To join the dance upon the green. 

And said, blithe lass, I'se gans wi' dxee. 
Sae braw he looked i' th' higl/land gear. 

His tartan plaid, and bonnet blue. 
My heart stnright whispered in my ear. 

Say yes, kind sir, and I thank yoa too. 

We danced until the gleaming mocni 

Gave notice that 'twas time to part ; 
I thought the reel was o'er too soon. 

For ah ! the lad had stawn my bean. 
He saw me hame across the plain. 

Then kissed sae sweet, I vow 'tis true. 
That when he asked to kiss again, 

Twasyes, kind sir, and I thaxik yoo too. 

Grown bauld, he pressed to stay the night. 

Then griped me close onto his breast — 
Howt lad ! my mither sair woald flyte. 

Gin that I grant wi'out the priest : 
Gang first fore him, g^ ye be leel, 

I ken right what I then maun do ; 
For ask to kiss me when you will, 

TwUl be yes, love, and I thank yoa toa. 



THB FRUIT OF BENEVOLENCE. 

Xxt—** HmrU of OoA."— (Bennett.) 

With rapture proclaim the benevolent cause. 
United by honour, stand firm to its laws ; 
The sweetest reflection it freely imparts. 
Is the purest enjoyment of gen'mus hearts. 
Ilien prove to the world, by supporting the pla 
With hearts firm and steady. 
Odd-fellows are ready 
To relieve one another again and again. 

Fell discord, and mean opposition repel. 
With gen'rous ardour let each bosom swell * 
While factious opponents their malice display. 
Philanthropy always our actions shall sway. 

Then prove to the wodd, k 

To the founder and fund we will cheerfully ghrs 
Our applause and support, aye, as long as i 

live. 
Thus for ever Humanity's cause will be crowned 
With success, and true harmony always abooad. 

Then prove to the worid, k 



*^^^^0^^ 



BENEATH THE WORSTED RUG 

(Arnold.) 
A PARODY. 

Oh ! take me to your arms, my lore. 

For bright the moon doth shine ; 
Oh ! take me to your arms, my love. 

Or I'll take you to mine. 
She left her bed, popp'd out her bead* 

Begone, you rogue, says she i 
Tome down, says I, or here 111 \\n^ 

Beneath this apple-tree. 
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My love had wealth and beauty. 

But soon her cash run shy ; 
My love had wealth and beauty. 

But she had lost an eye. 
Her foot so lair tripp'd down the stair. 

Her auburn locks so red. 
Then in I crept where Judy slept. 

Beneath her tester-bed. 

Neat mom I woke quite early. 

And sat me up an end ; 
Next mom I woke quite early. 

And thought to seek my friend. 
My wife was gone, my friend was flowi 

My love he stole her snug ; 
So down I lay, in bed all day. 

Beneath the worsted rug. 



OH 



CUAROB OF 



YOU THAT HAVE THE 
LOVE. 

(T. Moore.) 

Oh, yon that have the charge of LoTe, 

Keep him in rosy bondage bound. 
As in the fields of bliss above, 

He sits with flow'rcts fettered round ; 
Loose not a tie that round him clings. 
Nor ever let him use his wings. 
For e'en an hour, m minute's flight. 
Will rob the plumes of half their light. 
Like that celestial bird whose nest 
Is found beneath far eastern skies. 
Whose wings, though radiant when at restf 
Lose all their glory when he flies. 



FOUR AND TWENTY LORD MAYOR'S 

SHOWS. 

FoUR-and-twenty lord mayor's shows, all of a 

row, 
Four-and-twenty lord mayor's shows, all of a row ; 

Spoken.] There was the man in armour, the 
twelve companies, sword-bearer, and common 
hunt, all in a bustle, with flagH, banners, gowns, 
chains, and perriwigs, pretty girls perched in the 
windows, and dressed so uroud, to talk so loud, 
above the crowd, down below. 

It was to see my lord mayor's show. 
Therefore they would be merry. 

Four^and-twenty aldermen, all in a row, 
Four-and-twenty aldermen, all in a row ; 

Spoken. 1 There was, pray, Mr. Alderman, 
what time do you go to the ceremony ? have you 
got ever another ticket for the ball, therell be me, 
and Mrs. Marrowfat, Miss Marrowfat and Msster 
Marrowfat, and my daughter's to dance a minuet 
with the man in armour, &c. 

Ponr-and -twenty Serjeants, all in a row, 
Four-and twenty Serjeants, all in a row ; 

Spoken.] Make way there, that gentleman in 
the black gown there belongs to the law. — So do I, 
sir ; we lawyers are men of consequence. — Very 
true, but the devil will have you all at last. — Pray, 
Mr. Alderman, &c. 

Four-and-twenty pickpockets, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty pickpockeU, all of a row ; 

Spoken.] There they were at it, with fobs, 
watches, and pocket-books ; stop that man, he 
looks like a rogue. — Take care of your pockets. — 
That gentleman in the black gown, kc, 

Four-and-twenty tailors, all in a row, 
Four>and-twenty tailors, all in a row ; 

Spokcn.I And there was a stitch in timo mvm 



nine, nine tailors make a man, and nine men may 
undo a uUor, and tailors are obliged to look very 
hatd at cross-stitch, back-stitch, button-holes, 
fobs, watches, and pocket-books ; stop that man, 
&c. 

Four-and-twenty ladies, all on a row, 
Four-and-twenty ladies, all on a row; 

Spoken.] There was, pray, ma'am, what co- 
loured wig do you wear at the show ? — That 
depends on the weather, ma'am : as my hus- 
band's in the military, perhaps I shal wear a 
light bob. — What do you think of a scratch? — 
Ilather be excused there, ma'am, I thank von ; in 
that way you're at home to a hair ; besides, you 
know, ma'am, a stitch in time saves nine, 9tc, 

Four-snd- twenty Daggerwoods, all of a row, 
Four-and-twenty Daggerwoods, all of a row ; 



Spoken.] There was Mrs. Dorinda Dagger- 
wood, Master Apollo Daggerwood, and all the 
little Danerwoods, headed by Sylvester Dionysius 
Apollo Daggerwood, of the Dunstable comnany, 
whose beoent is fixed for the llth of June, oeing 
by particular desire of several persons of distinc- 
tion, then the unbounded liberality of his friends 
will never be forgotten, while memory holds a seat 
in this delighted brsin ; brilliant boxes, powerful 
pit, thundering galletr, and then for applause; 
every thing went off swimmingly, with, pray, 
ma'am, what coloured wig do you wear, Inc. 



^^^^^^^■^ 



MY ONLY LOVE, MY DEAREST MARY. 

(Csrey.) 

In vonder grove, at close of even. 

And kneeling there at Virtue's i^rina. 
How often hast thou vowed to heaven 

That thou, my Mary, should 'st be mine? 
Yet hast thou au those vows belied. 

And scorned 'mid Nature's walks to tany^ 
And hast become an(Hher's bride. 

My only love! my dearest Maryl 

But go — though fair as fair can be. 

And formed soft raptures to impart. 
That breast shall ne'er be prest by me 

Whose tenant is the venal heart. 
Go, Mary, go, in splendour live. 

Since true love cannot make thee tarry, 
I may forego, I may forgive. 

But never shall forget thee^Mary. 



JACK, VAT ARE YOU ARTER? 

(Upton.) 

TWAS summer-time when Nsn and I 

(And Nan was bom to charm me) 
Once met beside the grunters' sty. 

And cried, " now. Jack, don t harm meT' 
** Harm you," sajr* I, ** dear creature, no' 

But heart jfor heart well barter." 
** Vy, yes," says she, " you tell me so ; 

But, Jack, vat are you arter V 

Savs I, " you know 'twas Christmas last 

When we agreed to wed, love ! 
And, while the cellar-door was fast. 

The sweetest things vou said lore ! 
That I was Nan's, and Nan was mine. 

In spite of Tom, the carter." 
" Why, yes," says she, " and that's a* 

But, Jack, vat are yon arter ?" 

" Vat arter ! — vy now, this is strange \ 
Can Nan with faliiehood ta\ me? 

Or that my love is like to change ; 
Pshaw : vat a thing to ax me." 



fine 
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" Vy, f es," says she, " that may be tme. 

For BO said Tom, the carter ; 
Y«t he proved faUe, and so may you. 

So, Jack, vat are you arter? 

Says I, *' the short and long is this. 

Jay all that's sweet about me. 
On Sunday next, — come, give's a kiss, 

111 wed my Nan, don't doubt me." 
*' You will 1" says she, ** then I'm your bride. 

In spite of Tom, the carter ;" 
Nor, from that moment, never cried — 

*« Now, Jack, vat are you arter?" 



THE INEXPERIENCED SHEPHERDESS. 

(A popular Russian Song. Translated by Bowring.) 

I'm fourteen summers old I trow, 
'TIS time to look about me now ; 
Twas only yesterday they said 
I was a silly, silly maid ; — 
Tis time to look about me now. 

The shepherd-swains so rudely stare, 
I must reprove them, I declare ; 
This talks of beauty — that of love— 
I'm such a fool, I con't reprove — 
I must reprove tlicm, I declare. 

*Tis strange — but yet, I hope, no sin ; 
Something unwonted speaks within : 
Love's lang:uagc is a mystery. 
And yet I feel, and yet I see, — 

Oh, what is this that speaks within f 

The shepherd cries, ** I love thee, tweet !** 
' ' And I tove thee,** my lips repeat : 
Kind words — they sound as sweet to me 
As music's fairest melody : 
" I loTD thee !" oft my lips repeat. 

His pledge he brings, — I'll not reprove ; 
Oh no ! I'll take that pledge of love ; 
To thee my guardian dog I'd give. 
Could I withuut that guardian live : 
But still I'll take thy pledge of lore. 

My shepherd's crook I'll give to thee ;-— 

Oh no I my father gave it me — 
And treasures by a parent given 
From a fond child should ne'er be riven — 
Oh no ! my father gave it me. 

But thou shall have yon lambkin fair — 
Nay ! 'tis my mother's fondest care. 
For every day she joys to count 
Each snowy lambkin on the mount : — 
111 give thee, then, no lambkin fair. 

But stay, my shepherd ! wilt thou be 
For ever faithful— fond to me ? 
A sweeter gift I'll then impart. 
And thou shah have a maiden's heart. 
If thou wilt give thy heart to me. 



JOHN DOE AND RICHARD ROE. 
Air—" Rob Roy McGregor, 0/"—( Hudson.) 

Two giants live in Britain's land, 

John Doe and Richard Roe, 
Who always travel hand in hand, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
Their fee-faw-fum's an ancient plan 
To smell the purse of an Englishman, 
And, 'ecod, they'll suck it all they can, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 

No man yet has ever spied 

John Doe and Richard Roe, 
But ttifcy iO giants, cannot be denied, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 



Their arms can reach for miles — to mm. 
They speak plain language though they're dmb^ 
At the end of their arm uiere is a bum, 

John I>oe and Rkhaid R« 

No man dare be half to rude 

At John Doe and Richard Rmi 
fiat, if a great man it pursued 

By John Doe and Richard Roe, 
If he reachet the Home of Parliament, 
And gets a teat — he's safely pent \ 
He may tit and laugh to hit neart t content 

At John Doe and Richard Sot. 

Bat, if a tradetman it in debt, 

John Doe and Richard Boe 
Undertake the cath to get, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
And, if he cannot raitc the pelf. 
They send their bum to take the elf. 
For, if poor, they can teize Death himself, 

John Doe and Richard Boe. 

The bam doth to the poor man tay, — 

John Doe and Richard Roe 
Detire that you will come to-day 

To John Doe and Richard Boe. 
He triet to give the bum leg-bail. 
But, lack, it it of no avail, 
He't ture to get locked up in jail 

By John Doe and Richard Roe. 

Whiltt bewailing hit bad luck, 

John Doe and Richard Rot. 
Both agree hit cath to suck, 

John Doe and Richard Roe. 
And, when they've drained it all, O law ! 
And certain they mo mare can draw. 
They leave him on a bed of straw, 

John Doe and Richard Rot. 

He'i filled with care, and woe, and ffrief 

By John Doe and Richard Roti 
But, thortly after, seeks relief 

From John Doe and Richard Rot. 
To the insoloeiif-court he makes a push, 
Taket a large white-wathh^ brush. 
Clears out, and does not care a rush 

For John Doe and Richard Rot. 



THE JOYS OF THE BOTTLE. 

(Collins.) 

While nostrums are held out to cure each disease^ 
And to parry with death or with pain as we pleate 
The protractor of life and preserver of ease 
I have ever yet found in a bottle. 

For, when Care, like a clog, hangs about mypoa 

heart. 
And Health from the burden seems benttodemoW 
I the mill-stone shake off, and Death draws back 

his dart 
When he sees that my doctor's a bottle. 

And should liove, whose dominion is ever diviot^ 
Drench my doating fond eyes in a deluge of briacir 
Ev'ry tear that I drop at bright Vcnus's shiine 
Let me drown in the tears of the bottle. 

And, as pride may prevail where it ne'er ahoold 

take place. 
Ere its impulse my portion of prudence disgrace , 
Let me nobly renounce all her stiff-necked race. 
To bend down the stiff neck of a bottle. 

Or, should avarice, that first ot all vices Pd shn^ 
Shrink the chords of my heart, I'll bet milUoBtlt 

one 
That they soon shall expand, like the rays; «f the 

sun. 
And benevolence spring from the bottle* 
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And when Time, with his sithe and hit silver 

toupee. 
Would my spirits expel from the mansions of 

glee. 
They, triumphant, shall float in a glorious red tea. 
Which eternally ,/Zoiov from the bottle. 

And for those who the full tide of bounty extend. 
That the bard may be blessed with his bottle and 

friend. 
May the joy of our lives, ev'ry joy to transcend. 
Still be crowned with a friend and a bottle. 



IRISH COURTSHIP. 

(C. F. Barrett.) 

A DUET. 

He, — OCH ! the top of the morning to Katty my 
jewel. 
Fait, your eyes, joy, are as white as the milk in 
your pail ; 
Have boddered my heart, and so tipt me my ffruel. 
That by Paddy's own selt, I don't know what I 
ail; 
All night vcide atvake, of yourself I'm a dreaming, 
Och ! you »wate little crater, 'tis all your own 
fault ; 
And while crying my milk, I don't know what's 
the meaning, 
I bawls out, * Here's Katty for twopence m 
quart.' 

Spoken.] Och! my co(^ machree, sore and 
I'm after doing nothing else, asleep or awake, but 
dreaming of your — 

Phililoo, hubbuboo, whack, botheration : 
fiUilu, smalliloo, dideroo, whack! whack! 
whack ! phililoo, smalliloo, dideroo, whmck ! 

She, — Arrah, Paddy, be quiet, give over your pra- 
ting. 
To a bog-trotting elf I will never be bound ; 
Such beauty as mine, 'twoidd be quite ondei* 
rating. 
Then the folks want their milk, so let me go my 
round ; 
Learn Irom me to be sharp, and your business be 
minding ; 
Cut a nick in your chalk, and still score tvH) for 
one, 
First gain a long purse — then love may prove 
binding. 
But without it, friend Paddy, there's nought to 
be done. 

Spoken.] Arrah, fait, now man alive ; and 
what use is your being atter teazing me with your 
nonsense, sure, and d'ye think I'll ever marry a 
man till he can give me a snug bit of a mud cabin 
of my own : and then I must have a cow, and a 
horse, and ducks, and geese, and a pig ; and when 
I've got these, we'll three sit down both together, 
and sing — 

La, ral, la ; lal, &c. 

He. — A long purse I've got, that's I mean an ould 
stocking, 
Wid a hundred or two good thirteenert, my dear. 
Of $cuduwna and pratees, I've laid a good stock in. 
And some fine currant whiskey, our bosoms to 
cheer. 
She, — Since you're kind, 'twere folly to carry the 
farce on. 
He, — Och ! bad luck to myself, but you've kUt 
me with joy. 
She. — Say you so ; there's my hand, well mwmy 
to the parson ; 
He. — And in nine months a-piece, launcb a fine 
girl and boy. 



Spoken.] He. By the Ohey, well have a pair of 
them ; and while you're making tthr-about over a 
turf fire, 111 be after nursing Master Phelan O'Cal- 
laghan and Miss Judy O'Callaghan, toss oflf my 
wliiskey-punch, and you'll sing alone with me, my 
dear, about — 

Phililoo, hubbuboo, whack, &c. 



WHEN I LOVED YOU I C4N'T BUT 
ALLOW. 

(T. Moore.) 

When I loved you I can't but allow 
I had many an exouisite minute. 

But the scorn that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it 

Thus, whether we're on or we're oft. 
Some witchery seems to await you ; 

To love you is pleasant enough. 
And, oh! 'tis delicious to hate you. 



ZEDEKIAH, THE JEW ; 

OR, THE WAY TO DO BUSINESS. 

Air—" Such Beauties in View,**—{E. J. B. Box.) 

I'M the Jew Zedekiah, 
Vat is my own crier. 
And seller and buyer 

Of all sorts in trade ; 
I'm up to the tick-tacks 
Of trinkets and gim-cracks. 
And all pretty mck-nacks 

Vatever is made. 
My customers, — meet 'em, 
Mit pretty vords treat 'em. 
Vat vhile I vas cheat 'em. 

Is alvays my vay ; 
And a lie is no trouble. 
The bargain a bubble. 
To swear 'tis vorth double 

The monies they pay ! ! 

Spoken.] I vas meet a customer von day a' top 
o' the street. Ah! my cood friend, Mr. Broad- 
heads, says I ; how vas you do to-day ? Pless ma 
heart, how fat you got I Any cood bargains you 
vant in my vay ? vat I sell you cheap any ung. 
Oh! Mr. Zedekiah, says he, you vas damnable 
cheat me in dat vatch vat I vas bought of you last 
veek ; vhy it vo'n't go at all ! Von't go ! pless ma 
heart ! says I, vat is vhy it vo'n't go, Mr. Broad- 
heads ? Dat is very odd ! it vas go very vel mit 
me every day ! Vat you do to it vhy it voWt go ? I 
do no-ting at to it but vind it up, and put a' top o' 
the table. A' top o' the table ! how you expect 
the vatch to go ven you put it a' top o the table T 




rj 



She. — (Speaking.) Och! for sname, Paddy. 



vo'n't be kept by noting at all, I tell yon ; dere 
now! 'Tis a very great bargains, Mr. Broadheads, 
don't say a vord more apout it 1 I'll take my oat,, 
vat it is vorth more as twice the monies you vaa 
give me for it ! dere now ! Dat's de vay I do busi- 
ness, mit — 

My customers, — meet 'em, 
Mtt pretty vorids treat 'em, &c. 

I've a snug littal shop in 
Duke's Place, vat I stop in. 
Quite handy to pop in 

Sly bargains vat's stole. 
If plate a good lot 'tis. 
My melting-pot hot is. 
While all thought I've got it 

To pocket the cole ! 
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As in honest Jew dealing* 
I'm tender of feeling. 
To talk apout stealing, 

Derc never might relax : 
So den in my trap-closet^ 
Each lot I deposit ; 
But 'pout how got vas it. 

No questions 1 ax ! ! 

Spoken.*! I vas alvays cunning to take care of 
^ai is numoer one ! But von night, py cot ! I 
vas almost like to lost dat number two, vat is my 
vife ! She vas prought home a tamncd good lot of 
silver candlestick mit a friend vat vas just got them 
a cheap bargains for me ; I vas buy them, and he 
vas off in a minute ; only just stowed 'em safe, 
ven an officer, mit a tamncd loud rap at my door, 
vas come ! Open de door, savs he, and down the 
cellar-stairs tumble roa poor fittal vife ! nigh broke 
her neck mit fright ; but all vas right more as she 
tought ! Ah! Mr. Trap, says I, how vas you do? 
Yant any ting in my vav ? Buy a good vatch vat I 
sell you cheap ? Ill tell you my bargain, savs he, 
Mr. Zedekiah ; a varrani to look apout your^ouse 
for goods vat is steal ! Vel : dere look — you see 
now— 1 have no goods in my house steal you see, 
but von bit of goods a' top o' my cellar floor, dere 
now ! Yhy dat is your vife ! says he. Vel den, 
says I, I've no other goods vat vas steal ! So good 
night ! but don't talk apout steal any more ; it is 
a nasty vord ! shut the door after you ; dere now. 
Steal is a nasty wonl ; vat nobody don't like to 
hear it ! alvays my vay vat tu do business. — 

As in honest Jew dealing 
I'm tender of feeling, &c. 

My house in Duke's Place is 
The mart of the Graces, 
Vat show their sweet facet 

By light of the lamps. 
So ven old clothes I'm crytaga 
Down areas I'm prying. 
To catch vat suits buying 

For full dress night tramps ! 
And if vonce in my clutches. 
The rags of a duchess. 
The magic of such is 

Found out in the sale ; 
For the title so bouncing. 
Price treble announcing. 
All are eager to flounce in 

A duchess' old tail ! I 

Spoken. 1 Dere now! look dere ! says T, vat a 
peauiiful bargains I cot for you, ma tear! Pought 
It o' purpose vat to make you a lady all at vonce ; 
dere now ! Dat petticoat and robpe vas vat vas 
veared by the Duchess of Ducklogs ; dere now ! 
vat you link o' dat? Oh! dear, dat is nice! vat 
you ax the price of it, Mr. Zedekiah ? Vhy, it is 
vorth more as five pounds ; but as you are a cus- 
tomer, says I, I sell it to vou for fifty-four shil- 
lings; and, as Cot is ma judge, it cost me more as 
dat, every fardin o' the monies ! Dat is more as 
too much, Mr. Zedekiah. Vat ! fifty-four shillings 
too much to make you'sclf a duchess ? Py Cot ! it 
w cheap as noting at all ! Vel, I vo'n't take a fardin 
less as forty-five, dero now ! Fit to a T. ; you'll 

look peautiful in it, so help me dere den ! 

Vat only two pounds ? Vel, vel ; take it vid you, 
and owe me seven till next veek ! Never get it ; 
but no matter; made cood |>iofits o' the bargain, 
for be tamned vat if it cost me any more dan three 
and sixpence ! Dat's my vay vat I do business. 

And if vonce in my clutches. 
The rags of a duchess, &c. 



ALL THE WORLD IS MY ALLAN TO ML 

YoONO Allan rode slowly acroas the green hoiL 

And often, fall often, he aiched ; 
He rode to his love on the borders of Leith, 

Sweet Annie, his lone-pTomised bride. 
" And why, why so sad ? as they met, aie4^ 
fair, 
" For grief in yonr visage 1 see ; 
Can aught, love, afflict thee that Anne mW 
share — 
AU the worid is my Allan to me. 

Tome, 
All the worid is my A41an to me." 

Vonng Allan then tenderly pressed her soft had. 

And thrice he attempted to speak ; 
And thrice did the tear (which hai cosnge» 
manned). 
Warm, warm, trickle down his pale cheek. 
At length, he said, " Annie, sweet maid, wrms 
nart; 
In Allan a begesr you see.'* 
" ThensHll. stiU," she cried, " thoa aztMtf 
my heart — 
All the world is my Allan to me. 

To me. 
All the world is my Allan to me. 

" No, Annie," spoke Allan, '' deoehrsd \j t 
friend. 
My flocks and my pastores are sold ; 
That friend on whose honour my sdl did depad, 

A traitor must now be enrolled.*' 
«« Then still, love," she answered, " 
defy; 
I*m rich, and &lse friendship shall see 
Together well live, and together we'll die^ 
All the woild is my Allan to me. 

To me. 
All the worid b my Allan to me. 



KINO RICHARD AND LADY ANNl 
Air—" Derry damm," 

Oh, there vonce vas a king, and his name it ««i 

Dick, 
Who at stopping folk's breath had a v undt i fd 

trick ; 
For whoever vas placed in his vay in this voiM. 
To the vorld that s to come why ne soon had 'm 

hurled. 

Down, deny down, &c 

His two little neveys, he, with a hard heart. 
From their heait-broken mammy most craelly M 

part; 
And, as he, most vantonly, vished 'em dead. 
He with a boUstir, had 'em both smothered. 

Deny down, &c> 

So, being now king, though his back had a hvBf> 
And his legs they were bent like the hand of > 

pump ; 
He must court Lady Anne for his wife, thoa^ 

f:ood lack, 
ready got more than he wished on his back. 

Deny down, kc 

But, vhen they got ved, he grew tired of 10 

vife, — 
So says he, Missos Anne, you're the plague of v) 

life ; 
And I begs, ma'am, youll make up your mini 

now to die ! 
Says she, Dickey, I vo'n't, yon know that's all ny 

eye! 

Dcrry down, liC 
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B«t Dick wu resolved » to a doctor he foond* 
Wbo wery soon laid Lady Anne under ground* 
Ihr mixing poison in Ben Hodges' gin» 
Vieh oaused it for yean to be called " blue 



ruin 



i»» 



Derry down, &c. 

ftiehmond and Dick pitched their tents, and the 

night 
Preceding the morning on vich they did fight, 
All the folks that he'd murdered appeared to his 

view. 
With his vife at their head, who cried, Dick, how 

d'ye do ? 

Derry down, 9tc, 

The fight it began, and the king had the vorse. 
And lost in th ■ battle White Surrey, hiti horse ; 
80 his kingdom he offered for one of good speed. 
And his aid-de-camp brought him a welossipede. 

Derry down, &c. 

Richmond (not the black boxer) the day bravely 



won ; 



Bo says Dickey, friend Rickey, blow me, but I'm 

done ; 
And, since you have floored me, my kingdom 1 

give. 
And, now you have stuck me, d — me if I live. 

Derry down, &c. 

MORAL. 
Now all you young men what wants to be kings. 
Don't murder your neveys, nor do them'ere 

things; 
For, if you paraistes, I'd have you to know, 
Like Dickey, hereartcr you'll certainly go— 

Derry down, &c. 

THE PERILS AND PLEASURES OF THE 

SEA. 

(Miss Scott.) 

When I think on the cottage so loved and en- 
deared. 
Where parents so kind my weak infancy reared, 
When I think of companions who boyish days 
cheered , 
I regret that I e'er was a sailor. 

Yet sure their pleasures far excel 

Their dangers on review ; 
Then fting the perils of the sea. 
And sing the pleasures too. 

When I think how a true British sailor's revered. 
To every man, woman, and child how endeared. 
And bv every nation respected and feared, 
I bless heaven for being a sailor. 

Yet sure their pleasures far excel 

Their dangers on review \ 
Then siuK the perils of the sea. 
And sing the pleasures too. 

When I know that the name is a letter of grace. 
It ensures us a welcome in every place. 
Except France — and the devil they'd much sooner 
face 
Than encounter a tme British sailor. 
But Kure their pleasures far excel 

Their dangers on review ; 
Then sing the prrilt of the sea. 
And sing the pleasures too. 



COTCHELIN RUN CRAZY. 

(Dibdin.) 

CnTCHELlN sat all alone. 

Devil a soul l»e«ide Uft, 
While troiii Taddy. who was gone, 

0«eaas did divide her : 



His pipes, which she'd been used to hear. 

Careless, left behind him ; 
She thought she'd try her woes to cheer. 

Till once again she'd find him. 
'Twill not do, you loodle loo, 

Arrah ! now be aesy ! 
Tad was bom with grief to make 

Cotchelin run crazy. 

She takes them up, and lays them down. 

And now her bosom's panting. 
And now she'd sigh, and now she'd frown, 

Caze why ?— dcre's something wanting ; 
And now she plays the pipes again. 

The pipes ot her dear Taddy, 
And makes them tune his favourite strain, 

Arrah ! be aesy, Paddy ! 
Ah ! 'twill not do, your loodle loo, 

Arrah ! now be aes^. 
Tad was bom with gnef to make 

Cotchelin run crazy. 

Taddy, from behind a bush. 

Where he'd long been listening. 
Now, like lightning, forth did rush, 

Hi« eyes with pleasure glistening. 
Snatching up his pipes he played. 

Pouring out his pleasure. 
With halt delighted, half afraid, 

Pat the time did measure. 
Ah. well will do this loodle loo, 

Arrah ! now be aesy, 
Tad was born with joy to make 

Cotchelin run crazy. 



SHE LIVES IN THE VILLAGE. 

(Upton.) 

She's gentle, she's kind, and aoch sweetnees im- 
parts, 
I could sing day and night in her praise : 
For while grace and beauty enraptures all hearts. 

She knows not the charms she displays ; 
Like diamonds her eyes beam with lustre divine. 

No gem ever sparkled more bright ; 
And yet with such softness to virtue incline. 
The senses are lust in delight '. 
And she lives, dearest girl ! 
By the grot in the dell, 
She lives, O, she lives in the village. 

Then her name, and 111 tell ye the name of the 
dear, 
IHs Jessy, the soother of grief ! 
For Sorrow's sad victim ne'er yet dropped a tear. 

But Jessy would give it relief ! 
Old or youi^, rich or poor, claimed alike her re- 
gard. 
Wherever Distress showed its face ; 
And when haughty Pride could the monmer dis- 
card. 
My Jessy was tound in its place ! 

And she lives, dearest girl, kc. 

Like the meek and coy primrose, that blows in the 
vale. 

She's mantled in Modesty's mien ; 
And yet of all flowers that fragrance exhale. 

Young Jessy the sweetest is setn ! 
O, yes ! and this maiden, so blooming and rare. 

Has vowed, with a blush, to be mine ; 
And sure tor that treasure her bosom no fair, 

E'eu monarchs would kingdoms resign. 

And she lives, dearest giri, ice. 
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MR. MUG. 

Air—" Will you come to the Bower.*' 

(G. Colman.) 

By trade I am a turner, and Mug it is vaj name ; 

To buy a lot of ivory to Africa I came ; 

I met a trading blackamoor, a woolly old hom- 

btig, 
He coaxed me np his land, and made a slave of 

Mr. Mug ; 
Crying wo'n't you, wo'n't you, wo'n't you, wo'n*t 

you come, Mr. Mug ? 
Wo*n*t you, wo'n't you, &c. 

My skin is lily whiter and my colour here w new, 

80 the Arst man whom they sold me to, he thumped 
me Uttck and blue. 

The priest who bought me from him, in a tender- 
hearted tone, 

Said come from that great blackguard's house, and 
walk into my own. 

Crying wo'n*t you, wo*n*t yon, &c. 

Good lark ! but to behold the vicissitudes of fate ! 
I'm his black Mandingo Majesty's white Minister of 

State : 
For hours in my lobby my petitioners shall stay. 
And wish me at the devil when I hold my levee 

day J 

Crying wo'n't you, wo 'n't you. Sec. 



And when Age to mv head ahall his vmter ^, 
The summer of Ijove imaU reside in my bean. 



CORIN'S PROFESSION. 

(Wolcot.) 

Now, Joan, we are married^ — and now let me 
say. 

Though both arc in youth, yet that youth will de- 
cay ; 

In our journey through life, my dear Joan, I sap- 
pose. 

We shall oft meet a bramble^ and sometimes a 
rose. 

When a cloud on this forehead shall darken my 

day. 
Thy sunshine of sweetness must smile it away ; 
And when the dull vapour shall dwell upon thine. 
To chase it, the labour and triumph be mine. 

Let us wish not for wealth, to devour and con- 
sume ; 

For luxury's but a short road to the tomb : 

Let us sigh not for grandeur, for trust me. my 
Joan, 

The keenest of cares owes its birth to a throne. 

TIiou shalt milk our one cow ; and, if Fortune 

pursue. 
In good time, with her blessing, my Joan may 

milk two : 
I will till our small field, whilst thy prattle and 

song 
Shall charm as I drive the bright ploughshare 

along. 

When, finished the davt by the fire we'll rrirale. 
And treat our good neighbour, at eve, with our 

ale ; 
For, Joan, mIio would wish for self only to live? 
One hlcssiiK "t lite, my dear girl, is to give. 

E'en the red-breast and Mrrcn shall not seek us in 

vain, 
Whilst thou hast acnimb, or thy Corin ap;rain; 
Not only their soni:*; will tlicy pour from the grove. 
But yield, by cxniiiplc, sweet lessons of love. 

Though thy boatity must fade, yet thy youth I'll 
reinenibcr ; 

That thy May was my own when thou showest De- 
cember ; 



JACK AND I SAW THEM NO MORE. 
Jack and I were both messmates a long time i 



And manv's the battle we've fought. 
Yet fear, d ve mind, never touched him orm 

Though on on our sweethearts we thooghL 
For Jack loved his Kitty as dear as his sod. 

And Poll was mj comfort on shore. 
And the angel of truth did our love-vows enni. 

Though Jack and I saw them no more. 

No more. 

And Jack and I saw them uo more. 

'Twas long on the ocean, tossed upwards and dovi 

We'd been from our charmers away ; 
Had gained by hard service, some gold and it 
nown. 

Their fondness and love to repay ; 
But shame on report, and each slanderoos taapt 

That whispered ill tidings on shore ; 
For malice too busy, our death-knell had rass. 

And Jack and I saw them no more. 

No more. 

And Jack and I saw them no more. 

Two landsmen to win their affections, d'ye see. 

Had tried every art, but in vain ; 
When falsehood gave out, we were both witdr 
at sea. 
And found a cold gnve in the main. 
Poll and Kate heard the tale, but a word aeti 
spoke. 
Bach fell like a lamb on the floor ; 
The functions of life from that moment werebnki 
And Jack and I saw them no more. 

No more. 
And Jack and I saw them no more. 



SCHOOL ORATORY. 
Air—" 3fn. C<iMy."—( Bryant.) 

I WENT to school with Joel Squint, 

In Yorkshire he did dwell, sir^ 
I got a book, and I look'd in't. 

And soon I learnt to spell, sir : 
But growing older, he did say 

Ho never would forsake me. 
Nor throw my mighty sense away. 

So an orator he d make me. 

Sl'OKEN.l Aye, one day he called all the be 
up— Come here, Charley, says he, I want y« 
and so he did ; it was to pull my ear, till he ma 
me roar out the fifteenth letter of the alphab 
Simon Sprigs! (Faint voice^) Here. — (Mmitft 
Why don't you speak ?— f Boy, ) Because I can' 
and mother tells me a still tongue sliows a w 
head. — (Matter.) Then your mother shoa'di 
send you hero to learn oratory : but, •^xac, sim 
recite me Monsieur Tonson. 

(Boy.) There liv'd, as fame reports, in daTS 

yore. 
At le:ist some fifty or sixtj* years, or more, 

A famous 

(Master.) Why, sir! what, Rir? eh, sir!— /fty 
Why, sir ! what, sir ? eh, sir! G^ve me Tourhaa 
sir— So I did, when he beat it with hiscane, 1: 
1 sang — 

If this be their school oratory. 
They have properly sickened me, sL 
Thon lie would make me tear my voice, 
Till I thought my lungs were broken ^ 
But 'gad, he never gave me a choice 
Of all the speeches I've spoken t 
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There's Bmtos, Hannibal, d'ye te. 

With other rigmaroles, sir. 
With speeches from Maxc Antony, 

And a thousand more, by goles, sir. 

Spoken.] Aye, I was jiut like a parrot, chat- 
tering away from morning till night : and it may 
not be amiss to show the manner in which I learnt. 
Virtt, in the morning I began — my name is Norval ; 
«n the Grampian hills my father feeds —a lo^ly 
man— of parentage obscure did thev report him ; 
the cold earth his bed, water his dnnk — And yet 
within a month, a little month, or ere these shoes 
were old — I do remember an apothecary — roand 
as my shield, had not yet filled iu horns — For 
there is a tide in the affairs of men, which, taken 
at the flood, leads on to fortune — To be, or not to 
he, that's the question — For I am arm'd so strong in 
JMmeaty — that I can smile and smile, and murder 
while 1 smile ! So thus I was taught to expect ta- 
lent, without ever enjoying it, «nd sung — 

If this be their school oratory, &c 

Now Isaac Meek could bawl aloud. 

While Johnny Loud was squeaking. 
And the master he took snuff i' th' crowd. 

While all the boys were speaking ; 
Bat Jemmy Twist, a tailor's son. 

One day, with book so red, sir. 
Was speaking a speech, and when he was done. 

Threw the book at his master's head, sir. 

Spoken.] It was only an accident. Rut Jemmy 
^raa famed for his action ; and one day, being told 
that Buckingham was taken, he exclaimed, *' Off 
with Am head !" Away the book flew, hit the 
aehoolmaster, knocked off his wig, broke his spec- 
tedet, and upset a dozen flower-pots on the tkj* 
Ught, which made me laugh and sing — 

If this be their school oratoty, Ik* 



^^^»^»»^ 



THE FOX-CHASE. 

At the sound of the horn 
We rise in the mom. 
And waken the woods as we thunder along, 
Yoix, yoix, tally ho! 
After rcnard we go, 
Whi^e echo on echo redoubles the song. 

We waken the woods as we thunder along ; 
Tally ho! uUy ho! 
After rcnard we go. 
While echo on echo redoubles the song. 

Not the steeds of the sun 
Our brave coursers outrun. 
O'er the mound, horse and hound, see us bound 
in full crv \ 

Like Phoebus we rise 
To the heights of the skies. 
And careless of danger, five bars we defy. 

We waken the woods, &c. 

At eve, sir, wc rush. 

And are close to his brush ; 
Already he dies, see him panting for breath. 

Each feat and def<':tt, « 

We renew and repeat. 
Regardless of life, so we're ia at the death. 

We waken the woods, &c. 

With a bottle at ni^jht. 
We prolong the delight. 
Much Trimbush wc praise, and the deeds that 
were done ; 

And yoix, tally ho! 
The next morning we go. 
With Phuebus, to end as we mount with the sun. 

Wc « aken the woods, &c. 



LOW DOWN IN THE BROOM. 

(Carnegie.) 

My daddy is a canker'd carle. 

Hell na twin wi' his gear ; 
My minny is a scalding wife, 

Hauds a' the house asteer. 

CHORDS. 

But let them say, or let them do. 

It's a' ane to me ^ 
For he's low dosin m the broom^ 

Waiting for me. 
Waiting for me, my love. 

Waiting for me. 
For he's low down in the brocm 

Waiting for me. 

My aunty Kate sits at her whecl> 

And sair she lishtlies me ; 
But weel I ken it s a' for spite. 

For ne'er a jo has she. 

But let them aay, &c 

My cousin Madge was sair beguil'd 

Wi' Johnny o the glen ; 
And aye sinsyne she cries, " Beware 

« Of false deluding men." 

But let them say, &e. 

Gleed Sandy he came west ae night. 
And speerd when I saw Pate ; 

And aye sinsyne the neighbours round 
They jeer me air and late. 

But let them aay, &c 
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THE DANCING LOVER. 

(Prince Hoare.) 

** Music it the food of love," 
But what's the cure ? 
Why dance to music, to be sure. 
With a fal, lal, la. 
Dear Mary's cold heart I attempted to thaw* 

But never could melt it away ; 
Cries Mary, for you I shall ne'er care a straw \ 
Says I, I must then dance the hay. 

With a fal, lal, la. 

When I ogled sweet Bets, from my glances the 
shrumi. 
For she had a bosom of steel. 
I was drunk with mv passion, so mortally dnakj 
That nothing would do but a reel. 

With a fal, lal, la. 

Extremities in love, 'tis said. 
Each lover knows ; 
If women then 
Bewilder men 
In that extremity the head, 
Tis best, no doubt. 
To jig them out 
At that extremity — the toes. 

With a fal, lal, U, 

Then a fig for young Cupid, a fig for his smart* 

A fig for each maid that I meet ; 
No saint of a woman takes care of my heart* 

While Saint Vitus takes care of my feet. 

With a fal, lal, la. 



THE LIQUOR OF LIFE. 

While here Anacreon's chosen sons combine* 
Like him to taste the joys of mirth azxi wine ; 
While the full bowl is «ith the goblet crowned^ 
Harmonic let the joyful song resound. 

To banish life's troubles, the Grecian old sage 
Pressed the lUiee ui the \'intage oft into ti 
bowl. 
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«t made him fnrp!t all the cam of old ace. 

It bloomed in hi» fare, and made happy hii 
iK>ul. 
While hrrp, thnn, we're found* puah the bowl 
an Mind. 
Tin tlie liquor of life no care can control, 

1 hit jovial |>hiIo««ipht>r tau)iht that t* e tun 

\Va^ thirdly, r.iul ot't look a twig from the main. 
T\\f plaiH^t!* would tipple at fatt at they run. 
The earth, Kio, wa-i dr)-, and would suck up the 
rain. 
While lurr. then, we're found, push the bottle 
anxinii, 
Tis the liijuor of life, pray who can refrain? 



A bOLDIER'S THE LAD FOR ME. 

(R. H. Sheridan.) 

Thf. fife* and drum itound merrily, 
A Holdii-r, H (u<ldi«T*« the lud for me ; 
With my true love I mnm will )»e. 
For who NO kind, so true a* he ? 
With him in every toil I'll fthare. 
To please him tliiiU he all my care ; 

Kaeh pi-ril I'll dare, 

AH hiirdships I'll lH>nr ; 
For a soldier, a M)Ulier*s the lad for me. 

Thi'n, if kind Heaven pre!%erve my love. 
What rnpturou* joy iihiill hi< Nancy prove. 
Swift throui:h the camp shall my footsteps bound. 
To meet my William — with conquest crowned ; 
Clfwe to my fiiithful howm prest. 
Soon shall he hush his cares to rest. 

Clasped in these anus, 

F«»r>ret war's alarms. 
For a soldier, a soldier's the lad for me. 



IT rHANCKD THAT CUPID, ON A SEASON. 
(From the French. Sir W. ScotU) 

It chiinced that Cupid, on a season. 
By fancy nnjed, resolved to wed. 

But C4>uld not settle — whether Reason 
Or Folly should partake his bed. 

What does he then? — Upon my life, 
Twas had example for a deity. 

He takes me. Reason, for his wife. 
And Folly for his hours of gaiety. 

Thouirh thus he dealt in |>etty treason. 
He loved them lM)th in equal measure; 

Fidelity was h<irn of Reason, 

And Folly brought to bed of Pleasure. 



THE IRISH HAYMAKER. 

(Upton.) 

And did you ne'er hear of iin Irish haymaker, 

One Mr. O'Rallerty ?— Then it is me; 
And my father he was, yes, he was a stav-maker. 
And I am the whalelione he danced on his knee. 
And, och! ever since with the girls I've been jig- 
ging. 
Who cry, but don't mean it, " Pat, leave me 
alone." 
Then, for whiskey, I an't, joy, eternally swiggiiiir. 
By my soul, from my cradle I've sucked it, i 
own. 

Then, what d'ye think of an Iriith haymaker? 

Orh, an't he a devil Uie lasses to smark? 
With his dideron-hiih, and his little shellelagh. 

Sing up and down frisky, and fire away whack. 

There's Judy M* Brawn, and I ne'er will forsake 
her. 



For, laith, we are tied, ao I ean\ |ct anr; 
Then, she sinies like an o«l« wlicncheauLsgKta 
take her. 
And growls, bitcay and ■crairhet, the loaf Mi 
mer** day. 
Then her friend, as alie calls him, oac Itim 
O'Shaflertyp 
To be sQie the doni fang faim as pav did ik 
DKNtse, 

While he fondlea, and calls her his smei la 
Raffetty. 
What a bfrtaing to have sach a fneai u i 
house! 

Then, what d'ye think. Ik. 

Thea, do what I will, or whcfcrcr I'm vaUnf. 
By my soul, I am watched, night aaii dn, m 
of sight. 
Nor the devil a word they believe when I'n ah- 
ing» 
As if I was pven to swear black is vkiir. 
One day, to be anrr, I looked into a kitc^rs. 

And saw the poff boiiing^ bat not for poor Pa; 
But for tort and for t ki€uin§ I*d always aa iickisf, 
So I took out the Msiflsn and poup ed ia the (* 

Now, what d 3e thiak, Ik- 

Och, luck to sweet sonuner, die fields, aad i^ 
lasses. 
For snre we don't f ristk it np hill and down dik* 
And then the dull hoars so merrily passes. 
When we can't catch the pig for the gram m 
his taU, 
But the best joke of all, and it's joy past eqsoh 
ing> 
E'en the thought of it now makes me bun nA 
delight , 
Is Shelah's soft lips, when I give her s blesaisp 
While we roll in the hay on a sun-«hiny nicti- 

Now, what d'ye think, Ac 



SIR JEREMY SCAITE. 

(C. Dibdin.) 

Mama's left off business, and I've sui^ the An, 
So my old trade acquaintance I think I iKall 

drop; 
Sam Soucnong, the grocer, Billy Biscuit, the bi- 
ker. 
Tommy Tit, the tailor, and Miss Stitch, the mas- 

tuamaker, 
Peter Putf, the perfumer, Frank Felt, the te- 

ler. 
And Sally Score, the barmaid, at the Pesttf 

Planer, 
Miss Minikin, the milliner, the pride of the dir 

belles. 
And funnv Joe Grimaldi, the clown of Sadler'* 

Wells. 

Ti tiddle, liddle lot. 

All the people direct 'Squire to me when xhn 

write. 
And mama talks of having me made ftsmr* 

knight! 
Sir Jeremy Scaite, oh. 'twill sound mnnaiov 

pretty. 
And I'll drive my har-rouche, dashing, spaahit^ 

through the city ; 
I'm a liiuh dog — for a frolic. I and a dozen. 
At the tavern, plump behind the fire popped ikf 

landlord's cousin ; 
The landlord cried out, " gentlemen, my coosii 

would you l^ill '" 
Says I, " oh. tlem your cousin, yoa can charp 

him in the hill." 

Ti tiddle, ftc 
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GOOD Di^ittDS ARE XEVER ' LL 
BESTOWED. 

A LITTLI boy* a SaTojard, 
With cold and hanger almost dyinf , 

Among the rocks and moantains left. 

For parents, hoose, and home, was crying ; 

A BtranKer, from the distant road. 
Who heard him weep, and saw him wander. 
No longer suffered him to saunter — 

Good deeds are never ill bestowed. 

He gave the little boy his hand. 

And dried his tears, and hashed hb ionow. 
And said such tender things and kind, 

I could not tell them by to-morrow ; 
He brought him to his lost abode. 

His mother dear, whose heart was breaking. 

And left his parse, with friendly greeting — 
Good deeds are never ill bestowed. 

This little boy became a man. 

And crud wars again were ragiz^ ; 

The stranger to the battle went. 

And fell where sword and fire were ngiof : 

The Savoyard before him strode. 

And, by his bold and brave behaviour. 
With noble valour, saved his savionr^— 

Good deeds are never ill bestowed. 



OH, HE DB NOS ! 

OR, WERE PATIENCE KIND TO MR. 

(Dibdin.) 

Were Patience kind to mc. 

Oh, he de nos ! 
Par plyther than a colt I'd pe, 

Oh, he de nos ! 
Leap, skip, and pound, would poor Ap Hugh, 

And capriole and caper, too. 
And frisk, and dance, and chump, look yon. 

Oh, he dc nos ! 

But Patience very cruel is. 

Oh, he de nos ! 
With chibes, and cheers, and mockeries. 

Oh, he de nos ! 
Which makes to sigh and sob Ap Hugh, 

And, whining, his sad fortune rue. 
And crieve, and croan, and crunt, look yon. 

Oh, he dc nos ! 



ILL TEMPER AND GOOD NATURE. 

Good Nature puts each heart at ease. 
And softens pain and sorrow * 

£Vn ugliness itself to please. 
From that a charm can borrow : 

While beauty, like an April day. 

Is clouded in a minute ; 
And, through ill temper, fades away 

Without one comfort in it. 

Of all the curses known below. 

The worst, and mucli too common. 

Are those which from ill temper flow. 
Especially in woman. 

n temper to Suspicion joined 

Is mother of all evil ; 
And where an angel man should find. 
He meets the very devil. 

Ill temper made poor Abel fall 

A victim to his brother; 
III temper deadens Nature's call. 

And sours the fondest mother. 

A woman *8 of the softest mould, 
To imooth mau*8 rugged nature ; 



And when ^he's jealona, load, and faoU/ 
No reason guides the creatnie. 

The fairest female, if she dare 
With man to cope and wrestle. 

Should in remembrance always bear 
That she's the weaker veneL 

Then cease, ye fair, mankind to vex. 

Or prove yourselves anruly ; 
And, thongh their questions may peiplex. 

Be meek, and answer coolly. 

THE BEAUTIFUL MAN. 
Ai^-" BMmaman Or«A,'»— (Bealer.) 
When old ande died, then he left me his cask, 
Awi I in the fashion detenn»ued to dash ; 
With my bright tparklmg eves and fine^fadby wijfi, 
I ka«w I should soon set the world in a Utu$ : 
Relations all called me a needy. 
Bat I was determined they shcmid tee 
I would, and I should, and I coold be 
An exquisite beautifai man. 

I pnrchaaed whip, gloves, and a Urge qoining- 

glMS, 

Revolving-heel boots, and bright spurs of bntis; 

Wip, whiskers, and wrist^bands, and neat pah oi 
stays, 

A high-mettled racer, and higfa-eeated **^s*^ : 
To the tailor I then did dash on. 
Said I, " make a coat in th« fiaahion. 

For in the mode I would flash on 

Because I'm a beautifai man." 

I put on my stays, and soon I was drest 
In pigeon-tailed coat, padded full at the breast *» 
I slipped on my boots, and then I arose 
So high, that 1 walked on the points of my toes : 
My loose white trowsers, so handy. 
Concealed my legs so bsmdy. 
And made me appear quite the dandy. 
And that is a beautiful man. 

Now friends quizzed my pigeon-toes and pigecn> 
che^t. 

That is my pigeon-Uiled coat, padded fall at the 

breast. 

And said, if 'twere not for my whiskers and eyes. 

They should take mc to be a great girl in disguise. 

Or perhaps for a duck or a widgeon. 

Or, rather, they all did allege on. 

For a crow dressed up for a pigeon. 

Instead of a beautiful man. 

At balls, concerts, and plays I now did appear. 
Where I talked, roared, and laughed — that no<me 

might hear ; 
I ogled the girls with my beautiful eyes 
Till thcv all praised my beauty up to the skies; 

Said I was an exquisite riddle. 

Like both a beau and k fiddle. 

Pinched iu at the sides and the middle. 
And sighed, what a beautiful man! 

As the sun of the fashion I wanted to blaze, 
. So I hired a porter to lace up my stays ; 
I was courting a lady of exquisite mien. 
And I would be compact and fit to be seen : 

I cried, " pull the lace with all might, sir; 
Now pull it a little bit lighter, — 
Oh la ! how I shall delight her ! 

She'll call m«' a beautiful man." 

Then I put on mv whiskers, mustachios, and %ig. 
And waistcoat ndorued with a lavender-sprig * 
With rings on my finger?, and patch on my chin, 
I walked through the streets with a beautifai grin : 
I was scented with musk and with roses. 
And smelt like a bundle of posies. 
The passenjjers sniffed up their noses. 

And cried, •• What a Dcaatiful man!'' 
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Anhred at the door, I gave a loud double rap, 
Which made the street echo like a great thunder- 

clap ; 
The maid opened the door, and up ttairs the ran. 
Crying out, " My dear ma'am, here's a beautiful 



man 



i»» 



When I was introduced to the ladj. 
She cried, in anonishment *' Hey day ! 
You've come to court me !" — I said, " Ay i** 
Said she, " What a beautiful man 1'^ 

She admired me much, for she- asked me to dine 
With her friends, who, I'm sure, all thought m« 

divine; 
I sat down to dine, when my spurs, cursed fatea ! 
Caim;ht the cloth, and I fell, with pies, paddisfs, 
and plates : 
With plum pie my face was soon painted. 
My stays keep me in restraint, did, 
I coulim't get up, — so I fainted ; 
Now ar'n't I a beautiful man? 



OH, SNATCHED AWAY IN BEAUTY'S 

BLOOM. 

(Byron.) 

Oh, snatched away in beauty's bloom. 
On thee shall press no ponderous tomb. 
But on thy tnrf shall roses rear 
Their leaves the earliest in the year. 
And the wild cypsess wave in tender gloom. 

And oft, by yon blue gushing stream. 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 

And feed deep thought with many a dream. 
And lingenng pause, and lightly tread. 
Fond wretch, as if her step disturbed the dead. 

Away ; we know that tears are vain. 
That Death nor heeds nor hears distress ; 

Will this nnteach us to complain. 
Or make one mourner weep the less? 

And thou— who tell'st me to forget — 

Thy looks are wan— thine eyes are wet 

GRAMA CUREE AND PADDY WHACK. 

(Merry.) 

There was an Irish lad 

Who loved a cloistered nun, 
And it made him very sad. 
For what was to be done ? 
He thought it was a big shame, 

A most confounded sin. 
That she could not get oirf at all. 
And he rould not get in. 
Yet he went ev'ry day — he could do nothing mora. 
Yet he went ev'ry day to the convent door. 
And he sung sweetly, smalilon, smalilou, smalilon. 
And he sung sweetly, smalilou, gramachrM, and 
Paddy whack. 

To catch a glimpse of her. 

He played a thousand tricks ; 
The iron bolu he tried to stir. 

And he gave the wall some kicks ; 
He stamped, he raved, he sighed, he 
prayed. 
And many times he swora, 
Och ! the Devil uke the iron bolts— 
The Devil take the door. 
Y^t he went ev*ry day— he made it a rule. 
Vet he went ev'ry day, and he looked like a fool. 
Though ne sung sweetly, smalilou, &c« 

One mom she left her bed. 
Because she could not sleep. 

And to the window sped. 
To take a little peep. 

And what did she do then? 
I'm sure youll think it right — 



She bade the honest lad good day. 
She bade the nuns good nufht. 
Tenderly she listened to all he had to say. 
Then jumped into his arms, and so they ran Away, 

And they sung sweetly, smalilou, &c. 

YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND. 



»» 



Air—" Ye Oenttemen of England. 
(T. Campbell.) 

Ye mariners of England, 

That guard our native seas^ 
Whose flag has braved a thousand yean. 

The battle and the breeze. 
Your glorious standard launch again. 

To match another foe. 
And sweep through the deep* 

While the stormy tempests blow. 
While the battle n^es loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The spirit of your fathers 

Shall start xrom every wave. 
For the dedt it was their field of fame. 

And ocean was their grave. 
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell. 

Your manly hearts shall glow 
As ye sweep through the deep. 

While the stormy tempesu blow. 
While the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwark. 

No towers along the steep. 
Her march is o'er the mountain*waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 
With thunders from her native oak 

She quells the floods below — 
As they roar, on the shore, 

Wlien the stormy tempestt blow. 
When the battle rages loud and long 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet ternfic bum. 
Till dancer's troubled night depart 

And the star of peace return. 
Then, then, ye ocean- warriors. 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow. 
When the fiery ficht is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 



»**»^*^» 



THE NEWCASTLE WEDDING. 

NeighboORS, I'm come for to teU ye. 

Our skipper and Moll's to be wed. 
And if it be true what they're saying. 

Egad, but well be rarely fed. 
They've brought home a shoulder of mutton. 

Besides, there's two thumping fat geese. 
And when at the fira they're roasting. 

We're all to have sops in the grease. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle 

And there will be pies and spice dumplings. 

And there will be bacon and peas. 
Besides a great lump of beef boiled. 

And they may get crowdies who please. 
To eat of such good things as these are, 

I'm sure, you've but seldom the luck. 
Besides, for to make us some pottage, 

Therell be a sheep's head and a pluck. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle 

Of sausages there will be plenty. 

Black puddings, sheep-fat and neats' tripet* 
Besidn tor to warm all our noses. 

Great store of tobacco and pipes \ 



388 



i;niversal songster ; ob, museum of mirth. 



A room they say there it provided 

For us at the Old Jacob's Well, 
The bridegroom he went there this morning, 

4nd spoke for a barrel of yell. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle. 

There's sure to be those things I mentioned. 

And many things else, and I learn 
There's white bread and butter and sogar 

To please every bonny young bairn. 
Of each dish and ^lass vou'll be welcome 

To eat and to dnnk till yoa stare. 
I've told you what meat's to be at it, 

111 next tell you who's to be there. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle. 

Why, there's to be Peter, the hangman. 

Who flogs the folks at the cart's tail ; 
And Bob, with his new sark and ruffle. 

Made out of an old keel sail ; 
And Tib on the quay who sells oysters. 

Whose mother oft strove to persuade 
Her to keep from the lads, but she wouldn't. 

Until she got by them betrayed. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle. 

An{\. there will be Sandy, the cobbler. 

Whose belly's as round as a keg ; 
And Dull, with her short petticoats. 

To display her white stockings and leg 
And Sail, who when snug in a comer, 

A sixpence, they say, wo 'n't refuse. 
She cursed when her taiher got drowned 

Because he had on his new shoes. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle. 

And there wjll be Sam, the quack doctor. 

Of skill and profession he'll crack ; 
And Jack who would fain be a soldier. 

But for a great hump on his back ; 
And Tom in the streets for his living 

Who grinds razors, scissors, and knives ; 
And two or three merry old women 

That call " mugs and doubler's wives." 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle. 

Bui. neighbours, I'd almost forgot 

For to tell ye— exactly at one 
The dinner will be on the table. 

And music will play till it's done j 
When youll be all heartily welcome 

Of this merry feasting to share': 
But if you wo'n't come at this bidding. 

Why then, you may stay where you are. 

Blind Willy's to play on the fiddle. 



Ooae to the stream where mj tears once 

flowing. 
And over my corpse keep the green willow grow- 

iug> 

*T\» all for my true love, Ik. 



ALL FOR MY TRUE JOVE, MY TRUE 
LOVE, O! 

(G. Colman.) 

Dow N by the river there grows a green willow ; 

Sing all for my true love, my true love, O ! 
I'll weep out the night there, the bank for my 
pillow ; 
And all for my true love, my true love, O! 
When bleak blows the wind, and tempests are 

beating, 
I'll count all the clouds, as I mark them retreat- 
ing* 
For true lovers' joys, well-a-day ! are as fleeting. 

Sing O for my true love, &c. 

Maids, come in pity when I am departed. 

Sing all for my true love, &c. 

Waen dead, on the bank, I am found, broken- 
hearied. 

And all for my true love, &c. 

Make roe a grave, all while the wmd's blowing. 



WHAT PLEASURE LIKE HUNTING CAS 
CHERISH THE SOUL ? 

Tantivy, tivy, tivy, tivy, high low ! 
Hark, how the merry merry horn does blow. 
As through the lanes and meadows we go. 

As puss has run over the down ; 
When Ringwood, and Rockwood, and Jowler, 

and Spring, 
And Thunder and Wonder, made all the woods 

ring. 
And horsemen and footmen, hey ding a ding 
ding. 
Who envies the pleasure and state of a crown ? 

Then follow, follow, follow, follow, jolly boys. 
Keep in with the beagles now whilst the sccot 

lies. 
The fiery-faced god is ready to rise. 

Whose beams all our pleasure controls. 
Whilst over the mounums and vallies «c roll, 
And Wat's fatal knell in each hollow we toll. 
And in the next cottage tope off a full bowl. 
What pleasure like hunting can cherish Che ioal 1 

MURDOCK M'LAREN AND MOLLY 

M'GHIE; 

OR, THE piper's PEREGRINATIONS. 

Air—" BaJOmamon Oro*."— <T. Jones.) 

Come, lend your attention, and listen awhile» 
If you all fall a laughing, you've no need to smile. 
Then sit quiet, my hearts, and a story 111 tell 
Of a true Irish Scotchman who lived at the Bell, 
And his name it was Murdock M'Laren, 
From the bogs of braw Scotland sae barren. 
All his love how he fain would be sharing 
With lovely Miss Molly M'Ghie. 

With tlic bagpipe so nately concealed in his plaid. 
With two bottles of whiskey to govern his hm, 
With no shoes on his feet, but his bonnet so red. 
Faith, he rose up one mom without going to bed. 

And his heart in his bosom so loving. 

His courage I ke Highlanders* proving. 

He presently sat off a roving. 

In search of Miss Molly M'Ghie. 

Now Miss Molly M*Ghie you might quickly descry. 
She'd no teeth m her head, but two apecks in her 

eye. 
She'd a hump on her back, and her nose stood 

awry. 
If she said she'd walk straight, her legs gave her 
the lie. 
But when she saw Murdock M'Laren, 
Her senses they all fell a jarring. 
She thought him a jewel worth wearing* 
And welcome to Molly M'Ghie. 

When he showed her the bagpipe jnst vnder his 

vest, 
She asked for a tune, and he felt himself biest. 
He played her a tune, and she thought it no jesi. 
But when she'd heard one she would have all tkc 
rest. 

For the bagpipe so wonderful charming. 

As yet I could never find harm in. 

My heart in my bosom 'tis warmin|^ 

Cried lovely Miss Molly M'Ghie. 
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When hit tuning was ended he fain would gire 

o'er. 
But ahfi would not consent till he played it once 

more : 
He played all his tunes, full in number a score, 
mi he thought sweet Miss Molly a wonderful 
bore. 
But as the next morning was breaking. 
To a church he his sweetheart was taking. 
So success to the night's blanket shaking. 
With Murdock and Molly M'Ghie. 



MY TRUE LOVE SOON WAS TORN FROM 

ME. 

(C. E. Walker.; 

The mid-day sun was bright on hi^. 

The white sail caught its burning ray. 
The waves were calm and clear the sky. 

As cut our bark its liquid way. 
I little thought that smiling noon 

Might still a night of tempest be ; 
I little thought— alas I how soon ! — 

My true love would be torn from me. 

Night fell around — the corsair came. 

And fierce the rage of battle roared ; 
With tongues of thunder, lips of flame. 

Their strength the deadly cannons poured. 
Still, still above the trampled slain. 

Girt by the few who yet were free, 
1 fought— resisted — strove — in vain — 

My true love soon was torn from me * 



THE COCKNEY'S HOLIDAY ; 
OR, A JOORNEY TO HORNSEY-WOOD. 



Ail 



_<« 



There't mat Luck abomt the Bfotm.' 



(Miss Bryant.) 

On Sunday up to Homsey-wooo 

The London people flock. 
With bsf kets stored with dain^ food. 

And comforts quite a stock. 
The ladies all so finely drest. 

They look so spruce and gay. 
The gemmen, too, all in their best. 

Go out to spend the day. 

Spoken.] Come, Mary, bring the basket; 
mind, Billy takes care of the bottle. — Ah, Tom, 
vhy, vhere are you going ? — Vhy, ve're going to 
'Omsey-vood, to fetch a valk, vill you come? — 
Vhy. I don't care if I does.— Then, (mngt,) Veil 
all go out in the morning, &c. — La ! what a beau- 
tiful prospect ! I never came so far oat of town in 
all my bom days ; what place do you call that ? — 
Oh, that there s VUt Cimdie Hotue, vith a distant 
view of the Regent's Park. — Well, I never was 
so delighted in my life. — O ves, you was. — Why, 
when do you mean * — D*^xx t you remember when 
your wife died ? — Oh, .et ns drop that, it's too grave 
a subject. Hollo ! where 's Dicky ? — There, sticking 
in the mud like a young mushroom. — Come, I 
say, none of your nonsense, it makes me werry 
much wexed to be laughed at. — Then, how werry 
often your temper must be disturbed. — Well, Betty, 
what are you gaxing at? — Vhy, I'm thinking 
bow romantic Primrose hill looks, with all them 
forms standing a top of it, just like «ta/«ef. — Forms ! 
what does she keep a sunday-school ? — Who? — 
Why, Primrose-hill. — La ! you stupid, why. Prim- 
rose-hill's that great mountain yon tee ia the 
distance. — Is it ? O. 

Then let us on, and merry be, 
Wi*h pleasures light and gay. 

And we will go to Homsey-wood« 
And there well spend the day. 



They trot along the Highgate-road, 

Quite anxious to be there. 
While Mrs. Mux in sarsnet dress. 

Fears every cloud unfair. 
Then fun and glee pass gaily too. 

And onw«rd as tney hop. 
They leave all sorrow in tne town. 

And quite forget the shop. 

Spoken.] Veil, here we are safe arrived. ~ 
Waiter.— Sir?— Bring us a bottle of cider for the 
gentlemen, and something genteelish for the ladies. 
Come, Mrs. Mns, Mary, Martha, Sarah, what 
will you take ?— Vhy, I Uiinks veil have some gin 
andvater, and two or three slices of bread and 
cheese. — Hollo! Tom, don't drink all the brandy. 
— No, that would be rather rum. — Veil, Vill, is your 
ale ri^ht ? — Yes, and I doesn't intend to have any 
up either. — La! Tom, I vishes as how you'd 
keep your distance, and not be teasing me. — My 
dear Manr, it's no use snubbing one, tor wherever 
you go, I anchor. — Veil, I know you've beenAoti- 
hering arter me this two months, but you vo'n't 
have me arter all. — I say, vaiter, bring me some 
hacker and a pipe, vill ^ou?— We don't allow 
smoking in the parlour, sir. — Yell, then 111 go 
up to the dining-room, if you like. — La! Johnny, 
how sharp you are. — So I ought to be, father's a 
tailor. — uome, come, no reflections on the cloth. 
— Vhy, there's nothing so frightful in it, it's not 
a ghost. — No, but for all that I don't care bow 
soon it's laid. — 'Pon my soul, I don't understand 
yon, Tm quite in the dark. — Then, the best way 
will be to make light of the subject. For 

Now we all will merry be» Ac 

Now throngh the wood in mirthful play» 

They join at hide and seek. 
Their motto to drive care away. 

They have it all the week, 
llius London cits amuse themselves 

In taking country air ; 
Just once a year they fly 6nm smoke. 

And out of town repair. 

Spoken.] So, this is Homsey-wood. — Dear me, 
what a beautiiul wood this forest is. — There's lam- 
ing, to call a wood a forest : I'm sure it isn't, is it, 
Mr. Knowall? — No, gentlemen, for a forest is 
a wood, but a wood is not a forest. — Somethiiu| 
like your head, I suppose ; for though a man^ 
not a forest, his head may be wood. — Dear me, 
do jTOU call that wit* — Seemingly, you think so, 
or you wouldn't ask me. — But I say, talking of 
woods, were yon ever at Epping-Forest ? — No, 
Where's that? — Lord, vhat a stupid ; vhy, don't 
you know? — No, I don't ; where is it?— Vhy, it's 
vhere all the sausares grow, to be sure. — llieieV 
wisdom! — I say. Jack, isn't Betty a nice youl^ 
woman? — Yes, very well.— Oh, bless her, I'v 
Koing to lead her to the kaiier in a few days.— 
Very kind of yon, too, upon my word: when 
do you mean to take her? to Smithfield? — Ijord 
now, vhy, ve're not married yet. — Oh« that aUen 
the case. — Hollo! why, there's Mrs. Mux fell 
into the water. — Never mind, there's no danger* 
it's only a basin.— Oh dear. Oh dear, I've spoiled 
my best sarsnet dress that my good man bought 
me out of the receipts of the kitchea-stulT. — Deaf 
me, then your silk dress is only a Muff gown altet 
all.— No, sir, it is not, but I can assure you it's 
a very wet one. — ^Then the best thing we can do is 
to go home* 

For wo have all so merry been. 

With frolic light and gay. 
And we will come to Homsey-wood 

AgmA another day. 
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YOUNG LOVE LIVED ONCE IK A 
HUMBLE SHED. 

(T. Moore.) 

YoONO Love lived once in a humble tlied. 

Where rose* bremthinf* 

And woodbines wremthing» 
Around the lattice their tendrils spread^ 
At wild and tweet at the life he led : 

Hit garden flourithed. 

For young Hope nourished 
The infant budt with beamt and thowert : 
But lips, though blooming* miut still be ted« 
For not e'en Love can live on flowers. 

Alat ! that Poverty 't evil eye 

Should e'er come hither. 

Such sweets to wither! 
The flowers laid down their heads to die. 
And Hope fell tick as the witch drew nigh. 

She came one morning. 

Ere Love had warning. 
And raised the latch where the young god lay ! 
" Oh, oh !" said Love, '* is it you ? good bye !" 
So he oped the window, and flew away. 



STICK TO THE CRUSHKIN, AND TIPPLE 

ENOUGH. 

(J. Lunn, Esq.) 

Op the tind'rest of flesh I received my formation, 
"^^ich never once gave me the least botheration, 
Till to England I came, from the town of Kin- 
sale. — 
Broke in trade, — and took charge of the keys of a 

jail ! 
But in pity myself must no longer be dealing ; 

So, to make my heart fit for the office it sarves. 
To the devil I pitched all my buttermilk feeling. 

And flew to the cratur, to stringthen my narves. 

I got muddled wilh ale, — but soon found my mis- 
take; 
The liquor, I fouhd, like myself, was too wake; 
But brandy my heart for its calling soon qualified. 
And made me so Hani I'm not airily mollified : 
So take my advice, and don't sip at the stuff. 
If you find you're too soft, and you'd wish to be 
callous ; 
But stick to the crushkin, and tipple enough, 
And yourself may take charge of a jail or a gal- 
lows. 



POOR CHARLES 
(Dibdin.) 

[Written on the Death of Mr. Charles Bannister, 
Vocalist ami Comedian, Sept. 1804.] 

My lyre, once again the sad note. 

The tribute of Gratitude lend! 
*' Poor Tom !" on my brother I wrote ; 

" Poor Charles !" I now write on my friend. 
I first introduced him to fame, — 

Pride prompted the friendly design,— 
For, if I cstablisihed his name. 

The act threw a lustre on mine. 

Vain my praise, how the sounds can i match. 

So mellow, that fell from his tongue ? 
riiese words his fine cadence should catch. 

These accents he ought to have sung I 
And did this inadequate song 

The praise of some other impart. 
The eftect his sweet voice would prolong. 

From the kindness that glowed in his heart* 



Pei1un»» tober Pradence dismiaaed. 

Him applaate on his jadgement migla 
Alat! where't the heart can resist 

The dangeroot power to please? 
Bat should any one, jaundiced and bfind. 

Dare to blame, — tell the cankenms elf 
JSfu meriti delighted mankind, 

Hi$ €mn recoiled on himself. 

Poor Charlet! many worthier mnae. 

Less worthy than thon wert, has 
Ah ! let not thy shade, then, refnae 

This tribute of truth to accept. 
A brother, a friend, among men. 

Did I once fitting honours decree ; 
Be this effort, tincere, of my pen 

A memorial of friendthip to thee. 



WELCOME, DUTY! FAREWELL, BEAUTY 
(Rev. G. Croly.) 

Welcome, duty; 

Farewell, beauty ; 
Welcome, matint, vetper-belU, andt^pert! 

Welcome, fasting. 

Everlasting ; 
Welcome, qaarrels, scandal, sulks, andTapocr 

Welcome, weeping. 

Never sleeping; 

Farewell, dances! 

With a lira la, lira la, hxu 

No ! let creatures. 

Without features. 
Turn their skins blue, green, and yellow ; 

Farewell, chanting; 

Farewell, canting; 
Farewell, nuns so meek, and monks so meOow 

Welcome, wooing, 

Billet-douxin|;, 

Cards, quadnlling. 

Flirting, killing. 

With a lira la, lira la, &c 



WHO IS THE DUPE? 
Air — " Georgey BamveU." — (J. Lambe.) 

Come, ye candidates for Momus, 

Sons of Mirth and Jollity, 
Join our merry " Masque of Comus,'* 

With convivial harmony. 

Ri tol, iu 

My chant's about a loving couple ; 

And, although without a mag. 
The pretty, coaxing Sukev Supple 

Loved her 'prentice, "if eddy Bragg. 

Ri tol, 9u 

Oft he'd valk her out on Sunday, 
Then valk home vith her to tea ; 

Ven he said, ** my lovee, none day 
Is so werry dear to me." 

Ritol, &« 

Then vith vicked vords heM reeSle, 
Ven shr cum'd most every day. 

Bringing thimble, thread, and needle. 
To vork, ven they'd nought to say. 

Ri lol, &c 

But Ned vas a vicked lover. 

For she larned the changelin? cur 

Vould sometimes valk vith anoihe . 
Ven he ought to valk vith her. 

Rltd. Ac 
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He then, to pervent a riot, 

Ven they vcDt to see a play, 
Vonld lend her thioss to keep her quiet, 

Vich ven done he d take avay. 

Ritol, &c 

Vicked hearts have vickcd notions. 
And jealousy cum'd in his head ; 

And, to vatch poor Sukey's motions, 
A youth vas sent by idiot Ned. 

Ri tol, &c 

He sent a lad, so spruce and dapper, 

To be upon his Sukey sweet ; 
And he stood, in hopes to nap her. 

At the comer of her street. 

Ri to), &c 

Then he knocked, so smart and showy, 
Siike came running with a light. 

And oped the door, then, vith a bow, he 
Commenced setting matters right. 

Ritol, &u 

Says he, " Sukey, you are slighted, 

I am sent to take you in 
By vicked plans, — but they're blighted# 

Because to cheat you 'tis a sin. 

Ritol, &c 

** Your eyes are than turs much brighter. 
My love is hotter than the sun ;" 

Then vowed he'd never slight her. 
Yen she said—" Ye rUfbe one." 

Ri tol, &c. 

Up came Neddy, in a passion. 
Yen she said,—" 'Tis tit for Ut; 

And next time such plans you dash on, 
Mind, poor Neddy, vat you're at." 

Ritol, &C. 

Revenge now his noddle filling. 

Prom Retaliation's rod. 
He showed fight, buc got a milling. 

And for the night was popped in quod. 

Ri tol. &c 

MORAL. 

From this, noodles, take a vaming. 
To such meanness never stoop. 

Ne'er send another slyly fawninz. 

Else youll find out '* Who's the Dupe." 

Ritol, &c 



SWEET GODDESS OP THE SILYER 
STREAM. 

(Cross.) 

Near where Old Thames, in ample tide, 

Tween Twickenham's banks is flowing. 
Where trim-built wherries gaily glide. 

And Health's soft breexe is blowing ; 
A lass resides, of beauty rare. 

Fond Fancy's favourite theme. 
Bright Beauty's queen, in shape and air. 

Sweet god<(ess of the silver stream. 

A boatman I, one mom, by chance, 

I plyed and rowed her over, 
Untninking gaxed, and, in one glance, 

I gaxed myself her lover ; 
My feathered oar forgot its play. 

And, borne adownthe stream. 
My boat its burden wished to stay — 

Sweet goddess of the silver etieam. 

But beauty's not her only charm. 
Good humour smiles so cheery. 

Expelled all terror and alarm. 
When next the graced my whenj : 



Hope whispeia. Love may make her mine. 

And mc<rtal though 1 seem. 
The thought gives birth to bliss divine. 

Sweet goddess of the silver stream. 



IT WAS UPON A LAMMAS NIGHT. 
(Bums.) 



»» 



Air—" Com Rigs are honmie. 

It was upon a Lammas night. 

When com rigs are bonnie. 
Beneath the moon's unclouded light, 

I held awa to Annie : 
The time flew by wi' tentless heed, 

'Till 'tween the late and early ; 
Wi' sma' persuasion she agreed 

To see me through the barley. 

The tky was blue, the wind was stills 

The moon was shining cleariy ^ 
I set her down, wi' right good will, 

Amang the rigs o' bariey ; 
I ken't her heart was a' my ain ; 

I lov'd her most sincerely ; 
I kiss'd her owre and owre again, 

Amang the rigs o' bariey. 

I lock'd her in my fond embrace. 

Her heart was beating rarely ; 
My blessinn on that happy pface, 

Amang Ukt rigs o' barley ! 
But by the moon and stars so bririit» 

That shone that hour sae deany ! 
She aye shall bless that happy night, 

Amang the rigs o' barley. 

I hae been blithe wi' comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drinktn ; 
I hae been joyfu' gath'rin' gear ; 

I hae be^ happy thinkin' : 
But a' the pleasures e'er I saw. 

Though three times doubled fairly* 
That happy n^ht was worth them n% 

Amang the rigs o' bariey. 

CHORUS. 
Cora rigs, an' barley rigs. 

An' com rigs are Bonnie : 
111 ne'er forget that happy ni^t, 

Amang the rigs wi' Annie. 

THE UNIYBRSITY OF OOTTINGE!^ 
(Right Hon. Geosge Canning. ) 

Where'er with haggard eyes I view 
This dungeon, that I'm rotting in, 

I think of thoee companions true. 

Who studied with me at the U— 

^fl&iveraity of OoCtingen* 
— niversity of Gottingen. 

Sweet 'kerchief, check'd with heavenly blue. 

Which once my love sat knotting in I 
Alas ! Matilda then was trae ! 
At least I thought so at the U — 

— niversity of Gottingea. 
— niversity of Gottingen. 

Barbs, barbs, alas ! how swift ye flew. 

Her neat post waggon trotting in ! • 
Ye bore Matilda from my view. 
Forlorn 1 languished at the U — 

— niversity of Gottingrn. 

—niversity of GottiageA. 

This faded form ! this pallid hue ! 

THiis blood my veins are clotting in ; 
My years are many, they were few 
Wain first I entered at the U — 

— niversity of Gottingen. 

— Btvenity of Gottinfen. 



A*2 
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Theie first for thee mv paMion grew. 
Sweet, ftwcet Matilda Pottingen ! 
Thou WMM the daughter of my to — 
^-im, law profeksor of the l/-— 

— niveruty of Gottingen. 
— nivenity of Goctiiigen. 

San, moon» and thon, vain world, adieu! 

That kings and pricsti are plotting in \ 
Here doomed to starve on water-gru — 
— el, never shall I sec tlie U — 

— nivertity of Gottingen. 

— niversity of Gottingen. 



LIKE MASONS OUR WORK WE'LL 
PLRSUE. 

Kim; SoLOMuN, that wiv> pmjrctor. 

In masonry took grrat drli^ht ; 
And Hiriim, that gr«>at architrctor. 

Whose actions will ever shine hrijiht ; 
Fn)m the heart of a true honosit mason. 

There's none can tho set ret remove. 
Our maxims are juiiticc, morality. 

Friendship, and bruthorly love. 

Wtf meet, like trie frirndsi, on the level. 

And lovinjjly part on the j^quare ; 
Alike we respoct king and beg>:ar. 

Provided they're just and sincere. 
Wf scorn an ung^nrrous action : 

Vcme can with Freemasons compare ; 
We love and we live within compass, 

By rules that are honest und tair. 

We exclude all talkative fellows. 

That will babble and prate pa4t their wit ; 
They ne'er shall comr. into our s«'cn't. 

For tliey're neither wortliy nor in. 
But the person that's well recommended. 

And we find him honoAt and true. 
When our I^d^e is well tyled we'll prepare him. 

And like masons our work we'll pursue. 

There's some foolish people reject us. 

For which they an> highly to blame ; 
They cannot show any objection 

Or reuson for dotn^ the s>ame. 
The art's a divine inspiration, 

As all honest men must declare, 
So hen»'s to all true hearted brothers. 

That live within compass and square. 



THE BOLD AMETHYST; 

OR, ALL FOR OLD ENGLAND'S GLORY. 

Air—" The tight little Island."— {Upion.) 

Now I'll chant you a strain of the lads of the 
main. 
And the Amethyst, valiant in story, 
\\ hich a fiigate so stout, and from L'Orient just 
out, 
Hac a brush to heighten our glory ; 
O! it's a very true story. 
And surely redounds to our glory. 
To say that our tars, xpite o. bullets and scars. 
Were never yet beaten in story. 

To Martfnique bound, La Thetis was found. 

And, crowding all sail, we can swear it, sir; 
When the Amethyst bold, brought her to, to be 
told. 
Tack about, for you do not go there, sir ; 
O ! it's a very true story. 
And adds to our nation •! glory : 
For muzzle to mu/zle, we went ^o the tast.e# 
.And all lor old England's glory. 



Thiee timet then for lore, to boud «s tjry unn. 

Which made oar captain to cnr. sir ; 
Hhoogh I have bat one hand, if we strike, lH ht 

d d; 

No! — Britoos will take joa or die, lir; 
O ! it's a very true story. 
And adds a new leaf to ovr glory ; 
For we fought, sailor-like, till we toiccd ihea 9 
strike. 
And all for old England's glory. 

Then my song most relate , what is grievoss is 
state. 
Near a hundred and six^ fine fellows. 
All in the salt waves, that night foand their gnvts, 
All buried beneath the rough billows. 
O ! it*s a very true story. 
And adds to onr national glory, 
British tars ever brave, only conq ^er to save. 
And all for old England's glory. 

Then the toast it shall be, and well give it «iik 
three, 
Tis the Amethyst and her bold crew, sir; 
And well add to the stave, Captam Stjfmmr m 
brave. 
And a braver the world never knew, sir ; 
O ! it's a gem to our glory. 
And Neptune delights in the stoiy. 
And his crown shadl be found set with Ametbjiti 
roimd. 
And all tor old England's glory. 



THE PLEASURE OP KISSING. 

(H. B. Dudley.) 

There's something in kissing, I cannot tell why. 
Makes my heart in a tumult jump more thali f 
high ; 

For nine times in ten» 
So teasing 
And pleasing 
We find those rude creatures, the dear kissing i 
That we wish it repeated again and again. 

Though a kiss stop my breath, oh ! how little care i. 
Since a woman at some time or other must die ! 
For nine times in ten. 

So teasing 

And pleasine 
We find those rude creatures, the dear kissing mm. 
That we wish it repeated again and again. 



TRISTRAM FRIZ; 

OR, THE STAGE-STRUCK BARBER. 

(H. S. Fuller.) 

RECITATIVE. 

O ! NEIGHBOURS, neighbours, sad mishaps, I fear, 
May ope your ears, and list, while I declare 
What to poor Tristram Friz has now befel. 
Our village barber bred, ye know him well. 

SONG. 
Our barber, poor man, all his senses are lost. 
For they by the player folks sadly are crost ; 
In the shop 'mong his blocks, how wildly he stalks. 
And of nought but of bnite$ and of ocijerr he talks. 
I went me this morning to get me a shave. 
And on entering his door, he asked me what I'd 

have, 
Whether king, prince, or Hamlet; lawk! neigh> 

hour, says I, 
My name's Colin Clodpole, who lives hers hsid 

by.— 

Ah ! Colin, how do ? 
i mistook you, that's true. 
You're not one of us, a great ShakespcnJ 
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dad cri«d, — Of one, ■ 



Spoken.] He qnite canfoiindrd I,-w!>en biJ- 
disg him b« ume, be tKllowed out, " Time, bem- 






Noun* '. I luned up. 



cune ; erod, E tooli lo my heclt, «a 
Hejr dcFTj derrj down, dowr 

He'ibiiiea bi> •VKihml. who'i ii 
Bq thnlliikg np ahop, ] him and Dc 
At the Ulor-mu'i haute, oa thr l< 
Polki u; th*L ■ playing oith them 
For he ulli ihem hu " couatijmci 

And if u Dear a-kin, vhkh I ne'e 
Thaywill claim Ilab nlauoni a 

nch tolki be diabb. 



A irbip 



.tl».lj«:ll. 

I'm if we, O dickni. 

Wen all to be bilten, 

! neighbaan, 0. neigbboun, p 

SMEEt).] O the diityi! here' 



K;Jf the : 
And I the 



miry annmd, u 



will b 



Bypil 



id of a chap, 
r>dd K>n of mil- 

iwfd off the beard from our bee. 

urtd no, I 



Why, TriMram, you look 

How iton da, lid T I hope ih« an belter, I toi 

Spoken.] I bive been ■ very beggar, am 

in ■ Ki of glon, tar beyond my reieb.— '• Cro^- 
vpII. I chai^ thee fling iwiy ambition." But I'll 
tell you ill my luffenngi. hemu! how I played, 
— how wii I repiyrd '. e'en when (he haughty 
Tylialt I oppoMd.—a rotten egg tmeared ill my 

ber an apalhecijy," — the d d ipothecary'i ap- 

paprr af uafntida rijht in my 
< more— I fled Ihe Kene-I (ed 



cr 



my folly, 






[TrKialMed from the Oermui Ooer* of AboD 
Hanui. Huuc by Weocr.] 

It i< the bird oV love a wikiag. 

The (indi of night are not half ran. 
Oh. hear! Ihe lirk [hit mw ii waking. 

Another round, the world if dreaming, 
Andilill, . ■ 



II dim Ihe I 



lingbei,. 



And, hark' he wakea, the bird of day. 



Thnugh fade our limpi in the ■ 
Mirtli. like a fairy, 
Fliei from the light of envio 
Minh. like the glaw-worm. 
It brighten flawing 



JOHNNY MAC CLEAN. 

(Cherry.) 

NO Johnny Hie Clean loved Jennv K 

Griggor, 



I treih u thg 



comely Sgnre, 



Withboanybluei, 

Siyi Jenny Hic OriAor— Hei^o! 

Ileigho '-•■yl Johnny Mar Clean. 
'•Oh. Johnny Mac Cleanr-Mld Jenny I 
GrigROr. 

" I love thee, 'til true, and lo chnnhwonid I | 
Bat a uldier in thou, and nii(bl die by the 1 



■■ Johnny— you know wh 
Sin Jenny Mac Origgor— Heifho' 
Ueigho !—uyT Johnny Mae Clean. 



THE SENTIMENTAL TAH. 

(Collini.) 
Now we're launched on the world. 



M:;i;- 

ToW 



AM 
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While the helm still obeys her direction ; 

Tis as clear as the fight. 

That the sports of the night 
Will not shrink from the morning's reflection ; 

And when rest or refreshment 

Succeeds work or play. 
Of enjoyment from both to be certain ; 

May true friendship's hand 

Druw the cork every day. 
And true love, every night, draw the cortain. 

But blow high or blow low. 

Let ir rain, freeze, or snow. 
And clay cold and wet should our birth be ; 

The lamb newly shorn, 

Shows the blast may be borne, 
Let our station on sea or on earth be ; 

And as poor robin redbreast. 

Will chirp on the spray. 
Almost stripped by the frost of each feather ; 

May a cunscit'nce as clear 

As the sun at noon-day. 
Keep us warm in the coldest of weather. 



AWAY, YE BRAVE FOX-HUNTING RACE. 

Away, ye brave fox-hunting race ! 

Away, away to a bourn chase ; 

Let other sport alone to-day. 

For here there will be royal play. 
See, yonder's the covert, to horse let's be goin|; ; 
Throw, throw off the finders for renard't undoing. 

Away, ye brave, &c 

Unkennel quick yon blaky ground. 
They'll have a touch for fifty pound ; 
Hark, hark ! to Soundwell, — that s a noble dog : 
Cross him, my jolly lads,— hoicks I hoicks! the 

drag. 
The fcx has broke covert, let none lag behind ; 
We've had an entappesse, she runs up the wind. 
Off with the chase hounds, hoa ! 
Now, now the sportsmen show. 
Let Lilly where and Csesar ran. 
Tosspot and Ruler, 
Capper and Cooler, 
Pompey and Gallant low 'em on. 

"Spur, switch, and then away o'er hedges and 
ditches. 

Without fear of necks or galling your breeches. 

B«ow a retreat, blow, blow tantivy, tivy, tivy, tivy. 

If she run down the wind she may chance to de- 
ceive ye. 

A recheat, a recheal, tivy, tivy, tivy, tivy, 

Hard fate, we are baulked, for, by my sout! 

The vixen's just now earthed, see, here's the hole; 

Put in the terriers, faith it is so. 

She's crept at least five yards below. 

They're working, — hurk"! — and lay at her so well ; 

They'll make her bolt, though 'twere as deep as 
hell: 

*Ti8 done, 'tis done ! she's snapped — she's killed. 

Hollo! brave boys, ihcn from the field, 

And, jolly huntsmen, blow poor renard's knell. 



»» 



DOVID EVERYWHERE; 

OR, THE HARMONIC ISRAELITE. 

Air—" Paddi/ AhdaUah*» Legacy,* 

I AM a Jew singer, and Do* \A** my name, 

Sin^ turilala turilala. 
And 1 tries all I can to establish my fame : 

Sing turilala, ra lullido. 
I've got a good voice and a very long nose. 
Mo, of :ourse, I can sin^, as you all may suppose* 

With my turilala, turilala, 
Fal de ml la ra 111 *■• 



1 can sing any g^ee you will g;ire me as ngLt, 

Sing tnrilala torilali. 
And I've got a fialsetto will raise your del'irht. 

Sing toriUla, ra lullido. 
And in singing bass songs, why my merit's v0 

small. 
For if you but hear me 111 frighten yon all. 

Sing tnrilala, &c 

Though a Jew, all the Christians will hear to d) 
song. 

Sing tnrilala tnrilaliL 
And they smile on my nose that is nine inches 
long, 

Sinff turilala, ra lullids. 
They cry, pless my heart ! he is fine, I declaze. 
And they say I sm Dovid Everywhere. 

With my turilala, &e. 

In Irish songs — why, I do ne'er prove a botch. 

Sing turilala, turilala. 
For my Irish song always will do for a Scotch ; 

Sin^ turilala, ra lullido. 
And in ditties from Yorkshire I'm good, yon «i . 

swear; 
But you soon will find out that I never was that. 

With my turilala, la. 

Now some people on me do oft run their rigs. 

Sing tnrilala, turilala. 
And they say when I'm singing I frighten the pim 

Sing turilala, ra lull^ 
And when entering a room once, a thing hup p— mJ 
droll, -©— ri 

For a barber mistook my poor nose for his pole. 

With my turilala, &e. 

So now Dovid Everywhere means to resign. 

Sine tnrilala, turilala. 
And leave singing to those who may do it msR 
fine; 

Sing tnrilala. ra lullido. 
But this I may say, I shall leave with good grscfi 
And the girls they will all break their heaits ■ 
Duke's Place. 

And sin^ turilala, &c 



DRINK, BOYS, DRINK. 

(Upton.) 

A GLEE. 

Come, push about the grog, and drink, hfljn* 
drink; 
Here's to Poll, Sue, Kate, and Nar>cy ! 
While the bowl's afloat, shall we think, bors, 
think? 
No, drink to the girls we fancy. 

Then here's to the girls, boys, drink, drink, diiski 
Like lads that are fond of the lasses ; 

Drink away, we have no time, boys, to think; 
Drink away, and fill the gh 



POP, POP, AND DOWN YOU TUMBLE. 

(Dibdin.) 

Ah, men ! what silly thines you are. 

To woman thus to humble i 
Who, fowler-like, but spreads her snaie. 
Or at her timid game 
Takes aim. 
Pop, pop, and down you tumble. 

She marks you down, fly where yon will. 

O'er clover-grass or stubble ; 
Can wing yon, feather you, or kill, 

iost as she takes the trouble. 

AJ&« men! h^ 
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Then fly not from os, 'tis in vain, 

W« know the art of setting 
Jls well a^ shooting, and can train 

Tbie slyest man our net in. 

Ah, men! &c. 



TOM AND POLLY. 

(Upton.) 

A DDET. 

*«».— Take, Poll, this blue ribbon, the gift of a 
Ur, 

And ^ear it in spite of each railer ; 
ISrill bring to ihy mind, when thv Tom is afar, 

A tboaght, a kind tboaght for thy sailor. 

W^.— Take, Tom, this silk handkerchief, then, 
for thy neck, • 

And wear it for her left behind yoa ; 
jld when you are keeping the mid-watch on deck. 

Of Polly, poor Poll, 'twill remind you. 

fW.— O, yes! and thy gift shall to Tom be a 
prise. 

Though landsmen may deem it a folly ; 
lose dear to my heart than the sight ot my eyes. 

Because it was given by Polly. 

^^. — And never, no, never, my Tom, shall a 
tigh 
Arise in behalf of another : 
rew.— And ever, in fancy, my Poll will be by, 
*Mg. — Because we but live for each other. 

IMA.— Because we but live for each other. 



lOW BRIGHT ARE THE JOYS OF THE 

TABLE. 

(O'Keefe.) 

How bright are the joys of the table ; 

I mean when the cloth is removed : 
Our hearts are fast held by a cable. 

While round the decanter is shoved. 
The ladies all rise to retire. 

We stand np and look very grave, 
A bumper, then draw round the fire. 

Determined like souls to behave. 

My servant he knows I'm a toper. 

Clean glasses, of wine a recruit. 
He brings in a six-gallon-cooper 

And places it close at my foot; 
I gingerly take up a bottle. 

The saw-dust I puff from his coat. 
The cork out it sings in the throttle. 

But sweeter than Mara his note. 

What gentleman coffee now chooses. 

The compliment comes from the fair. 
No gentleman coffee refuses. 

But not a man stirs from his chair. 
Though Frenchmen may do so. I bear it, 

T\% brutish politeness I think : 
While Monsieur we pay for his claret. 

He never shall teach us to drink. 

Gay Hebe now shows in Apollo, 

A strugglcr 'twist claret and wit. 
For Bacchus insists he shall swallow 

Six bumpers before he can sit ; 
Ye fair, why so ill shruld we treat yoti. 

To part ere the bottle is won. 
At supper Apollo will meet you. 

And show you what Bacchus hu uciuk 



HE'S NO BARD THAT CANTCOT SING THE 
PRAISES OF THE FLOW'RY SPRING 

(Jasper Fisher, 1633.) 

At the Spring birds do sing 

Now with high, then low ciy : 

Flat acute, and salute 

The sun bom every mom. 

He's no bard that cannot sing 
The praises of the flow'ry Spring. 

Flora, Queen, all in green. 
Doth delight to paint white. 
And to spread cruel red 
With a blue, colour true. 

He's no bard, kr. 

Woods renew, huntera hue. 
Shepherds grey, crowned with bay. 
With his pipe. Care doth wipe. 
Till he dream by the stream. 

He's no bard, &c. 

Faithful loves, turtle doves* 
Sit and bill on a hill : 
Country swains, on the plains. 
Run and leap, turn and skip. 

He's no bard, &c» 

Pan doth play Care away : 
Fairies small, two feet ull. 
With caps red on their head. 
Dance anmnd, on the ground. 

He's no bard, &c. 

Phillis bright, clothed in white. 
With neck fair, yellow hair ; 
Rocks doth move with her love. 
And makes mild tigers wild. 

He's no bard, &c. 



»^^»»*»^ 



WE SHALL ALL OF US LIVE TILL WC 

DIE. 

(Hudson.) 

Mr. Peter Jenkins was a bread and bitciiit 

baker. 
His wife was ill, and every body thought she'd 
die. 
The doctor had almost sent her to the undertaker. 
Poor Jenkins sat in a corner, cry, cry, cry. 
He was crying — sobbinc, sighing. 
The servant, Jenny, and the nurse were both ia 
such a bustle \ 
Last means trying— with each other vyinc. 
To support her, as with death she seemed to nava 
a tiutle. 
Oh, the ways of Fate who can penetrate f 

Man is sure to get a share of grief to dim his 
eye: 
"Tis useless to calculate — nothix^'s sure at any 
rate, 
But that we shall all of us live till we die. 

When Mr. Peter Jenkins had nearly had his ciy 
out. 
Miss Jenny said that fretting could not help hit 
wife ; 
And, though his tender feelings did compel him to 
so sigh out. 
A bucket full of tears would not save her life. 
His head, he rose it— his nose, he blow* it. 
After that \ e felt himself considerably better ; 
And, would you suppose it — I don't care who 
knows it. 
He said that if she was inclined to die, why he 
must let her. 

Oh, the ways of Pate, &c. 

Mr. Peter Jenkins then tried his grief to smotlie.% 
80 certain sure he was that he his wife shookl 
lose; 



1 



996 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OP MIKTU. 



And thought it was bat wisdom to insore himself 
another ; 
His pretty servant Jennj would stand well in her 
shoes. 
He whispered clever — my wife I must sever, 
I shall among the most blessed of men be reckoned. 
And truly endenvour to make you happy ever. 
Only say that youll bt Mrs. Jenkins the second. 

Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 

Miss Jenny was flurried much to hear of his affec- 
tion. 
Her heart went pit-a-pat and her knees did 
shake; 
She told him, plain and candidly, she could have 
no objection, 
Allowing that they stopped a time for decemcjf't 
sake. 
Then he, kneeling, her soft hand feeling. 
Vowed nought but truth to the end of life's chap- 



ter; 



The bargain sealing — by one kiss stealing. 
The touch of her sweet lips was — Oh ecstasy and 
rapture ! • 

Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 

Poor Mrs. Jenkins heard all this, although a death- 
like doze in, 
And surely it was quite enough a saint to fret : 
80, by the strength of jealousy, the bed she slowly 
ro^ in. 
And Haid, '* Why, Mr. Jenkins, I am not dead 
vet. 
You're in a hurry — your poor wife to bury. 
But I tell you, for your comfort, now I feel a great 
deal stronger ; 
I am in such a flurry — but, you dog, your life 
111 worry. 
For, depend upon't. 111 live to plague you yet a 
great while longer." 

Oh, the ways of Fate, &c. 



SONS OF FREEDOM! HEAR MY STORY. 

(Morton.) 

Sons of Freedom ! hear my story, 
Mercy well becomes the brave. 

Humanity is Britonn' glory — 
Pity and protect the slave. 

Free-bom daughters ! who possessing 
Eyes that conquer, hearts that save ; 

Greet me with a sister's blessing, 
Oh ! pity and protect the slave. 



FOR AT SEA— WE ARE CONQUERORS 

STILL. 

My bonnie lowland laddie is just come home from 
sea. 
Who had left me in sorrow to mourn ; 
Yet, though my fond entreaties could not keep him 
here with me, 
I still hoped for my laddie's return : 
While he was tossed on sea, 'mid the thundering 
cannons' roar. 
The blood in my sad heart grew chill ; 
But he went to crush the foe, and our native rights 
restore. 
And at sea — we are conquerors still. 

For ever I'll remember the sad farewell he took 
When he left me, his country to save. 

While he cried, and grasped my hand, as I gave 
him the last look, 
I am thine, or the sea proves my grave : 

I hnt join m £lory*s cause, for honour and renown. 
Our nation s distorbert to quell ^ 



My heart then at hjs valour glowed warm as it, 
his own. 
For at sea — we are oonquerors sdll. 

Hope never fled my breast till his image was & 
played. 
One evening, my fears to increase ; 
I thought it was his ghost, till " Pear not, love," 
he said, 
" Since 1 bring you glad tidincs of peace : 
From the rage of battle landed, and all its dire 
alarms. 
No more human blood forced to spill ; 
Our foes are varu|nished quite" — and he claipei 
me in his arms — 
So at sea — we are conquerors still. 



HYDE-PARK; 

OR, A PICTURE OF LIFE. 

(Upton.) 

That life is a picture of strange thii^ and ways, 

A grand exhibition each hour displays ; 

Nay, to prove that lor once I have not missed the 

mark, 
III venture to hold np a view of Hyde-PailL, 
Where peers, grooms, and pickpockets, mix ia i 

throng. 
And join in the chitchat of thincs going on. 
And all, all to keep up the bubble of s^ife. 
And prove ways and things is the pictnre of life. 

Spokkn.1 As, for insunce : " Hyde-Parfc. 
Sunday, three o'clock, horses and carriages of 
every description in motion ; a fine day — rather 
hot; clouds of dust; and pedestrians of erei; 
rank and character." 

Cheapside bustlers. 

Fleet-street hostlers, 

Jockies, doctors. 

Agents, proctors. 

Bo A -street slang-upa« 

Bond-street bang-v^, 

Hide-a nd-seekers. 

Opera-squeakers, 

Lawyers, tailors. 

Bailiffs, jsilers. 

Shopmen, butlers. 

Aldermen, gutters. 

Patriot-talkers, 

Sunday-waikers, 7 

Dancers, actors, 

Jews, contractors, 

P! ace-men, croakers. 

Boxers, brokers. 

Swindlers, coroners. 

Spies, and foreigners. 

And all, all to keep up the bubble of strife. 
And prove wuyn and things are the pictoie of GIb. 

Now, having produced on the male side a lot. 
The ladies, sweet creatures, must not be fofgoC; 
No, bless them! for life would be lost wtfboit 

them. 
Whose faults (if they have them) what man caa 

condemn f 
And yet they bring sometimes a foible to view. 
And give with the honev a sharp siimg or two ; 
That is, though the objects of man's love aM 

The dear little souls have their fancies and wajs. 
Spoken.] But then, the^ are trifles, like spccki 
in the rays of the sun ; a kmd of light and shade, 
to set off the beauty of the picture : as, for «>- 
ample — 

Blushes, blisses. 
Witching kisses. 
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Charmt endeaiiDg, 
Smilinft, leering, 
Eyet that twinkle. 
Cheeks that dimple. 
Whims and passion. 
Dress and fashion. 
Curious, I rying. 
Raptures sighing. 
Small talk, witty. 
Ogles pretty. 
Frowning, flirting. 
Airs diverting, 
Prudery, fretting. 
Fans, coquetting. 
Bosoms heaving. 
Looks deceiving. 
Tittle tattle. 
Tongues that prattle. 

And all, all to fill up, &c« 



, INCANTATION CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

* £Trmnslated from the German, bv W. Macgregor 
' Logan. Music by Weber.] 

Mist hath fallen from the moon, 

Uhui, Uhoi, 
Blood the spider's web hath dyed, 

Uhoi, Uhui, 
Ere to-morrow reaches noon, 

Uhui, Uhui, 
Death will wed another bride, 

Uhoi, Uhui. 
Ere descends to-morrow's tun. 
Deeds of darkness must be done. 

Uhui, Uhoi 

BODOLPH'3 8ON0. 

How horrid, dark, and wild, and drear. 
Doth this gaping gulf appear ! 
It seems the hue of hell to wear ' 
The bellowing thunder hursts yon donds. 

The moon with blood hath stained b^r light. 
What forms are those, in misty shrouds. 

That stalk before my sight 7 
And now, hush ! hush ! 
The owl is hooting in yon bosh ; 
Now yonder oak-trees blasted branches 

Upon me seem to frown ; 
My neart recoils, but terrors 

Are vain; Fate calls, I must down! down! 
I shot that eagle in yonder sky ; 
I dare not tarry, — I cannot fly ;— > 
I cannot come ; 
In yonder gloom 
My mother's spirit roams before mine eyes ; 
Thus in her shroud, thus in the grave she Ues; 
With lifted hands, she seems to pray ;— 
She beckons me away. 
My Agnes, she plunges below,— 
Then I — then I must go. 



JOLLY OLD BACCHUS, GOOD NIGHT. 

(Reynolds.) 

With the pleasure of drinking the table will ring. 
And of Bucchus's bowl, with rapture we sine ; 
As I toast a friend's health, it goes merrily down. 
But I find, in the end, that it ruins my own. 

At night 'tis quite charming. 

But oh ! in the morning. 

To feel your head aching. 

Your stomach all quaking. 

Your nerves in disorder, 

Yoor tasU out of order. 



Tb 



And, instead of sweet dimples, 

Yoor face all red pimples. 

Till your nose in the night. 

Seems a flambeau alight; 

And then you may cry, — 

"Tis for drinking I die ; 

So, lolly old Bucchtts, good night. 

said, too, with wine, that good stones 
abound. 
And that jokes o'er the bottle go brilliantly round 
But the uproar's so great, common sense canno 

bear it. 
And if they are witt^, the devil can't hear it. 
Silence ! the president ! cha'ge your gh 
Bumpers ! bumpers ! now the lasses. 
Fill him.— I xee skylight here ! 
Bus! off with your heeltaps there ! 
Fine Mr. Vice, he's making an oration. 
And company is spoiled by conversation. 
DUKE OF WELLINGTON!!! huasa! 

three times three ! 
And now a song from Lawyer Lancery. 
Gentlemen, I can't sing, but 111 read yon a bill 
in Chancery. 

And then yon may cry, 
'TIS for drinking I die ; 
So, noisy old Bacchus, good bye. 



go it 
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THE LAUDABLE CONTENTION. 

(Dibdin.; 

Wb are all of us labourers, and smack of the 

soil ; 
In life's vineyard, by Providence, destined to 

toil; 
The difference scarce more than 'twixt two frains 

of sand ; 
We Urs plough the ocean, while you plough the 

land. 
For the produce of distant possessions we roan ; 
You're content to improve our possessions at 

home : 
Thus man should to man, like a friend and a bro- 
ther. 
Prove the comfort, protector, and friend of each 

other. 

Under life's heavv bnrden, if any one groans. 
And would muuny, for in all hives there are 

drones. 
Spare his life out of pity, but turn out the man, 
A more blest constitution to find — if he can : 
But let OS, who, industrious, are willing to thrive. 
Seek the sweeu of creation to nurture the hive ; 
Hail, with reverence, the earth, as our natural 

mother. 
That gives ua to comfort and cherish each other. 

By industrious exertions we both of us live ; 

We, in England, with stores of all countries ar- 
rive ; 

Yoo freight us from England, our sails are on- 
furled. 

And we bear our own produce to cherish tlie 
world. 

Thus, whether we labour at sea or ashore. 

Every man lends his mite to the general store ; 

And, if Discord's fell brau in the cradle yoe'd 
smother. 

Heart and hand be nnited, and cherish each 
other. 

THE SOLDIER'S FAREWELI^ 

(Upton.) 

Fa IB Caroline was once my love, 
And I vas all to her ; 
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M yttate I thoogbt e'en kings above. 
While she did me prefer. 

To deck her in each costly gown, 

I listed in the war. 
And bade farewell to Dartmouth town. 

To try my fate afar. 

I braved the hottest of the fight. 

As was a soldier's due. 
Convinced my country's cause was right. 

And many a foe I uew. 

At length, kind Peace her olive waved. 
And Dartmouth town I sought; 

And many a gem, in plunder saved. 
To Caroline I brought. 

fiut she refused my hard-got means. 

And deemed my visit bold ; 
For love, the boast of happier scenes. 

Was bartered since for gold. 

Adieu ! false Caroline . adieu ' 

Th hard with life to part ; 
But harder still to think that you 

Should break a soldier's heart. 



THE LOVER'S ARITHMETIC. 

(Lawler.) 

K love, to be sure, what disasters we meet. 
What torment, what pief, and vexation ; 
I've crosses encountered, my hopes to defeat, 

That will scarcely admit rfumeration, 
I courted a maid, and I called her divine. 

And begged she would change her condition ; 
For I thought that her fortune, united to mine. 
Would make a most handsome Addition, 

Hnigho, dot and go one ! 
Fal lal de ral dft ra, ^r. 

When married, a plaguy Subtraction I found. 

Her debts wanted much liquidation ; 
And \\c couldn't, so badly our wishes were 
crowned, 

C»eX forward in Multiplication, 
Jhrinon in wedlock is common, they say. 

And, both being fond of the suction, 
I vofy goon had to exclaim — ** Lack-a-day, 

My fortune's got into Reduction." 

Ileigho, dot and go one, &c. 

Th»^ Rules of Proportion Dame Nature forgot 

When my deary she formed — so the fact is. 
And she had a tongue to embitter my lot. 

Which she never could keep out of Practice : 
Olio day, after breaking my head with a stool. 

Said I. ma'am, if these are your actions, 
1*111 off; — for, you know, I've been so long 
school, 

I don't want to learn Vulgar Fractions,'* 

Heigho, dot and go one, &c. 
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ANSWER TO THE SAILOR'S JOURNAL. 
Air—" Tow* Post Meridian half -past Four,'* 

Ah ! sad the hour when I was torn 

From my loved sailor's fond embraces ; 
Twas then that first I learned to mourn. 

Or cast a thought on foreign places : 
'Twas then that first the pangs of love 

Assailed the breast of happy Nancy — 
Its joys alone till then could prove 

The only theme to fill my fancy. 

Now list'ning to the changing wind. 
And now by turns my fate bewailine; 

Whnt tortures wrung my anxious mind, 
While on the ocean he was sailing * 



O, ROW THI 



LOWLA 

Where l 
W^here, 
The hai 
III nor ' 
Whenr 

Soon th 
Will gaj 
Soon ou 
Will pu 
On the 
We'U Ic 

Whent 
Busks t] 
Thenw 
Lean us 
While t 
I'll sere 

Thenw 
I will la 
Skim tfc 
Resttht 



UNIVERSAL SONGSTER; OR, MUSEUM OP MIRTH. 



SS 



When chiily breexes twecp the tide, 
I'll hap thee wi' my Highland plaid. 

Lowland lads may dress mair fine. 
Woo in words mair saft than mine ; 
Lowland lads hae mair of art, 
JL* my boast's an honest heart, 
Whilk shall ever be my pride, 
O row thee in my Highland plaid ! 

«< Bonnie lad, ye've been sae leal, 
" My heart wad break at oar fareweel* 
" Lang your love has made me fain, 
" Tak'^me— tak' me for yoar ain !" 
Cross the Firth, away they glide. 
Young Donald and his Lowland bride. 



have that. Got any paper ? (*an't sell a ha'porth 
of salt, and give paper too. I say, old Bumble 
Head, give us a pen orth of bread, and a ha'porth 
of small beer. Here, here, vy, vat a rum f ill you 
are ! tip us a pen'orth of that there cheese vat lays 
in the vindow ; come, come, none of your ram 
fun, stow your vit, and look sharp, lor I vants to 

Push along, &c. 



PUSH ALONG, KEEP MOVING. 

(Moor. ) 

IM a man of learning, and the ladies say I'm 

pietty, 
school I kept for many years in London's famous 

city; 
t0 arts and sciences I taught, though somewhat 

fond of roving, 
r this my motto always was — to posh along, keep 

moving. 

Spoken.! How d'ye do, old one? how d'ye do? 
ant a little instruction in bang op. That do'n't 
ne within the circle of the sciences ; explain. 
I, I only want to gammon the flats. Ganunon 
I flats? now I have it— music ! this is the science 
a want to learn ! Do me the honour to become 
f pupil, and I'll teach you to gammon the flats 
tne new principle of 

Push along, keep moving. 

wife I had, and she was young, (oh, think of 
wedlock's joys!) 

m wouldn't let me keep a school, because I whip- 
ped the boys ; 

lya she — a doctor you shall be, your talents thus 
improving, 

id all your patients, by your drugs, shall push 
along, keep moving. 

Spokrn.] I want summut for my wife's infernal 
Tts, she ha' gotten the gripes. Oh! fie! I am 
hamed of you ! Your wife's complaint is in« 
udly ? Yes, she ha' gotten a peon in her head. 
ny well, carry her tJus box of pills : she must 
ke fifteen of 'em three times a day, for seven 
lya, and 

Push along, &c. 

y doctor's shop I soon gave up, as cv'ry body's 

cry 
'as — pray don't take that fellow's stuff, for if you 

do youll die. 
■et up baker m a trice, but wasn't long in 

proving, 
baker's shop would never do, to push along, keep 

moving. 

Spoken.] If you please, will you trust me a 
af. Can't give credit, that's not the way to 

Push along, &c. 

1 vain I tried to get my bread, by making bread 
for others, 

iecause I let it go on tick to little children's mo- 
thers. 

k chandler's shop, at last, I took, my wife was 
very loving, 

(ecause it made both her and I to push along^ keep 
moving. 

SrOKEN.] I want a farthing's worth of salt, 
^on't make leas than a ha'poith. Well, I must 



THE MATCH-BOY. 

(Vint.) 

Ye wealthy and proud, while in splendour ye roll. 
Behold a poor orphan, pale, hungry, and wan. 
And learn, though now doomed to misfortune's 
control. 
He springs, like yourself, from the fountain oi 
man; 
So scanty the fruit of his humble employ. 

Dejected he roams in a sad ragged plight, 
Then O ! give a mite to a poor little boy. 

Who cnes, 6«y aqf maicheB, from morning tilt 
night. 

Remember, though luxury cloys you by day. 

And pampers you nightly on pillows of down. 
Adversity soon may plant thorns in your way. 

Obscuring your pleasures with poverty's frown ;, 
While ApaUiy's flint and cold steel you employ. 

The tinder of feeling you never can light ; 
Nor e'er give a mite to the poor little boy. 

Who cries. 6«y aqf malcAef, from morning till 
nighL 

And yon, ye proud fair, of this once happy land» 

With beauty external, so gifted by fate ; 
Whose smiles can enrapture, whose frowns cau 
command. 

Prove also your mental endowments are great : 
The crumbs of your tables, which lap-dogs destroy. 

Might comfort our orphan, and yield him delight ; 
Then O ! give a mite to a poor little boy. 

Who cries, btqf mjf molcAet, from morning till 
night. 



SNUG MOORINGS FOLLOW STORMS. 

(Arnold.) 

When storms are sunk to rest. 

And thunder rolls no more. 
The seaman's heart, how blest. 

Who seeks his native shore. 
That shore, where many a fai 

His cheering spirit warms. 
All crowd his joys to share, — 

Snug moorings follow storms. 

Then rage, ye blustering winds. 

Ye foamins billows, roar. 
The tar a welcome finds 

Upon his native shore ; 
Though tempest tost at sea. 

On shore affection warms. 
All sailors' creeds agree. 

Snug moorings follow storms. 



JOHN AND JEAN. 

(Dibdin.) 

Sing the loves of John and Jean, 
Sing the loves of Jean and John ; 

John, for her, would leave a oueen, 
Jean, for him, the noblest don. 
" She's his queen, he's her don ; . 
John lovea Jean, and Jean loves Jobu 
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Wliate'er rejoices happ^ Jeaa, 

U sure to borit the tides oi John, 
Does she, for grief, look thin and lean. 
He instantly is pale and vran : 
Thin and lean, pale and wan, 
John love.4 Jean, and Jean loves John. 

Twas the lily hand of Jean 

Filled the glass of happy John ^ 
And, heavens! how joyful was she seen 
When he was for a license gone ! 
Joyful seen, they'll dance anon. 
For John weds Jean, and Jean weds John. 

John has ta'en to wife his Jean^ 

Jean's become the spouse of John, 
She no longer is bis qu en. 
He no longer is her don ; 

No more queen, no more don ; 

John hates Jean, and Jean hales John. 

Whatever 'tis that pleases Jean, 

Is certain now to displease John ; 
With scolding they're grown thin and lean, 
With spleen and spite they're pale and wan. 
Thin and lean, pale and wan, 
John hates Jean, and Jean hates John. 

John prays heaven to take his Jean, 

Jean at the devil wishes John ; 
He'll dancing on her grave be seen. 

Shell laugh when he is dead and gone ; 
They'll gay be seen, dead and gone. 
For John hates Jean, and Jean hates John. 



NEWSPAPER VERACITY. 

(Miss Scott.) 

The newspaper, while with attention I view, 
I believe scarce a word that they say ; 

For the statements they vow to be critically true 
Are oft contradicted next day. 

I've rejoiced at a victory — given a treat, 
That our enemies were kept at bay. 

When, lo, and behold, 't'as turned out a defeat, 
And all contradicted next day ! 

At night, if the playhouse is empty and bare, 

A fortune I'd venture to lay, 
*Twas quite overflowing, a multitude there, 

You find by the papers next day. 

But yet for these blunders there is this excuse, 
And the best in the world I must say ; 

Without contradictions there'd soon be a truce 
Of printing such numbers each day. 



SANCO PANCA'S MEDLEY, 
(C. Dibdin.) 

When first I toox Teresa, 

For better or lor worse, 
I wouldn't lei, to please her, 

Grey mare be better horse. 
We were two sweet yoke-fellows, 

A perfect pigeon's pair. 
Till Mrs. P. grew jealous — 

That's neither here nor there. 
I only sung, 

I thinkof my beautiful maid. 
When she said 

You brute, you're going to gallivant. 

This proved that Mrs. Panca 

Herself was half inclined 
To fish for sprats, deuce thank her! 

For those who hide can find. 
And truly in a twinkhng. 

For pleasure or for pelf, 
I found she had an inkling 

To gallivant herself. 
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A BUMPER 

D'YE mind me ? 

And in diflft^re: 
If I lie, may I { 
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For nothing on e 

As a bumper < 
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Proud fair ! thus low before yoa 
A prostrate warrior view. 

Whose sole delizht and glory 
Are centred ail in you. 



1 COULD NEVER CRY FOR LAUGHING. 

(T. Dibdin.'i 

LrCK in life, or good or bad. 

Ne'er could malce me melancholy. 
Seldom rich, yet never tad, 

Somelime« poor, yet always jolly ; 
Fortune in my scale, that's poz. 

Of mischance put more than half in. 
Yet, I don't know how it was, 

1 could never cry for laughing, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

I could never cry for laughing. 

Monstrous grave are men of law, 

(Law knows no end, when once beginning,) 
Yet those dons I never saw. 

But their wigs would set me grinning ; 
Once, when I was very ill. 

Seven doctors came — such quizzes ! 
Zooks ! I tliought they wo<tld me kill 

With laughing at their comic phizzet. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha*. 

With laughing at their comic phizzes. 

After that, in love I fell, 

( liove creates a deal of trouble,) 
But my courtship, strange to tell. 

Only made my mirth redouble ; 
I lau|hcd — she frowned — I laughed again. 

Till I brought her to her tether, 
Then she smiled — we wed — since then 

We mean to laugh through life together, 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

We mean to laugh through life together. 



At the glatses loving chink* 

The lens to vision wine. 
Will demonstrate, do bat drink. 

You're encircl^ by the nine. 

Wine. 

Ruby dew hung on my cup, 

Rosa, leaning cross my knee^ 
Filled the sparidiag goblet ap. 

Looking like Euphrosyne. 
I quaffed, — her sister graces 

Seemed smilingly entwined. 
Their three enchanting faces 

In Rosa's were combined. 

Wine, 



viae, fcc 



WAKE, MAID OF LORN. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

Wake, maid of Lorn, the moments fly 
Which yec that maiden name allow : 

Wake, maiden, wake, the hour is nigh 
When love shall claim a plighted vow. 

By fear, thy bosom's fluttering guest ; 

By hope, that soon shall fears remove — 
We Did thee break the bonds of rest. 

And wake thee at the call of love. 

Wake, Edith, wake! in yonder bay 
Lies many a galley gailv manned ; 

We hear the merry pibrocns play. 
We see the streamer's silken band. 

What chieftain's praise these pibrochs swell. 
What crest is on these banners wove. 

The harp, the minstrel dare not tell. 
The riddle must be read by love. 



WINE, WINE, GOOD WINE. 
Air—" C'eat VAmour/'—{D. A. Corke.) 

Wine, wine, good wine, good wine. 

Oh, charms us to repletion. 
Woman looks ne'er so divine 

As through impurpled vision. 
Does love-Uile in numbers elow. 

With wine, the muse, delighted, 
Likes to stay where goblets flow. 

E'en shomd he be benighted. 



wine, Idc 



PRETTY POLLY. 
(Upton.) 

TWAS when we left Spithead to take a cruise n 

sea. 
Poll wept, and hung her head, and all for iofe of 

me. 
Her arms around my neck the little en- >-'««• hong. 
Till forced to leave the deck, when A->>.y FtXty 

sung 

O, fal, lal, lal, lal, lal, b. 

My rhino, will, and power, I left with her behind. 
Who vowed from that sad hour, O, nought bat 

death to find ; 
But scarce had we set sail, and weathered roond 

the rock. 
The mermait agged her tail, and sheered off vitk 

Ben Block. 

O, ial, lal, te. 

My eyes, says I, Miss Poll, is this your love for 

Jack, 
To treat me like your doll, whene'er I turn m 

back? 
But sailors are like squabs, for many fortaacs 

bom. 
And sometimes deck their nobs, by touching nesr 

Cape Horn. 

With a fal, lal, &c 

And now, my jilting Poll, since we are doomed to 

part. 
Your liking for Ben Block shall never break ny 

heart ; 
While Kate has pretty lips, those lips sha'nt wtM 

a smack. 
And I'll be true to Kate, while Kate is true to 

Jack. 

Fal, lal, &c 



'TWAS GLORIOUS SPORT, NONE E'ER 
DID LAG, 

Give round the word, dismount, dismoont. 
While echoed by the sprightly horn ; 

The toils and pleasures we recount 
Of this sweet health-inspiring mom. 

CHORUS. 
'Twas glorious sport, none e'er did lag. 

Nor drew amiss, nor made a stand. 
But all as firmly kept their pace. 

As had Actaeon been the stag. 
And we had hunted by command 

Of the goddess of the chase. 
And we had hunted by command 

Of the goddess of the chase. 

The hounds were out, and tnnffiMl the air. 
And scarce had reached the appointed wpalU 

But, pleased, they heard a layer, a layer. 
And presently drew on the slot. 

Twas glorious ^git, Ac. 
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And now o'er yonder plain he fleets. 
The deep-oiouthed hounds begin to bawl. 

And echo note for note repeats. 
While sprightly horns resound a call. 

Twas glorious sport, &€• 



And now the stag has lost his p 
And while " ware-haunch. 



ace, 
the huntsman 



cnes. 



His bosom swells, tears wet his face, 
Ue pants, he stni^gles, and he dies. 

'Twas glorious sport, ice. 



TELL ME NOT OF JOYS i^BOVE. 
(T. Moore.) 

Tell me not of joys above. 
If that world can give me bllsa 

Truer, happier, than the love 
Which enslaves our souls in this. 

Tell me not of Houri's eyes. 

Far from me their dangerous glow. 

If those looks that light the skies 
Wound like some Uiat burn below. 

Who that feels what love is here. 
All its falsehood, all its pain. 

Would, for e'en Elysium's sphere. 
Risk the fatal dream again ? 

Who that, amidst a desert's heat. 
Sees the waters fade away. 

Would not rather die than meet 
Streams again as false as they ? 



NEGRO PHILOSOPHY. 
(Dibdin.) 

One negro come from Jenny land, 

Buckra say he buy urn. 
Give twenty Joe de owner hand. 

Take um home and try um. 
Ching'ring, ching'ring, never mind. 

No friend, no kind relations. 
One creber fellow for mankind 

First invented patience. 
De overseer, wid one cart-whip, 

Su hard he fum and jerk ye. 
Like pea pon drum-head, make yon skip. 

You no worky, worky. 
Ching, ching'nng, ching; ching, ching'ring, 
ching, so hard 

Poor negit) worky, worky. 

Massa one bit of ground bestow. 

Make negro work a' Sunday ; 
Soon something good begin to grow. 

Take away on Monday : 
Ching'ring, ching'ring, never mind. 

No use to tnt about it ; 
Buckra yam, yam, but negro kind 

Forced to go widout it ; 
Nothing to do but lie down flat. 

While overseer he jerk ye. 
No peace, no sleep, no yam, get fat. 

And after worky, woiiiy, 

Ching, ching'ring, lie. 

Cudgo for wifie yoong Qnashy take. 

She got bamboo for all clothes : 
Lily cuckold massa make, 

Quashy wear a small clothes ; 
Ching'ring, ching'ring, nerermind. 

What done can't be pfevented, 
Backra well a negro kind. 

Wear honu and be contented. 



As much yon please, yon go to play. 

Overseer no jerk ye. 
So four-and-twenty hour a-day 

Hard poor negro worky. 

Ching, ching'ring. ^. 

Then 'cause so sweet he lead him life 

Poor negro come from Jenny, 
Get cruel massa, scolding wife. 

And squalling pick-a-nmny. 
Ching'ring, ching'ring, nevermind. 

No use to make a pother. 
If he can't peace in this world find. 

Sometime he go a' t'other ; 
Then let am wait till that world come. 

Where overseer no jerk ye. 
Meet Sissy, Quashy, uncle Tom, 

No more to worky, worky. 

Ching, ching'ring, lice* 



M'PHERSON'S FAREWELL. 
(Bums.) 

Fabewell, ye dungeons, dark and strong. 

The wretch's destinie 1 
M'Pherson's time will not be long 

On yonder gallows tree. 

CHORUS. 
Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sa dauntingly gaed he ; 
He played a spring, and danced it roond^ 

Below the gallows tree. 

O, what is death but parting breath ? 

On mony a bluidy plain 
I've dared his face, and in this place 

I scorn him yet again ! 

Sae rantingly, 8tt 

Untie these bands from off my hands. 

And bring to me my sword ; 
And there's no man in all Scotland, 

But I'll brave him at a word. 

Sae rantingly, &c. 

I've lived a life of sturt and strife ; 

I die by treacherie : 
It bums my heart — I must depart. 

And not avenged be. 

Sae rantingly, &c. 

Now, farewell, light, thou sunsliine bright. 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward ^hame distain his name, 

"nie wretch that dare not die ! 

Sae rantingly, &c 



I WAS SWORN IN TO LOVE— AYE, A8 
WELL AS TO FIGHT. 

(Beatley.) 

When I went for a soldier, by Love I 

twisted. 
Both by Cupid and Mars my poor heart 

I si^ed for a lass, 

I longed for a sword \ 
lUnped off a glass 
To the maid f adored. 
I was sworn in to love— aye, at well as to ftf ht i 
And marched <^ for Iionnan the very sane lugjbc. 

SroKBN.1 I never knowed I were sic a liavoaritf 
%mong the (asses till then : abooo a hundred fol- 
lowed ma to town end, bless their pnt^ faces, 
I bed to boss every yon on 'em, and I vera see out 
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•f biMth with job, that I had hard vofk to join 
our — 

Row do dow, dow, ftc 

When to IjannuD we came, the first thing that I 

teed 
^ere tome very lar^ billSp that I halted to read. 
Of wonderful prizes. 

And wondertui louet ; 
Men wonderful »ixe«. 
And wonderful hortea. 
T' last wonder I knowed I could look at for erer. 
For York lads and horses are equally clever. 

Spoken.] Sea first thing I did were to gang to 
playhouse ; but there were a vast of talking and 
nonsense up ut stage before t' hor»es corned : at 
last, prattv craters popped on. and Vm sure they 
were all Yorkers in t' house, they did so clap Vm. 
and shout Vm. and 'plause Vm ; I were up to my 
elbows in fun when, all at yance. I thought I shou a 
a deed, for a ffn>at ugly beast of a brute of a man 
subbed yan o the hordes, and down he dropped 
tfs dead as a stean. But I kicked up a bonny din. 
I railed him a foul thief, and all manner o' names, 
that set Vm fighting, and I seed that vary man 
killed wi' my own ees. Huzza, said I, ma bairn ; 
there's an end of you. and your— 

Row de dow. dow. 

The ladies to charm, and their dear hearts to 

lighten. 
The captain and I are now mustered at Brighton ; 
Love and war our trade is. 

What soldier afiaid is ? 
He very well paid is 

Who dies for the ladies. 
Red coats win Vm all. fcythers, mothers, and 

daughters ; 
And shoot Vm. say I. who disgraces their quar- 
ters. 

Spoken.] Now. settling, in case I were a hand- 
some kind of man, which, thank Heaven, nae- 
IkkIv can say of me. though I know I am prattyish. 
Well. I makes a bit of love, then I makes a bit 
more, then I talks of marriage, and then I mar- 
ches off. Why, then I oay sic a fellow deserves to 
Im* nibbled to death hy ducks, as the worm said to 
the fisherman, rendered incapable of service, and 
drummed out of CupidV corps with a 

Row de dow, dow. 



A MKRRY LITTLE SAILOR OUT AT SEA. 

(Lawlcr.) 

When first I left my mam and dad 

To brave tlie foaming ocean. 
They said, while looking very sad. 

It wa« a sillv notion ; 
They talked of dangers of the sea, 

To check my resolution. 
And said it was the wisest way 
Squalls and battles to shun ; 
Poh, poh. says I, 
I can out try 
My luck, like other tars, d'ye lee. 
With yo. yo. yo. 
Pal lal de ra, &c. 
A merry little sailor ont at tea. 

Onboard, soon, with my birth content, 

1 like the lark was singing. 
When up the shrouds I gaily went. 

Or when the bowl was slinging. 
A storm we braved — a battle fought. 

The sport I took delight in. 
We nlied the foe with iMroadsides hott 

TUl they were tick of fighting. 



The battle o'er. 

With grog galore, 
I danced to strains of 

WithfallalU, &c 
A merry little sailor out at sea. 

So now on shore, a jolly dog, 

III spend my s iners freely. 
With sweetheart, fiddle, soitf , and grog. 

Well do the thing genteelly ; 
Tlien who'd not be a jovial tar. 

So careless and so merry. 
Whose sport no danger e'er can mar. 
Who's ne'er with pleasure weary. 
When come ashore. 
With grog galore. 
He keeps the game alive, d'ye aee. 

With fal lal la. &c. 
A merry little tailor come from tea. 



BACCHUS. 

A GLEE. 



( Upton.) 

To butt-bellied Bacchns we bow. 

The ivy-crowned god of delight ; 
The hour for pleasure is now. 

Then revel and keep up the night. 
Drink, laugh, and drive sorrow away ; 

Let music, sweet music, reaound; 
And ere we are turned into clay. 

Our minatet run merrily xoand. 



WHACK, MY DEAR. WHACK, ALL THE 
DAY LONG. 

(Morton.) 

Arrah Paddy's my name, and a comelier lad. 
Sure never sung whack at the end of a tong ; 
Then give me a buss, it will make my hean glad. 
And I'll love and ting whack, honey, all the 
day long. 
Yet, whack, my dear, whack, whack, my dan, 

whack. 
Yes, whack, my dear, whack, all the day long. 
Looe and whack is the tame in an Iriahman's song. 

Botheration, be aisy, I'm dying for love, 
I can't sleep for grumbling out the old tong; 

I've a pain at my heart, yet that pain pleases me, 
I love, dream, and cry whack all the night long. 

Yes, whack, ttc. 

In the land of Kilkenny the lasses ran after me. 

Plaguing and teaming me all the day long. 
And the good wives and widows were always a 
teazing me. 
To play the last stave of my good Irish song. 

Yes, whack, &c 



THE PLEASURES OF A PIPE. 
Air—" La Pipe de Tabac," 

Hence the face of moping sorrow. 

Who would stem the surge of grief. 
Who makes fair life's sad to-morrow. 

In tobacco finds relief ; 
What though this charm of life I prixe. 

Still love's nectared sweet to tip. 
Gazing on Nan'i beauteous eyes. 

My pipe'i forgotten quite my lip. 

The toldier *mid hit hard campaign. 
Smoking drivet all caret afar. 

And on the wild tempeNtaout mmia* 
Tobacco cheert the sttirdy rar ; 
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But wben the maid he lovw shall mflef 

Beaoty dancing in her eyes. 
They from hit lips the pipe beguile* 

The glowing weed forgotten dies. 

Love and a jovial pipe, 'tis said. 

Are the choicest giits man knows. 
The precrpt's good, my hesrt beau glad. 

Nan smiles— the fragrant plant then glows ; 
Should fortune tear me from my dear. 

If aught my grief-wet eye could wipe, 
'Twill be her portrait still to wear. 

And taste the pleasures of a pipe. 



THE GLORIES OF MASONRY. 

(Collins.) 

While sci<>nce yields a thousand lights 

To irradiate the mind. 
Let OS that noblest art pursue 
Which dignities mankind. 

So to Masonry, huzia! 
So to Masonry, husza ! 
Whose art and mystery coincide 
With gospel and with law. 

The pompous dome, the gorgeous hall* 
The temple's cloud-capt tower. 

The Mason's glory shall proclaim* 
Till time's remotest hour. 

Then to Masonry, &c 

Yet he who thinks our ait confined 

To mere domestic laws. 
As well might judge great Nature's works 

Sprung up without a cause. 

Then to Masonry, &c. 

Ideal fabrics to uprear. 

Some fools think all our art ; 
But little dream what plans we draw 

To form an upright heart. 

Then to Masonry, &c. 

The plumb we poise, and clear each log 
Wnich hangs about the string ; 

Ana each unruly passion's flight 
Within due compass bring. 

Then to Masonry, &c. 

Religion's sll-enlightening page 

W« spread before our eyes ; 
By which we're taught those steps to trace. 

Which lead us to the skies. 

Then to Masonry, &C 

The sommum bonum then we learn. 

To which true Masonry tends. 
Our brethren as ourselves to love. 

And all mankind, a^ friends. 

Then to Masonry, &c. 

The good Samaritan to prove 

To all and every where ; 
Upon the level still to meet. 

And part upon the squdre. 

Then to Masonry, lie. 

Upon this rock well stand, when worlds 

To oblivion are consigned » 
And vision's baseless fabric like. 

Leave not a wreck behind. 

Then to Masonry, &c. 



THE DELIGHTS OF A MASQUERADE. 
(Prince Hoare.) 

On the lightly sportive wing* 

At pleasure's call we fly : 
Hark ! they dance, they plaj« thay 

la merry, merry rmliy i 



Hark ! the tabor's lively beat ! 
Hai^ ! the flute in numoers sweet 

Fill the niKht 

With delight. 
At the masquerade. 

Beneath this mask what tender woes 

We softly hear revealed ; 
Secure that while the bosom glows. 

Our blushes lie concealed. 
Let grave ones warn as they may. 
Of every harmless joy afraid : 
While we're yoting and we're gay. 
Let us frolic, let us pUy, 
At the masquerade. 

Hither trips along a beau so smart, dear bean ! 
PreUv lass, this way,— soft, soft ! stay here, my 
dear. 
"Tis a favour, sir, I must deny. — Oh, fie ! 
Can I trust myself alone with you T — Adien ! 
Then amid the crowd we mia again. 
And join the motley train. 

Let grave ones warn as, &c. 



THE WORLD'S SEVEN WONDERS. 

(Morton.) 

Thb world's seven wonders eveiy child doth know* 

Fol de rol, &c 
They're my well to read of* but I'm prepared to 

show. 
If for wonders you seek to London you must go* 
Withaheigho' 
111 prove it so. 

King Solomon's temple had pillars made of braiSy 

Fol de rol, &c 
But surely our temples of lawyers surpass. 
For there s brass enough there to prove SolemoB 
an ass. 

Withaheigho! 
Quid pro quo. 

The Antipodes, who dwell the other side the baU» 

Fol de Kol, &c. 
Wear their heads below, bat St. Stephen's, on a 

call. 
Can show yoa many a great man withoot any head 
at all. 

Withaheigho! 
Is it aye or no f 

The Medicean Venus of beauty was the qoeen, 

Fol de rol, &c. 
But our Venuses of London escel her in mien. 
With their alabaster skins, — and there's plenty to 
be seen. 

With a heigho ! 
What a preuy show ! 

The Nile may overflow, and its muddy banks may 
drown* 

F<A d(* rol, tic. 
But our honour, our faith, our commercial renowui 
Will hold firmly the Bank of tamoas London town. 
With a heigho ! 
Henry Hase & Co. 

Your fine ancient heroes the javelin they hurled, 

Fol d« rol, Ibc. 
Bat oar tars and oar soldiers their flag being once 

unfurled. 
Made all Europe eonfees them the wonder oft tlit 
world! 

Withaheigho! 

Be 6 d but 'twas so* 
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THE CHARMS OP MAY. 

(Upton.) 

CoMEy tmiling May, in garlands drest. 
And show thy joy-crowned verdant crest* 

In all thy sweets be seen : 
Cotte, gayest season of the year. 
In all thy varied hues appear. 

Red, yellow, blue, and green. 

Come, Nature's harbinger of love. 

And woo the blackbird, thrush, and dove. 

And every bird that flies ! 
Come, Sammer's fond and blooming child. 
With all thy pleasures young and wild ! 

Bright days, and axure skies. 

Come, lovrly May, and show thy face 
To all the finny watery race. 

That swim both here and there. 
Come, charmer, come, and bring with thee 
The butterfly and honey-bee. 

The rose and lily fair. 

Come, pleasing month to man and beast. 
And spread thy rich luxurious feast 

Of breathing sweets around : 
Come, bliss-born May, and with thee bring 
Delight to every moving thing 

In water, air, or groand. 



^»^ »»»•• 



THE FEAST OF REASON AND THE FLOW 

OF SOUL. 

(Hudson.) 

Oh, where *s the use of being sad, 

Fretting, pining, full of woe? 
Here's gCK>d liquor to make us glad 

And cheer our hearts before we go. 
Come, fill your glasses — drain them dry. 
In toasting sacred friendship's shrine \ 
There's nothing brightens up the eye 

Like drinking grateful wine. 
Music's strain is ne'er in vain. 

Whilst seated round the bowl ; 
And we, at least, enjoy the feast 
Of reason and the flow of soul. 
The winds may blow, the clouds may rain. 
We may never meet here again ; 
So let us banish care and pain. 
And be happy altogether. 

Quickly circulate each toast. 

Hob and nob and hand to hand ; 
Here's what each Briton loves the most. 

His liberty and his native land. 
The memory of those warriors, too. 

Who for their country lost their lives. 
Success to trade — friendship true. 

Our sweethearts and our wives. 
Long live the king, we'll gaily sing. 

And, whilst we drain the bowl. 
We, at least, enjoy the feast 

Of reason and the flow of soul. 

The winds may blow, &c. 

Let topers take delight in drink, 

A nd soak their senses all away ; 
From dull intoxication's brink 

We'll steer, whilst Reason holds her sway. 
Whilst worldly-minded misers hoard 

The treasures by dame Fortune lent. 
We, seated round this festive board. 

Are all of us content. 
The rich and great may keep their state. 

We would not them control : 
But thus, at least, enjoy the ^ast 

Of reason and the flow of soul. 

*Wiit winds may blow, Ike. 



Good httinoiir does aasist&noe give 

To all who to her do beloi^ \ 
Then with good homoor let us live. 

Nor suffer care to join oor throng. 
Enjoyiitt every coining hoar 

Which gives to harmless plesisare birth ; 
Grasping fast, with all our power. 

Sweet harmony and mirth. 
Mnaic's strain is ne'er in rain. 

While seated round the bowl ; 
We thus, at least, enjoy the feast 

Of reason and the flow of soul. 

The winds may blow, hau 



EARTH IS HEAVEN IF THOU ART NEAfl 

(Lord Strangford.) 

Lady ! when, with glad surprise, 
I meet thy soft and shaded eyes. 
Or, lost in dreams of love, behold 
Thy waving locks of darkened gold. 
Or press thy lip, whose dew discloses 
Sweeu that seem the breath of roses ; 
Lady ! I sigh — and, with a tear. 
Swear earth is heaven — if thou art near. 

But when, the hour of transport o'er. 
My soul's delight is seen no more, 
Rememb'ring all thy host of charms, 
I tremble then with wild alarms. 
And, taught by jealous doubt, discover 
In ever^ gasing youth a lover. 
Confessing, with a silent tear. 
That heaven and hell are wondrous near. 



JACK AT THE OPERA. 

(Dibdin.) 

AT Wapping I landed, and called to hail Mog, 

She had just shaped her course to the play. 
Of two rums and one water I ordered my grog. 

And to speak her soon stood under way ; 
But the Haymarket I for old Drury mistook. 

Like a lubber so raw and so soft. 
Half a George handed out, at the change diti a 
look. 

Manned the ratlines, and went up aloft. 

As I mounted to one of the uppermost tiers. 

With many a coxcomb and flirt. 
Such a d — nable sqaalling saluted my ears 

I tliought ther'd been somebody hurt : 
But the devil a bit, 'twas your outlandish rips. 

Singing out with their lanterns of jaws. 
You'd a swore you'd been taking of one of tb 
trips 

'Mongst the Cafirees or wild Catabaws. 

What's the plsy, ma'am? says I, to a good-nator 
tit : 

The play — 'tis the Uproar, you quis. 
My timoers ! cried I, the name on t you've hit 

For the devil of an uproar it is ; 
For they pipe and they squeak, now below, ac 
aloft : 

If it wa'n t for the petticoat gear. 
With their squeakine so Mollyidi, tender, and so 

One should scarcely know ma'am from monsici 

Next, at kicking and dancing they took a 1o 
spell. 

All springing and booncmg so neat. 
And speciously one curionS mad'moiseile. 

Oh f she damtily handled her feet ; 
But she hopped, and she sprawled, and she sp 
round so queer : 

Twas, you see, rather oddish to me ; 
And so I sung out, pray be decent, my demr. 

Consider, I'm iust come from ae«. 



tXU'ERSAL SONOSTRH; 



For old Billy ShiLiprirr and Mog ; 

Sb> imiUd u ihe hbw mc KpUrouch ; 
And whrn I'd iKook IibikIi, ind >d1iiic<I bet bon. 



Til iwKt to liitcD u Ihc ni<;hl-wiadi creep from 

Til (w«L u view oa high the ninboir, Inlied OB 

occu, ipiD Ihe iky ; 
Til (WHI 10 )>eir Ihe wuch-dag'i honeil but 
Elftjr deep-moo tiled welcome ki we dnw near 



OR, MUSEUM OF MIRTH. 

All Rluioni iDd all Indei, 
Hm fiicton *nd Mn mMbFn, 0. 

Hind in bud, dFlightful buul, 
Spiriu ia i BuUer, 

Till eicrj one appeued 10 be 
Like laly Cmmbrvifi! buller. 

°— ri Bobby Pruice ■■ I'm jut from F™ 



THE ASSEMBLY BALL. 
Ait-" Mart, Kdlg." 
An ■uemhU-ball. delight of kll. 

The Sddirn taike their pl*e«*, O ; 
A tpriibiiy harp. l*o violiiu, 

A fwor, pipe, and bavei, 0< 
The panL« ihry al] enter gay, 

The old, the youDg. the pretty ; 
And waddling in, «iih totigliag giio. 

The wnnii onn from ihc City. 
Here'a Mn. Sqsab, fmm Pewt'ren' Hall, 

And Mn. Pippi, fmm AUfule, O, 

And Meain. Candlewick and Sun. 

FuU puff from Nonon Folgale, O. 

SpOEEK.i Nov, ladin and gentlemen, aa I am 

matter of tie cerrmonlet. I beg jooll ■" '^' 

joar placet. Come, liltle Miu Snaggle, you mnu 

obey me, I am H, C. La, ma7 irbat dor* he 

mean by M. C. T Govemru told me (bat H. C. 

to lemembtr your Iruona. (Gruff wict.) Ii'« 

Mr. Blul^, what a hiim you an in lobe thinly! 
Well. 1 Willi they'd jhndiummulroiuid. There'll 
beikmliyiwrfwiJii, aminuu, lii. Now do, my 
dear, ■nit till the fini >ii daiKea an over, and 
then we'll bate a |>lau of Ipnonade. Now, (dnft 
Aandf,; MiuPinebbeck. alia* me the bonoar to 
iDtradace vou lo a partner. Think yon, air. hal 
1 dance vjth papa'a partner. Yet ^ and he jeema 
lo be jtdfactH^ gff fff at uw upon you — Ae, Aa, A* — 
cicuae me : your papa't partner it, 1 believe, a 
ailTenmiih aad poabroker ; ohen the bappT day 
arrivet, at he it land of dancing, I hop* ball pve 
u fhrmlalU, miaa— Aa, Aa. Aa.' kt. Af-DO- for 



Sayt Bol 

to jig 



irciit and legi, like Ihe aaili of a wio.lmill. 
{ C™/-. ; Wbal'i lo be done, my .ife't dropped 
her ridicule into thia here bow] of ntrn here. 
ffMlai^.} How very lilly now, every hodf, ■ 
laughing at u. Oh, never mind Ibe riA«l(, 
ma'am. Ko more r ibouldn't, air. but the key of 
the ttrevt-door ia ia il. My dear miu, you iiB\ 
klww the figurea. Well, prrbapt Ihe young lady 
never larat arithmetic : come, now twing comeia, 
now right hand and left, now faiat|MSI. Wbatt 
- - -cal; poh, nonienae : poutetle, yon mean. 
,a! ah; thal't it. (Afftrtt^j.) hey, hollo' 
I a gealleman come inlhat teeuii mm eamjKH 
pleaie to take oS your hal, lir. (Mm.tnmMu 
dnmk.) Ill aee you rAiRH.; hanged fnt; 1 paid 
my money, air, and I come to feuh Mn. Punche<n 
"-ime. liri Mn. Puncheon't my wife, lir, aad I 

dted pa to fetch u borne, and he'i been al hia 
d tricka: look, Ihen's a cuat, ma; why he's 
len rolling in the mod. Go il, my old one '. no* 

young jarkaia. Lciilia.Jane. Belinda, my deara, 

ipoae himtelf. That rre old woman will dance, 
id I know how it will be with btr. For ihame, 
pa. I know how it will be. Be iiuiet, pa , ma'a 
ouly gnng down the middli-. Shell beto ill, dova 
the midille and up again, Aa, Aa .' 





TflE BOCND. 




The dew Ughdy 


ell on the twectbriar Ihom 




Aurora procIa> 


med it wat day. 




Shrill Echo repe 


led the tound of the bom. 




Which Zephyr 


boie Kiflly away ; 




The dor. weW 111 


■coupled. Ihe ebaae none di 


lack. 


When Towler 


auanch-metlledhonnd. 




That once wat Ih 


e boa.1 o( Ibe loud op'oing 


pack. 


Cnwled forth 


to the mnaical tound. 




For yean he unr 


.ailed wa. held far and Be 




At ilanch at . 






O'er hedge. d.t 


h, and ttile. would tkiu 1 


;hi.a 



Till age made him tbrkrn hit pace : 
Tuined out uf the pack, vrt unwilling to yield 



d about would hie 



Twu owe, wtwa with huotii^ oui ipetd 'cu 

And aportamen with dog^ wrrv behind. 
That Towler like lighiDing 5ew after the atag. 

Scarce able to ttcay o'er the gi\,und. 
To folkiw ths mutiul tound. 
Diapen^ing at laat to poverty't food, 
U< Vffti, with old '(V, lean and poor. 
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While hnntsmen reconnt kit wwth, ooce to good, 

ADd many a virttie tell o'er ; 
No more the gay chavc he awaket in the mom^ 

For, stretching himself on the ground. 
His ears faintly heard the echoing horn. 

And died to the musical sound. 



LA LOIRE FRIGATE; 

OR, YEO! Y£o! 

(C. Dihdin.) 

Off Cape Finisterre lav the King's ship La Loire, 
When a privateer foe Capuin Maitland he saw. 
So a boat's crew he sent with the Spaniard to 

cope. 
Who was called L'Esperance ; in plain English, 

the Hope. 
Though but a forlorn hope it proved for the foe. 
Made a prise by the boat's crew, and Lieutenant 

Yeo! 
SingYeo! Yeo! forever! Yeo! Yeo! for 
ever I 



Pull away, pull away, pull, pull away. 
With a hearty Yeo! Yeo! with a hearty 



Yeo! 



Yeo 



Tis the birth of your King, boys, the Captain he 

cried. 
To crown it with victory, then, be your pride ; 
Yes, the birth of your Sovereign distinguish, in 

short, 
By planting his flag on yon proud Spanish fort. 
So the gallant boat s crew volunteered all to go. 
To conquer or die with brave Lieutenant Yeo ! 

Sing Yeo ! Yeo I for ever ! Yeo ! Yeo ! for 

ever ! 
Pull away, pull away, &c. 

Then Lieutenant Yeo, to his lasting renown. 
The fort he knocked up, and the Governor down. 
The Don's captured enrign waved over his head. 
And he planted the flag of King George in iu 

stead. 
Let the trumpet of Fame, then, through all the 

world blow. 
To the glory of Britons and Lieutenant Yeo ! 

Sing Yeo ! Yeo ! for ever ! Yeo ! Yeo ! for 

ever ! 
Pull away, pull away, kc. 



THE COOK AND THE OLD CLOTHES 

MAN. 

Air—" Kiitjf Cfooer."— (M. M. Bryant.) 

My name it is Mo, and I lives in Rag-fair, 

Clothes sale, clo, clo, do, 

I am very veil known among our peoples there, 

Vith my clothes sale, &c. 

As I valk the boys teaze me about pits of pork, 

Vich they sa^, though they lie, that they've stuck 
on a fork. 

But on I do go, 

Vith my clothes sale, &c 

But now I vill tell vat befel me, oh dear ! 

Clothes sale, &c. 
Von day I vas going through Hanover-square, 

Clothes sale, &c. 
To a cook down an area I cried clothes a shange, 
Ven she beckoned me in, now, vasn't it strange f 

So down I did go, 
Vith my clothes sale^ &c. 

toe sold me some pargains, and gave me some 
meat. 

Clothes sale, &c. 
^tkh, thoagh it vas ir^pksr, I couldn't but eat. 

Clothes isle, &c. 



Den to give her a kits, dears, I tkoi^^ It no sn. 
When a great Irish footman came UnsteriBg a, 

O, story (rf voe ! 

For my dothes sak» Idc 

He took me right up like a piece of a rag. 

Clothes sale, kt. 
And popp'd me head ibremoat plomp into my bag. 

Clothes sale, kc 
And a mud-cart, jnst paaainc, the unfeeling sosl 
Threw me in, vere I looked like a toad in a hole, 

O dear, vat a row ! 
Vith my clothes sale* kc 

The men took me out, and my Becky came by, 

Vith her cloches sale. fa. 

And hearing the tale broke my head very nigh, 

Clothes sale, kc 

So, our peoples, beware of great £at temptii^ooatab 

And ven yon puy pai^gains, remember the cooks. 

For I do I know, 
Vith my clothes sale, ke. 



^^■^^^^^^ 



Air— 



« 



THOSE PRETTY GIRLS. 
Tktm Eommg BeOs/'^iJ. W. W.) 



Those pretty girls, those pret^ giris. 
How many a glance their or^ht eye n 
Of love, and nope, and that foml ray 
That lures us on from day to day. 

How many a spirit that was brisht. 
When first he looked on beaaty^ light. 
Walks sorrowing where the cascade pull. 
And sees no more thoee pretty giris. 

Thus, too, when silence quella my lyre. 
Will beauty's eyes still flaah with fire» 
And other poets twine your coria. 
And sing your praises, pretty giris. 



FILL YOUR GLASS, DRAIN THE BOWL 

Air—" BacheUfn* HoU."— (Ranted.) 

Comb, come, jolly boys, and your bnmpen pwk 

round, 
'TIS time that all care was etemaBy drowned ; 
It's the season for mirth, to our fete haste away. 
For life we all know's but a abort aummer'a day ; 
Replenish your glasses, 'tis folly to think, 
SucceM to our navy let's cheerlully drink. 

CHORDS. 
Fill your glass, drain the bowl ; why shoold we 

despair? 
We ne'er were decreed for the regions of care. 

The learned divine may morally teach. 
And sober discretion with temperance preach | 
But can all his maxims -our precepts surpass. 
Gay as Bacchus, defining the joys of the ^assf 
Proficients in lo^c, true time we explore ; 
Ye grave ones at college, can mortals do moref 

If censored by bards, and the wits of the age. 
For the part we are acting on this woridly stag^ 
To Venus and Bacchus, our patrons, well fly. 
On their tablet's engraved — noble souls never die , 
But should the scene change, jolly Baochanis wiB 

say. 
Here lie honest fellows that moistened their clay* 



^^^■^^^^^ 



THE LAND OF LOVE AND LIBERTY. 
Air— '< Rde BntomM.''— (Tom Paine.) 

Hail, great Republic of the woc|d. 

The rising empire of the west ; 
Where famed Columbus' migh^ mind^ ii 

Gave tortured Europe soenea of 



B* thoa f«r *ver, for ever greU ind (ne. 
The laud of loie uid libenj 



And 



enulh Ihy ipresdmg mintling «iie, 
Beaidc thy nawerv grcivpt jind Aprin^, 
ad oa thy lafly. Iby Igfry iDaunlfeia*i btow. 






Sllj Bgn, u Ibey riu, pracliim 

Tbe gloriM of ihy oatil day. 
And THileH Eurnpc fram ihy eiunple 

To livt, lo rale, and lo obey. 
Fiom tliK miy faalpd diuord fly, 

With all bet dark aad drpaiy tnio. 
And ahilit ihy mighiy, tby mighty wa 

Hay beait-eudeariDg coocord Tcigli. 
Lu Uunaica (ini their birth-day ode*. 

Til ours the thart^r, the charter nun i 
To ting the birth-day of Ibe irotld. 



TwAS Paddy CFUmghaii eel out one morning 
Fram Dublin, i^eet city, to London on fool. 

With a ihoc on bi> leg' ajiJ hii neck in a boat. 



Vhile for joy of his ta 



Enpli.nd'.f..r 



He (ung Teddy O'Rielly and MaLly Atli 
With hit pbililu hubbuboo l.ugamaiiainiee 

Muha gn btHhemtioa ind mmalliloo hn 
A plvce he «»n got »ben in 1 
Where he Hon tcamt lo know that jott fom 



ived. < 



with hi* (oogae d 
le Pat «a> bii 



When he begged hard for one to bia fiiendi id be 
At 'twould aave hini from writing 

"'' With hi. philula. be. 

nedfoUof live 






bought it wai 



BM the duor had no knocker, ao what doet he 
dot 
Faith, haknockcdat the next, where theietvar 

Cried Pal, it'i yoor knocke 



V yonll b« to Und u the nioiifly to lead. 

With my philuln, la 

Being pleaaed with the juke, poor Pat gm Forpv'n 

For though blunder on bliuuler, no batm then 



nay be draoned on dry li 






INDEPENDENT ODD-FF.I.LOWS WILL 

STILL BEAR THE SWAY. 

Ail—" Bachelar'i HiiU."-(P. G. Cree.) 

Coke, brother Odd-fella'H, aiund lo my call. 

The KDice of your uolde dolh •umiaoD yau all ; 

With friendihip, and cheers the heart that't de- 



Let no pany ipirii amongii u> be fnnnd. 
But friendthip and loyalty alwnyt abound ; 
Tba« united and bappy, Odd-fellowt. come, vng, 
Lang flouriih the order, and God uvo the kiu^ ' 



THE BROWN JCG. 
[Imitated frotn the Latin of IIipTDnymita Amal- 



Andamang>>lly lopenbeboteoir ilie bell. 
It ehUKed at in dog-dayt he ut bI bit ea». 
In bit Bowet-wovBO arlwur, ai gay a* yon plesH, 
Wiih a friend and a pipe, paffing torrowa awat. 
And with honeat old Biingo waa loaking hii clay. 

And he died full at big u a Datche>tec hnit. 
Hia body, when long in the ground it had lain> 
And Time into day had rttoTved it again, i 

And wjib pan of 'fat Toby be formed 'ihit browi 



So hen'a U my lately iwaet Nu of the Vale. 
LIFE IS LONDON; 
An—" SHakipeart-i Btvm Agei."- <T, Jonta.) 
Who can jmUIw well yuur wludi. 
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And can thdl-oui bUmi galon. 
Here is merriment in ttore ; 
Tom and Jerry are the ^o. 
Each to Care a mortal tot. 
And with them to take a peep at life is rare O ! 
Ball and rout — drinking bout, 
Never grieve — take French leave. 

SroKeN.I London, magnificent London, for 
ever ! says Jerry. Adieu to the fox-hunting and 
fortunt'-trlling of a country life. Just arrived in 
town, sir, I presume ; though presumption is not 
in niY line, shall be proud to make a gentleman of 
you, sir ; Jit and rejit, as we say. My name is 
Richard Prime/it, sir, at your service ; the leading 
star of whose ambition is honour Ukd profit ( aside ) ; 
to mark the rising fasliions of the age, and give to 
each its proper tit and feature. Zounds! cried 
Jerry, you Me Jit for any thing. — Except throwing 
gentlemen into tits, sir, and that I leave to the 
doctors y though I believe I may say that few per- 
sons have moToJitt in a day than your humble ser- 
vant. Lords, ladies, and lacqueys, arc ^ted by 
mr — shall be happy to give you a specimen— ;/U 
you to a hair, sir, and suit myself thereby. 

Splendid dress — nothing less, 
H«'iiih down, ho down, deny derry down. 
Life in London's all the tip, the gtg, and $tare O ! 

Well, suppose our hero dressed. 
In a suit of Primejit** best. 
In lookinc-glasH surveyed, 
)lc*s a pattern for the trade. 
A swell, with knowing grin. 
Bob Logic, now pops in, 
A tip-tuv blade of London, I declare O ! 
Ripe and mm — ujd to slum. 
Boxing, racing, tcild-goose chasing, 

SroKEN.I All life, fun, fire, fancy, and frolic, 
Loi'ic's the lad for a lark in Lu^ngton's Crib, Char- 
ley s Theatre, and Almack's in the nest ; cracMna a 
pipkin at Jackson's ; sporting his blunt on a mm at 
Aioulseg- Hurst ; the lobby of the spell; the lounge in 
the Park ; or for sporting a leg among the copper- 
coloured covies of the East. I say, you Bob, cries a 
Johnny Raw, I understand you are a chopper of 
lAHfic, cnn yoM chop sticks ? Yes, replied he, and 
floor mopsticks in a Neat style, tipping him a taste of 
/lis Logical mawley, that tupped his claret, queered 
his diiy-lights, and pttpped his nob in Cluincery ; fol- 
lowed by another in the bread-basket, which gave 
him bellows to mend, and put the Victualling- O^ce 
<mt of commission. He came to the scratch out of 
time. Science was out of temper, and the poor 
Johnny Raw out of tune. Take that, says Bob, 
and be RKtistiod. Poor satisfaction, too, said he, 
making; his escape' as fast as he could, while Bob 
aung out 

Wisp or simple, fib your pimple, 

llcigh dowu, ho down, &c. 

Now Tom and hnowing Jerry, 
With Logic, gay and merry. 
Of plrusure on the scent. 
Ami on every humour bent. 
In joy to spend their lives. 
And try a bunch of fites. 
To the Fives Court haste aw^ay, to liave their 
share, O ! 
Shrifon, Spring — in the ring. 
Nobs &n(\ Jibs-— go to Cribb*s, 

Spoken.] Fine sport for the fancy— Boxiema 
b,ntg up — and the lads of the village blowing a cloud,' 
Pnme chants, rum glees, arid kidMy catches, the order 
vf the day. The Champion's cup — cups all round, 
und a cup coo much. *• Hark! the lark," f Aicciipt. } 
Daffy do-latle the great, and go it, my Kiddy, re- 
vliid Bob. Two bobs and a bender to a coach-whed. 



I hemi the horiea emi of ffotir ton e bo x m « hneetf 
aJkoAcf,— come on, my eoeeg,, Mo bree^ces hnt, 
says Crihb, for, though I hmve been a mattk mek^r, 
I should wish you to be fcewrf tknkerK and kt mt 
bring yoa in enertakert. With all my heart, sm 
Bob ; Tm for a lark in the Ugkt ox the dark, is ttt 
Holy Lamd, or Noah's Ark,, so fill np the j m wm, 
and let us begin again. 

Bait the Bruin, — ntiy hitu rwim. 

Heigh down, ho down, Jc 

Then near St. Dunstan's bells. 
These midnight roving swells. 
Approaching Temple-Bar, 
By Bacchus urged to var. 
Drew s staple from the wall. 
Upset Chaney, box and all. 
Who wondered how the devil he came then, 0*. 
HeUer-skelter— Charley's shelter. 
Spring the rattle— give 'em battle. 



Who the dcii 
gathering loasd, 
out of the and. 



Spoken.] Yes, there lay the otdd 
enough, boxed up as comfortable as if he had bees 
measured by an undertaker for a patent ironcofis. 
I charge you, said a greasy-eared otdd grapjpkr^ 
And I discharge the obligation, replied Connthiss 
Tom, tripping up his heels, and leaving him is 
charge of the kennel. Stick to 'em, JemF— g» 
along. Bob — we must tip 'ens the douhie, hr J^ 
douUe or matt. Watch ! watch ! Stop him ! Hot 
he goes ! Which is him ? cries Logic ; do yos bmb 
the Charley boxed up or boxed doom f I tlunkwm'B 
soon be in the wrong box. Box or no for, rflbo^ 
row your lantern while I bone yonxjasejf. Be sftr 
being aisey now, cries an lrL«h patrol ; yttu are wj 
prisoner. And you are the patrol, are yua ? -Sn 
enough I am. Why then, nU away, Pai; forlNc 
no notion of being on your muster-roll. No, bst, 
by the powers, yon have given me a 
muddy, murder, and an escape, 
are you, said one of the crowd 
and helping the Irish jontlemem 
Devil bum me if I know, says he ; while Tooi, 
Jerry, and Bob, got clear away, bidding adieu t»* 

Tramps and trulls — broken skulls. 

With heigh down, ho down, &C. 

Then at Almack's in the West, 
Sporting figures with the best ; 
Of waltJ! or gay quadrille 
Resolved to have their fill ; 
But, to enjoy a feast. 
Off to AU-max in the East 
Away they post, for fun I do declare, O ! 
Dingy pals — tawny Salts, 
Jerry Viddler — sluice the fiddler. 

SroKEN.l Yes, that's the place for real lift i» : 
London, — all rough and mm, queer giUs, nss €•• ; 
tomers, and lumps of love in low life. Max, niitkr ; 
and merriment, to drive away melanchohr.-* i 
Dancing, fiddling, and blue ruin, as long astfiM 
is a yard of white tape in existence, a mo^ intkidilt . 
or a market ty tfte spout to tick the toggery. T« 
lushed, Jerry swigged, and Bob bolted; bat ne** 
w^ere friends so well met as the company— J««% 
Christians, Hottentots, and Catabaws, sate laadci 
and ** capering ashore." Come, strike «p, di 
Rot-rosin.^ Vat shall I play next, pUae jft* 
honour ? Take a shove in the mouth first, and 



Hob and nob — Dusty Bob, 

Heigh-down, ho down, &c» 

Then, to make their rounds complete, 
St. Giles's is a treat ; 
Where the mendicants so grand. 
Attend the Holy Land, 
With mirth and revel, lark^ 
Crammed into Noah's Arh, 
Displaying feats and tricks of life to tmn, 0' 
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4!t 



Dandy quarter$ — Billy Wttten, 
Ohlt that ogle — ding yowf ogle. 

Spoken.J Cadgers and cattt-en — tmU^ maken 
fend mtmey'dUverM—fiuefakert and forhme-tdUn — 
Imme, deaf^ dwn,h, and «to»tf-6/tfid— dancing, talk- 
ing, heanng, seeing as plain as ever, stuck behind 
a wttd of clay, and p»tnu»g the weed — Nothing bui 
JUi Btm, Entire, and doiMe X, Andrew Wht^onin 
the chair. Silence ! silence ! Order ! order ! I 
say. Jack, eo/ shall tu have for supper to-night ? 
Vy, a halderman hanged in ehaim, that's vat they 
all ought to be. So says I, more max and d — n 
the beaki, I say, how you dhu yowr beah in though. 
Honour among gentlemen, that s all fair. I s«iy, 
if more than ten speaks at conce, 1*11 give the first 
man that opens nis mouth a rap of the sconce. 
That's right ; chair, chair, I vo'n't speak till you 
calls npon me, and then I'll sing, (bingt,) 

Vy sorrowful Sam 

Vat not vorth a d — n. 

For grieving's a flam. 
So let us be jolly and merry. 

Ve cadgers agree 

To live happy and free. 

So good liquor give me. 
And let us sing heigh down derry. 

CHORDS. 

A very good song, and jolly well sui^. 
Jolly companions every one. 

Lots of fun and high life below stairs ; till tlie 
alarm of the beak's arrival with his ofBcers. — Pop 
out the rush-light, and bundle up the Udder ! — 
Mind you don't break the bottle, and let oat all 
the «Mur. 

Peep o' day, haste away. 

Heigh down, ho down, &c« 



YE FAIR MARRIED DAMES. 

(Garrick.) 

Ye fair married dames, who so often deplore 
That a lover once blost is a lover no more. 
Attend to my counsel, nor blush to be taught 
That Prudence must cherish what Beauty has 
caught. 

The bloom of your check, and the glance of your 

eye. 
Your roses and lilies may make the men sigh ; 
But roses, and lilies, and sighs pafs away, 
4nd passion will die as your beauties decay. 

Use the man that you wed like your fav'rite gui- 
tar. 
Though music in both, they are both apt to jar ; 
How tuneful and soft from a delicate touch. 
Not handled too roughly, nor played on too much. 

The sparrow and linnet will feed from your hand. 
Grow tame at your kindness, and come at com- 
mand ; 
Esert with your husbands the same happy skill. 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tamed to your 
will. 

Be gay and good-humoured, complying and kind, 
Turn Uie chief of your care from your face to your 

mind ; 
Tis thus that a wife may her conquest improve. 
And Hymen shall rivet the fetters of love. 



HARK, HARK. TO THE HUNTSMAN'S 
SWEET HALLOO. 

CoMR, rouse from your tnncet, * 

The sly mom advances 



To catch sluggish mortals in bed \ 
Let the horn's jocund note 
In the wind sweetly float. 
While the fox from the break lifts his head \ 
Now creeping. 
Now peeping. 
The fox from tne break lifts his head ! 
Each away to his steed. 
Your goddfess shall lead. 
Come, follow, ye worshippers ! follow ; 
For the chase all prepare. 
See the hounds snuff the air ; 
Hark, hark, to the huntsman's sweet halloo* 

Hark, Jowler; hark. Rover; 
See Renard breaks cover. 
The hunters fly over the ground ; 
Now they skim o'er the plain. 
Now they dart down the lane ; 
And the hills, woods, and valleys resound \ 
With dashing. 
And splashing. 
The hills, woods, and valleys resound ; 
Then away, with full speed. 
Your goddess shall lead. 

Come, follow, &c. 



THE OLD OAK TABLE. 

Air~" The last SAiUin^."— (Hudson.) 

I HAD knocked out the dust from my pipe t othea 
night. 
Old Time towards midnight was creeping ; 
The last smoke from its ashes had taken iu 
flight,- 
I felt neither waking nor sleeping ; 
When a voice, loud and hollow, and, seemingly^, 
near. 
You'll say 'twas a dream or a fable. 
Directed towards me, said, audibly clear, 
** List, list, list to me, thy oak table." 

" I was once of the forest, the monarch so bold, 

" Nor tempest nor storm made me tremble ; 
" And oft, very oft, the famed Druids of old 

** Would under my branches assemble : 
" Their mysterious rites they'd perform before 
me, — 

" Those rites to unfold I am able ; 
" But be that now forgot, — I was then an oak 
tree, 

" And now I am but an oak table. 

" Wlien the axe brought me down, and soon lopped 
was each bough, 
" And to form a ship I was converted. 
Manned by true hearts of oak, the wide ocean 
to plough. 
And by Victory never deserted. 
" But, worn out by Time, and reduced to a wrrck, 

" Bereft of my anchor and cable, 
*' A carpenter bought me, and, with part of my 
deck, 
" Made what you see me now — an oak table. 

" Now thrust in a comer, put out of the way, — 
" But I fear I your patience am tirinr. — 
I expect nothing less than, some forth-coHiirg* 
day. 
To be broke up, and used for your firing. 
'• No, never," cried I, as I started, awake, 

" I'll keep thee as long as I'm able, 
" And eacu friend that my humble cheer will nar- 
takc, 
''' Shall be welcome around my oak tab to.' 
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JACK JIGGER. 

(Dibdin.) 

•ACK JlOOBR, a carious and whimtical Ur, 

For a sort of a genn was Jack, 
One day, with the French, in a bit of a spar, 

By a small shot was taken aback. 
It swivelled his fingers, and splintered the bone, 

And his arm about pretty well knocked \ 
Now, cried he, with ad— me, instead of a groan, 

I suppose I must go and be docked ! 
The surgeon, with feeling, made Jack understand 

The arm must come off. — Why, then, brother, 
Man the nippers and knife, for all tan lend a 
hand 

Just only to serve one another. 

An he saw from his birth in the cockpit below. 

The blood which his messmates had spilt, 
Of the doctor, poor Jack was vast curious to 
know. 

In what manner a seaman was built. 
The surgeon held forth about art'ries and veins. 

Of muscles, and sinews, and limbs ; 
While Jack all this lingo took in with great pains. 

His mouth open, aoid staring his glims ; 
And as he replied to each curious demand. 

Called the doctor a friend and a brother. 
And swore that, all weathers, true tai« bear a 
hand. 

Just only to serve one another. 

Why, if this is the maxim, by all that I sees, 

A roan's built just the same as a ship. 
From the keel, the back-bone, to the top, and cross 
trees. 

To take in life's ocean a trip ; 
A muscle, a sinew, a brace, or a stay ; 

And as for men's fears aoid their hopes. 
Are the mastt, and the fibres his frame that be- 
lay, 

Running rigging, tjid all the small ropes. 
And as each in their station to fall understand, 

Take the part of a friend and a brother. 
To their duty turn in, and, like tars, lend a hand. 

Just only to serve one another. 

His senses, his feelings, his lingo, and wit. 

The complement make of his crew. 
And ships knocked about must come in aoid refit, 

All as one now as 1 come to you ; 
Then as ships by the wind, if a breeze or a gale 

Venture cither for life or for death ; 
So man through the ocean of life could not sail. 

Were he not kept afloat by his breath. 
And as men who sail under ma'am Fortune's com- 
mand. 

Are all kind alike to a friend and a brother : 
So from cables and ratlines, the ropes lend a hand 

Just only to serve one another. 

The heart is the rudder, the bowsprit the head, 

Man and ship in fair weather rejoice : 
Man struggles through life, just like heaving the 
lead. 

The bold-speaking trumpet the voice ; 
And when worn to a hulk, or by storms ta'en 
aback. 

To the dregs Fate has emptied her can, 
'Tis the lot of all vessels, as well as poor Jack, 

The ship-founders, hnd so doth the man. 
Let each man, who sails under Heaven's com- 
mand. 

Still turn out a friend and a brother ; 
And, faithful to honour, like tars lend a handf 

But only to serve one another* 



I>< 



Bbfore I pric 
Of my moth 
Says she — My 
hand. 
But make it 
With accompli] 
That figure v 
And for msixi: 
hoard. 
To do as com 
Wheel 
DimpI 
And do as oo 

Then I lived i 
turned 
Other lords U 
They simpered, 
burned. 
She returned 
So I made one i 
To her husba 
But, says I, m 
fuss 
To do as com] 
Ogling 
Kudgii 
And do as coi 

To the Parliam< 

I went to heai 

And as soon as 

They " Plac< 

Give me one, m 

In a terrible t 

But, says I, M 

grace 

To do as comi 

Scrami 

Clawin 

And do AS cox 
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Spaniards 

Than those 
Hearts that 
Souls that ^ 
Welcome to 
Welcome, 1: 

By the bloo 
By the min 
By the friei 
Left to brea 
Welcome to 
Welcome, 1 

By your sea 
By your de< 
By the grea 
Freedom's i 
Welcome to 
Welcome, 1 

By the tean 
By your wi^ 
By the batt] 
(Where Mij 
Welcome to 
Welcome, 1 
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BY DRINKING DRIVE DULL CARE 

AWAY. 

Air—" TKt Rakm of MaUow." 

By drinking drive doll Care away ; 
Be brisk and airy. 
Never vary 

In your tempers, but be gay ; 

Let mirth know no Gestation ; 
We were all bom, mankind agree. 
Prom dull Reflection to be free. 
Bat he that drinks not cannot be ; 

Then answer your creation. 

When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals^ 
Then all whining, 
Wishing, striving. 

To embrace what Beauty yields. 

It left when in possession ; 

But Bacchus sends such treasure forth. 

Possession never palls its worth. 

We always wished for't from our birth. 

And shall U>r ever wish on. 

All malice here is flung aside. 

Each takes his glass. 

No healths do pass. 
No party-fends here e'er abide.* 
They naught but ill occasion ; 

We only meet to celebrate 

The day which brought us to this state. 

But not to curse, or yet to hate. 
The hour of our creation. 



PLY, PAVOURITE OP VENUS,— PLY, 
COURIER OP LOVE. 

(Dimond.) 

A DOVE in terror flying. 

This morning crossed my way. 
In murmurs faintly crying, 

Por aid it seemed to pray. 
A vulture downward rushing. 

His wings just o*er it shook. 
As floods trom mountains gushing, 

Plungf) headlong on some brook ! 

dove,— 
courier of Love. 

" Ah ! whither 'scape from ruin ;" 

So ran the dove's low moan ; 
" Past, fast his fate pursuing. 

Great Venus, guaid thy own !" 
To thee. Oh ! Queen of Beauty ! 

The dove was ever slave. 
Protection grant for duty : 

Hear, Venus, hear and save ! 

Ah ! fly away faster, &c. 



a lutiKTi iivouivtuL I'll wuav 

kh ! fly away faster!— flv away, 
f\j, favourite of Venus! — fly, a 



THE SOLDIER KNOWS THAT EVERY 

BALL. 

(Captain James.) 

The soldier knows that every ball 

A certain billet bears. 
And whether doomed to rise or fall. 

Dishonour's all he fears. 
To serve his country is his plan, 

Unawed or undismayed ; 
He fights her battles like a man. 

And by her thanks he's paid. 

To foreign climes he cheerly goes, 

Bv duty only driven ; 
And if he fall, his country knows 

*or whom the blow was given* 
Recorded on the front of day. 

The warrior's doeds appear : 
Por him the poet breathen his lay. 

The virg'a Ah«>ds her tear. 



YOUNG BODKIN AND MOLLY JENKINS. 

(Lawler.) 

Young Bodkin was a tailor bold. 
And his love he did unfold 

To cruel Molly Jenkins : 
He soon began to curse his lot. 
For blacksmith Bob her heart had got. 
Who struck the tron while *twa» hot. 

And married Molly Jenkins. 

To the rivrr Bodkin ran. 

And drowned thr ninth part of a man. 

For love of Molly Jenkins : 
When she hoard it she did sigh. 
Poor soul ! he's wet aoid I am dry. 
So I think I'd best wet t'other eye — 

Cruel Molly Jenkins. 

Bodkin's ghost, as it appears. 
Came one night all with his shears, 

" O lud :" cried Molly Jenkins, 
" The doors are locked ; what's your des^ 
How you got in I ran't divine ;" 
Said he, ** My ghost is ««per/me. 

Cruel Molly Jenkins." 

Said she, '* Since you your shears have got, 
'Tis plain you mean that we must mi," 

Said he, " No, Molly Jrnkins ; 
Along witli me you must decamp. 
Unto my grave so cold and damp :" 
She gave a squall — it was the rramp 

Which wakened Molly Jenkins. 

MORAL. 
Ye tailors, mark what I relate. 
Take pattern from poor Bodkin's fate^ 

Who died tor Molly Jenkins ; 
And, ladies, when sly Cupid reigns. 
Lest trouble should reward your pains. 
Don't, like a blacksmith, forge the cAotnt, 

But think on Molly Jenkins. 



JOY TO VENTOSO'S HALLS. 

(Rev. G. Croly.) 

Joy to Ventoso's halls* 
Eve on the water falls 

Crimson and calm. 
Stars are awake on high 
Winds in sweet slumbers lie ; 
Dew-dipt, the blossoms sigh ; 

All breathing balm. 

Come, gallant masouers ! all. 
Come to our festival 

Decked in your pride. 
Beauty and birth are there, 
Joy to the lovely pair. 
May time and sorrow spare 

Bridegroom and bride. 



BUXOM NAN. 

(Dibdin.) 
The wind was hushed, the storm 

Unfurled was ev'ry flowinj^ sail. 
From toil released, when Dick, of Dover, 

Went with hu messmates to regale : 
All danger o'er, cried he, my neat hearts. 

Drown care then in the smiling can ; 
Come, bear a hand, let's toast our s 

And first 111 give my Bo«om Nan. 

She's none of those that's always gigging. 

And stem and stem made up of art — 
One knows a vessel by her rigving — 

Such ever slight a constantheart : 
I With straw hat and pink streamers flowiof , 

How <rft to meet me has she ran ; 
While for dear life would f be rowing. 

To msot with smiles my Busom Nan. 



It 
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*jic-k Jollj-boat went to the Indie*-— 

To tee htm ttMxe vhen he came back. 
The firls were m all off the huifet, 

Hu Poll was qaite unknown to Jack : 
Tant-masted all. to tee who's ullest. 

Breast-works, top-g a'ant sails, an 1 1. fan- 
Messmate, cned I. more sail than ballast. 

Ah ' still give me my Busom Nan. 

None in life's sea can sail more ^nicker. 

To show her love or serve a fnend ; 
Dot hold, I'm preaching o'er my liquor. 

This one word, then, and there's an end : 
Of all the wenrhf^ whatsomdever, 

I say, theo. find me out who can. 
One half so ti^ht, so kind, s-** clever. 

Sweet, trim, and neat as Biis.om Nan« 



KING DICK ; 

OR, MORE GHOST! THAN ONR. 
Air—" Bow, ufow," Sfe.—{C, F. Barrett.) 

You all have heard of crook-hack'd Dick, who 

once was England's King. sir. 
Who thought by artifice to get the devil in a 

string, sir ; 
Being Xwm with teeth, he vow'd to snap at all 

who came in his way, sir. 
And frirnd or foe. as suited Dick, alike became 

his prey, sir. 

Bow. wow, wow, fal, lal, &c 

^Gainst Clarence, first, he spit his spite, and while 

ho there did dine, sir. 
He mode him drunk, and then did drown him in 

a butt of wine, air ; 
Then next unto the Tower he went, and with a 

furious look, sir. 
He stuck King Harry, 'cause he found him read- 

ing in a book, sir. 

Bow, wow, &C. 

King Kdward dying, he sciz'd the crown, when, 

like the frog in fable. 
Ho swelled and looked numstratious big as long as 

he was able : 
Tlien married Laiiy Ann with speed, but soon, 

sirs, in a frenzy. 
Ho bade her go, sirs, and be d d, another took 

his fancy. 

Bow, wow, f(C, 

Then fearing that some unknown foe might balk 
him of his will O, 

He had hit little nephews smothered by a swan's- 
down pillow ; 

And, void ot feeling or remorse, a watery grave 
he found 'em. 

Just as you'd see some envious wight serve puppies 
when they drown 'em. 

Bow, wow, &c. 

At length his crimes so heinous grew, the folk 

organ to grumble. 
And he to quake, for fear his pride should meet a 

huK<*ous tumble ; 
While to mrrcasc poor Dickey's fear, 'twas said, 

thdt ev'ry night, iiir. 
The glioms of those ho had hiU appeared to him, 

dressed all in white, sir. 

Bow. wow, &c. 

At length, in Bosworth's field, he met with one 

who was his match, sir. 
Who cared no more, sirs, for his threats than I do 

for Old Scratch, sir : 
He stuck so close, sirs, to his skirts, his blows he 

couldn't parry. 
So all proved Dickey, sirs, with him, being stuck 

by Kichmond Harry. 

BoWf woWf &c« 



WHEN YOCTH HIS WAIMT REIGN BBG 

^8. T. Colcri^e.) 
Wbcx foath kis £aiij 



While peace the 
And all 



peace 
it the] 



J 9 




lovelj 



I beared the painWo s%b <ar 



And when along the wmvrs of woe. 
My harasaed heaxt w&s 6toomed to 
The frantic borst ol aatnp 
And the slow pang that gnaws 
Then shipwiccked on life's atormy s^a. 
I heaved an anguisbed ugb for zbee. 



Bat soob nAectkm's power 

A stiller liitneM on my bccnst , 

And sickly hope, with wai 

Was well content to droop and dse ; 

I jrielded to the man de cj e c . 

Yet heaved a langcwd sigh for 



And though in different diows to 
A wanderer from my natare borne. 
I fain would soothe the sense of care. 
And lull to sleep the joy% that wet« ; 
Thy image may not '**'»**Wd be. 
Still, Mary, stm I sigh for thee. 



HASTE, ROSEATE HOUR. 

[Translated from the Spanish of Juan dc Mi 

(Dimood.) 

Haste, roseate hoar, that ^ate oidaiBs, 
To end the lover's anxious paias» — 
His doubts, his fear%. his fond aliias. 
And yield a bride to bless hia ama. 

Haste* roseate h« 

For thee old Time's enamoared band. 
To grains of gold shall chso^ the sand, 
Wiui silent fall as moments pass. 
And atoms count them in his glass. 

Haste, roseate bo 

But when run out. tAy perfect pile 
Will shine so brightly. Time shall snule 
Deem further cares uf office vain. 
Stand still, nor turn the glass again. 

Haste, roseate bo 



O! PADDY, PADDY WHACK; 

OR, A BLACK-ANI>>BLUE LAMENTATIO?! 

Air—" 0! Litten to the Veiee of Urn.** 
(E. J. B. Box.) 

O ! Paddy. Paddy Whack, 

Where do you stray? 
O ! when come back 
To me this way T 
O ! tell me why 
From me you fly. 
For if you're false my heart 'twill cradk 
Then I must die. 
And no more sigh 
For Paddy, Paddy, dear Paddy Whack 

O ! Paddy, Paddy Whack, 

For you my tears 
Of love flow black 
And blue with fears ! 
Oft in my arms. 
Of such sweet charms 
You've sworn you never had a smack ; 
Then why this waste 
Of time and taste, 
O ! Paddy, Paddy, dear Paddy Wha^ 
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O ! Padd^. Paddy Whack, 

While m the dumps. 
That you're so slack 
To stir your stamps. 
So fierce I bom 
For your return 
My lamp of life soon oil must lack ; 
Then in my tomb 
Love can't hare room 
For Paddy, Paddy, dear Paddy Whack ! 



^«^««^«^ 



WHITHER. MY LOVE, AH ! WHITHER ART 

THOU GONE? 

A RONDEAU. 

(Cobb.) 

Whither, my love, ah, whither art thou gone ? 
Ijet not thy aMence cloud this happy morn ; 
flay, by thy heart, can falsehood e'er be known ? 
Ah ! no, no ; 1 judge it by my own ; 
The heart he gave with so much care. 
Which treasured in my breast I wear, 
fltill for its master beats alone, 
I'm sure the selfish thing's his own. 



PIGGISH PROPENSITIES; 

OR, THE BUMPKIN IN TOWN. 

(T. Jones.) 

A Bumpkin to London, one momine in spring. 

Hey derry, ho derry, fal de ral la. 
Took a fat pig to market, his leg in a string. 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 
The Clown drove him forward, while piggjf, good 

lack, 
Idked his old home so well he still tried to run 
back. 

Spoken.] ** Coome, coome," said the Bumpkin 
to himself, " Lonnon is the grand mart for every 
thing ; there they have their Auction-Marts, their 
Coffee-Marts, and their Linen-Marts : and, as 
they are fond of a tid-hit of rountry-pork, I see 
nn reason why they should not h^ive a Pork and 
Baeon Mart — so, get on (pig gnmU), 1 am glad 
to hear yon have a voice on the subject, though it 
teems not quite in tune with my 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

It chanced on the road they'd a dreadful disaster. 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

The grunter ran back 'twixt thelees of his master. 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

The Bumpkin he came to the pound in a crack. 

And the pig, getting loose, he ran all the way 
backf 

Spoken.] *' Hollo," said the Clown, scram- 
Cling up again, and scratching his broken head, 
** to be sure I have heard of sleight-of-hand, hocus- 
pocus, and tich like, but, by gum, this here be a 
new manceuvre, called sleight-of-legs ; however, 
>e no boamet be broken between us, 1^1 endeavour 
t«, make use on 'em once more in following the 
puae in view : so, here goes, with a 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

He let off again» with his pis; in a rope. 

Hey derry, ho derry. See. 
Reached London, and now for good sale 'gan to 
hope. 

Hey derr^, ho derry, 3tc. 
Bat the pig, being beat till hu bones were quite 

sore. 
Taming restive, rushed in at a brandy-shop door. 

Spoken.] The genteeler and politer part of the 
^vorld might feel ^ kittle inclined to call this pigguk 



behaviour; but, certainly, after a long and fa^ 
tiguing journey, nothing can be more refreshing 
than a drop of the cratur ; and, deeming this tl»e 
regular mart for the good stuff, in he bolts, leaving 
his master to sing, as long as he pleased. 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c 

Here three snuffy Tabbies he put to the rout. 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

With three drams to the quartern, that momcnw 
served out. 

Hey derrVf ho derry, &c. 

The pig gave a grant, and the Clown gave a roai. 

When the whole of the party lay flat on the floor * 

Spoken.] Yes, there they lay all of a lump; 
and a precious group there was of them : the oia 
women, well primed with tnufftokd twopetmy, anik 
bang-vp with gin and bitter*— ttie fmr imu squalled 
the Clown growled like a bear with a broken head^ 
the landloid, seeing all that could be seen as they 
rolled over each other, stared like a stuck pig* 
while this grand choros of soft and sweet voices 
from the twimth maUHhide was accompanied by the 
pig with his usual grunt, and a 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

The pig soon arose, and the door open flew. 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

When this scrambling group was exposed to r y 
view. 

Hey derry, ho derry, le^ . 

He set off again, without waiting for Jack, 

And, not liking Loudon, ran all the way bick ! 

Spoken.] « The devil take the pig," said the 
Bumpkin, <' he is more trouble than enough.'* 
" The devil uke you," said Miss Sukey Snuflle, 
*' for you are the greatest hog of the two ; I dare 
say, if the truth was known, yon are brotheit.** 
*' I declare I never was so expoted in all my Uft,^ 
said Miss Delia Doldnmi. *< There's my beaat'fo* 
bloom petticoat, that never was rumpled befon .n 
all mv lite — I'm quite shocked !" ** Never mind," 
said the landlord, " nobody cares about it ; though 
I confess it was a shocking affair V* *' I wish he 
and his pigs were in the horse-pond !" continued 
she, endeavouring to hide her blushes with her 
hand, " Oh, mv— Oh, my—" " WhatT" said 
Boniface. «' Oh, mv elbow!" squalled out Miaa 
Emilia Mumble \ ** I'm sure I shall never get over 
it." " Oh, yes, you will," continued he, " rise 
again, cheer your spiriu with another drop of M 
Tom, and you'll soon be able to sing — 

Hey derry, ho derry, &c. 

By mutual consent, the old women all swore 

Hey derry, ho derry, ice. 

That the Clown was a brute, and his pig was a 
boar, 

Hev derry, ho derry, &c. 

He paid for their liquor, but grumbled, pood lack* 

Without money or pig to gang all the way back. 

Spoken.] <* By gum," said he to hiir.<eir, aa 
he turned Irom the door, ** if the Lutmefters likea 
country pork, country pork dootU seem to like they ; 
and, it this be the success I'm to expect in thia 
mighty great towu in search of the Grumd Mart, 
I'll come no more, for 1 thinks as how it's aU m 
hoax ; therefore HI make myself contented to set 
at home in my own chimney-comer in the country, 
and sing — 

Hey derry, ho derry. &r. 



WHERE THE BEE SUCKS, THERE LURK 1. 

(Shakspeare.) 

Where the bee sucks, there lurk l» 
In a cowslip's beU I iie. 
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There I rooch when owk do ory , 

On a bat's k>ack do I fly. 

After ftontet, merrilj. 

Merrily, merrily shall I live iMnr, 

Under the bloMom that hangt on the boof^ 



TELL, PRETTY COUSIN, TELL ME TRUE. 

A DUET. 

(Dimond.) 

//r.— Tell, pretty coasin, tell me tme. 

Doth Reuben read with scholar's art T 
Through woman's eye can he review 
Secrett that dwell within her heart T 

Tell, cousin, tell! 
She, — Fie, roguish kinsman ! fie on thee ! 

To rudely mock a maiden's pain, — 
If blushes on this cheek you see, 
Tis modesty that starU the stain. 

Fie, kinsman, fie ! 

ArfA.—Yet ah ! did love's commissioned flame 

Two faithful hearts inspire. 
Not Virtue's rigid self might shame 

To boast so pure a fire. 
As lucid ^ms, in earth deeply laid. 

Flash light on caverns round. 
So darker passions lose iheir shade 

In hearts where love is found. 



O, Tb ^ntte spiiitrpnof I 



At ^ke vend, said he» iff mt 
£bi1 



Will yoo nu behad* mmd V^A 
Says she a hard part 'lis to pUy» 
fiat 'tis my doty to obey ! 



By a pood he stood that 



^f 



oe, and 



decpfbUafubo 
On a hill stood she — the word he 



Down galloping she emmfp whem he 
Just stepped a»de, aod m popp'd 



1 NEVER COULD LOVE TILL NOW. 
(M. G. Lewis.) 

When I gaxed on a beautiful face. 

Or a fonii which my fancy approved, 
I was pleased with its sweetness and grace. 

And falsely believed that I loved. 
But my heart, though I strove to deceive. 

The imposture it would not allow ; 
I could took, 1 could like, I could leave. 

But I never could love — till now. 

Yet though I from others could rove. 

Now harbour no doubt of my truth. 
Those flames wore not lighted by love, 

Thoy were kindled by foUy and youth. 
But no longer of reason bereft. 

On your hand, that pure altar, I vow, 
Thougii I've looked, and have liked, and have 
left— 

That I never have loved — till now. 



TUTHEREE 00, AND TAN. 
(C. Dibdin.) 

In Dundee there lived a carl, fu' blithe and merry ; 

In Dundee there lived a bonny carl ; 
A scolding Kmmsy was his lot, 
Wha mugg'd hvrsel' and often got 

Tutheree oo, and tan. 

She led him a life that fu' wae and weary. 
Till the carl he vowed himsel' he'd hang ; 
And would have done't, but thought him first. 
Of ends, a rope's end was the worst. 

Tutheree oo, and tan. 

This carl's wife she did na' play her hubby fairly. 

Else was Andrew Mackintosh belied. 
She made her husband's heart adie through, 
\nd then she made his head ache too. 

Tutheree oo, and tan. 

Wife, said he, of life I'xe tired, and will gang 
drown me. 
She replied, gude wives ne'er rontradiet; 



THE HARDY TARTAR'S PRIZK. 
(J. P. Keaahle.) 

When the darkened naidiiight tky 
Howb with wild tempestooos erj. 
Then we qoit the Tartar i^aiOv 
Death and terror in oar traia. 
Where the sweepnng r en g ea nee diiwif 

Hopeless man in horror flies. 
Worlds of wealth and voclds off wives 

Are the hardy Tartar's priae. 

Worlds off vealdi 

As the meteors course the sky ; 

Gleaming swords flash round the tfvoi 
And as through the gloom they fly. 

Light the embattled host alone i 
Firm and doee we lead oar hand 

Where the fertile region lies ; 
Then dispersing, sweep the land 

Destined for the Tartar's prise. 

Worlds off weahl 

Though we doom the world oar prey. 

Loyal honour, martial trath. 
When c^jr swords have won their way. 

Bind the hardy Tartar youth. 
Choice of spoil, as first in fight. 

With our gallant chieitain lies. 
Then till honour have her right. 

Sacred be the Tartar'sprize. 

Worlds of vealt 



GOD SAVE THE KING. 

(H.Carey.) 

God save great George oar king. 
Long live our noble king, 

God save the king ! 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious. 
Long to reign over us, 

God save the king ! 

O Lord, our Gnd, arise. 
Scatter his enemies. 

And make them fall ; 
Confound their politics. 
Frustrate their knavish tricks. 
On him our hearts we fix. 

O, save us all. 

Thy choicest gifts in store. 
On him be pleased to pour. 

Long may he reign ; 
May he defend our laws. 
And ever give us cause 
To sing, with heart and 

God save the king ! 






mnrBBSAL sonostbhi oel husbuh op mirth. 




TOM kVD JKRRY. 

Air—'' TIU Tarn Ck."—( Upton.) 
T>ll «nd Jerry*! apiec* 
Rin|: about to nttrt, 
Noughl 11 known to pleue 

Like " Go h, Tom or Jenj !" 

La lal la, lal la, li 
Life in London now. 
Tea. lo Ull yoB fairly, 

And then to toor a ChailtT '■ 

La lal, & 
Tom, in •queednc Nan, 

Chanced 10 tear hrr garment. 
When ihe ihiu began— 

"There, too n»*lir ranneni !" 

La lal. I 
Jory knelt and ligbcd, 

I,OTe for love to batter, 
Wban the chaimer ciied— 



■■ Mo," layi Nan, " lO dawi off ! 
Fat the denra bera t 

FtOmt, keep loni pawi at." 

Lalal, *c 
Bat it wonid not do, 

Kiu tbcj would » mertT ; 
When ihe knnckrd down Tom, 

And IhtD »bc Ulhetcd Jerry. 



B GRAND SUMMUM-BONUM'S A BUM. 

PER OP WINB. 
') me vioe, my wine, thai for to deapaii. 



Aod wruy Ihe Kue of the phantuu puruiili 
In *piie of their maiimi, 1 dare to define — 

the coward a warmth it ne'rr faili lo iapaili 
d opnu Ibo lock of tbs miarii* heart, 
jile ibiK we caronae it, Ihe wbeeli of the idbI 
OVr life'i niurd hiibway agiHaMy roll. 

And [incj rid« post lo Ihe nginni of joj i 
In ipite of dall maiimi, I dare to drSne— 
The grind ■nmmum-booam'* a bumper of win*. 
"Til the balum-ipHific, that beali every eon. 
The oft'ner we taite it, we lore it iha moi«; 

With ipirit the full-Buwini bamprr miul drain, 
And he who the rooit of &r Veniu .ould know 
Undaunted throng b Bacchui** vineyard mait go i 



HAIL! BOMB OP MY LOTERI BAIL! 

LAND OP THE PKBBI 

(Dimood.) 

Mr lnt, and my only lore, fall wa>H befor* 
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She dreams of vhite c^ifh, proudly sporaing the 
billow 
That rise, like a tower built of pearl, from the 
deep. 
Oh. Eng.and . the vision the weaves b for thee ; 
Hail \ home of my lover ! Hail '. land of the free ! 



DIL4NK MILK-PAILS AND MEASURE ON 
ST. TAFFY'S DAY. 

The sons of Old Albion march on in procession. 

United together, so happy and gay. 
And part in good hanrnur for home and profession. 

And treat all the girls on Saint David s day. 
Owen Evan met Winny, a milkmaid so tidy. 

Spangled with gold was the leek that he wore. 
•* Stand treat/' she cried, " or 111 never abide ye : 

When your money is spent, then, lad, well have 
more. 

Young Owen, in the humour, he treated his Winny, 

1'was the first time that she tippled, 'tis true. 
On hrr rounds she got mellow and gave for a penny 

Milk double measure, and more than that too. 
Her milk soon exhau<cted, she sat at her leisure. 

If the maid had but money she'd hold out the 
week; 
At length she sold off the yoke, pails, and mea- 
sure, 

And with the last shilling she stuck up the leek. 

Next morning the milkman reproached his dear 
Winny, 

" Dame, where are my pails, or who came in 
your way ?" 
•' Owen Evan,*' she cried, " and I, like a ninny. 

Drank milk-pails and measure on SLTafTy's day." 
Come now, jolly Welshmen, replenish your glasses. 

And toast your brave fathers at Liberty's shrine. 
Your next be devoted to Cambria's fair lasses. 

And then to the green leek — our rallying sign. 



THE BLIND '>1IEST OF KAJAAGA, AND 
HIS THREE WIVES. 

(G. Colman.) 

A PRIEST of Kajaaga, as blind as a stone. 

When he took to his bosom a wife. 
Cried, *' Deary, I never shall see yon, I own^ 

But youll be the delight of my lite." 
Then his arm o'er her shoulders he lovingly passed. 

And says he, " My love, what is this lump?" 
She faltered a little— hut told him, at last, 

" Please your holiness, only my hump." 

Says the priest, " Then we cannot cohabit, d'ye see. 

Though I tendrrly love you, indeed. 
For I've taken an oath that my children sha'n't be 

Of the camel and buffalo breed." 
So he married another he fancied wotiUl fit — 

Coming home, in sweet conjugal talk. 
She stopped the blind priest, saying, " Sit down 
a-bit. 

For my legs are too bandy to walk." 

** Bandy legs," said the priest, ** can't be counted 
for sins. 

So sit there as still as a mouse ; 
For Mahomet curse me if ever your shins 

Shall wnddle you into my house." 
Then he turned up his eyes, like the white of 
boiled eges. 

And prayed thus to Mahomet smack : — 
" Great prophet, afford me a wife with good legs. 

And with never a hump on her back !" 

rhen the voice of the Prophet in thunder was 
heard. 
And rumbled thus over hit head :~ 



" A handsome yoong womsua, that can't speak a 
word. 
Shall blens your blind rev'rence's bed." 
The priest he bowed low, crying, " Mahooet'i 
kind; 
Of happiness this is the sum : 
For a handsome young wife likes her old hnsbaid 
blind. 
And most men like a wife that is domb." 



SWEET WINNY, THE MAID OF THE DEE. 

(Uptcm.) 

The moon had just risen o'er hi|^-moanted Ssov^ 
den. 
The stars twinkled bright o'er the green nppled 
sea. 
The winds were all hushed^ and, fond fancy face- 
boding. 
My eyes would soon gaze on the Maid of the 
Dee. 
Oh, yes ! for, though Cambria may boast of its 
mountains. 
Its harp-singing Druids, and nymphs blithe and 
free. 
Far sweeter than those, or its sHemm-playiq^ foun- 
tains. 
Is Winny, sweet Winny, the Maid of the Dee. 

She's gentle and soft as the dove in her nature. 
And dear of the dearest, in kindness to all ; 
She's chaste, and she's lovely in temper and fes- 
tnre. 
And ne'er may rude fortune sweet Winny befdl. 
Her father (the woodman) bequeathed, as a bless- 
ing* 
" May harm ne'er wander where Winny may 
be." 
And never, no, never, may falsehood diatressiv 
Reach Winny, sweet Winny, the Maid of tae 
Dee. 

Oh, green are the meadows, and fertile the vallies 

Whore Winny, the lovely, is known to reside. 
And far be this riMe-bud frran danger and malice. 

The queen of the hamlet, and ^oUager's pride ; 
And warm, ever warm, in my bosom ill hold her. 

The fairest, the kindest, and dearest to me ; 
Oh. yes ! and for life to my heart will enfold her, 

Sweet Winny, dear Winny, the Maid of the 
Dee. 

, *** »»^^^ 

BEN BLOCK WAS A SAILOR, AS BRAVE 
AS COULD BE. 

Ben Block was a sailor, as brave as could be. 

And Nan, faithful Nanny, his wife. 
And seven fine boys for the ocean had he. 

And he loved them as dear as his life ; 
Then Ben, as he thought, had enough forthem aU, 

Till Fortune, that slippery jade. 
One night shipwrecked all he was worth in a squaQ, 

And poor Ben a beggar was made \ 

Yet think not he whimpered or shrunk from thi 
man. 

No, Ben was as brave as before ; 
His life was preserved for his true-hearted Nan, 

And he scorned what was lost to deplore ; 
Besides, cried the tar, not a boy have I now 

But car die for his country and king ; 
I can work, so can Nan, and show Fortune as how, 

In spite of her frowns, we can sing. 

"Twas thus argued Ben, as he sat on a rock. 
Near which his trim vessel went down. 

And the hand which had snatched fiom rle IHlow 
Ben Block 
Determined his wishes to crown \ 
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For Ben at that moment hu eve atretching far. 

Beheld a white sail heave in view. 
Which reached him, and took in a poo' ahip- 
wrecluedtar. 

To join with the jolly ship's crew. 

i thought so, spoke Ben, as he sprang on the 

A sailor should never despair ; 
Besides, as you see, I am saved from the wreck. 

And so I am still Forttine's care ! 
You are, said a tar, as he grappled his hand, 

'Twas a messmate he'd once saved from jail. 
For now I can pay what I owe when I land. 

So cheerly, my heart, let ns sail. 

Ben dropt on his knee, sent a prayer up aloft. 

Called Providence watchful and kind. 
Then cried to the friend he had sailed with so oft. 

We tars are oft shook with the wind ; 
But what matters that, there's an angel unseen 

Will take us poor sailors in tow, 
▲nd when we're in danger, will e'er step be- 
tween. 

Till Death leu the sheet-anchor go. 



MR. GRIMGRUFFINHOFF. 

(Kenney.) 

Can an Irishman practise such guile. 

With a lady so sweet to dissemble. 
And when he could make the rogue smile. 

To think but of making her tremble ? 
Indeed, Mister Grimgrumnhoff, 

If these are the rigs vou must ran. 
Yon may think yourself mighty well off. 

That you're only a gaoler for fun« 

To be sure, 'tis a comical plan. 

When two married folks disagree. 
To pop them, as soon as you can, 

0Oth under a huge lock and kry. 
Should we blab of this project of con. 

To cure matrimonial pother. 
One half of the worid, by the powers ! 

Would very soon lock up the other ! 

Oh, Liberty! jolly old giri! 

In dear little Ireland, you know. 
You caught me to love you so well. 

They never shall make me vour foe ! 
My practice will nothing avail. 

And this little frolic once o'er. 
Never give me a key of a gaol. 

Except it's to open the door. 



A TWOFOLD CARE DISTURBS THIS 
BREAST. 

[Imiuted from the Spanish of Ercilla.] 

(Dimond.) 

A TWOFOLD care disturbs this breast. 
And thou of cither woe art source ; 

When with thee love denies all rest ; 

Witkomi thee, pangs but change their force. 

Whilst gaaing on thv charms, my fair, 

Mv spiriu faint witn blisa too rare ; 

Like flowers o'er scorched that yield their bloom. 

And through excess of light consume. 

But when from those brisht charms removed ; 
From all it loves, or e'er hath loved ; 
This heart still holds iu troublous plight. 
And droops — like bloaaoms nipt by night« 



Such woes admit but one relief ; 
IV> thoo, my fair!— sole cause of grief. 
Receive the heart thoo sway'st alone, 
Asi ia exchange bestow thy own. 



8ADI SING AND HIM NO CARE, 0! 

(C. Dibdin.) 

Sadi once a slave, poor man. 

Old Abdalla was my master ; 
Who though me workee fast me ean, 
Whippee to makee workee faster ; 
Preachee, preachee, call me doggee. 
And when done preachee den him flogrgee. 

Spoken.] Mas» whippee till ay out, and den 
him whippee to hold tongue; me run away, mas^a 
catchec, and whippee again, so poor Sadi make 
bad of de best bargain : for though massa u»e de oai, 
him no loch up de cupboard ; so me tankee it no 
worse. And 

Ting, ting, taro, 

Sadi sing and him no care, O . 

Muley Moloch buy me next. 

Miser he, own father cheatee ; 
But no cross, when Lilly vext, 
Lilly scold, but never bealec. 
Sadi jumpee him to sarvee. 
But workee, workee, starvee, starvee. 

Sporen.J O, iss; massa very a&< # »mnota and 
makee Sadi so too, till he grow so thin him look 
like a crow-quill ; but never mind, he no whippee, 
he lock up cat in de cupboard, but cat him no see 
nothing there ; yet 

Tinjp, ting, taro, 

Sadt sing and him no care, O ! 

Christian Dnke buy Sadi then. 

And with slav'ry's chain him partee. 
And when leave de Mussu«men, 
It warm de cockles of him heartee ; 
Now Sadi free him skip like fronee. 
No workee, starvee, whippee, floggee. 

Spoken.] No, no, Sadi him free now and take 
liberty ; him leave slavery and superstition for re- 
ligion and freedom ; and though at same time me 
no change colour, me no blushee ; and if any *'H 
fault with the copy of my countenance, me say 
" colour no conscience, and black sheep him no 
worse mutton," then 

Tin^, Ung, taro, 

Sadi sing and him no care, O ! 



THERE'S NOT A JOY THE WORLD CAN 
GIVE LIKE THAT IT TAKES AWAY. 

(Lord Byron.) 

There's not a joy the world can give like that it 
takes away. 

When the glow of early thought declines in feel- 
ing's dull decay : 

"Tis not on vouth's smooth cheek alone the blush 
that fades so fast. 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, eie yovth 
itself be past. 

Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of 

happiness. 
Are driven o'er the shoals of guilt or ocean of ex* 



The magnet of their course is gone, or only points 

in vain. 
The shore to which their shivered sail shall never 

stretch again. 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death 

itself comes down. 
It cannot feel for others' woes, it dare not diemns 

its own: 
That heavy chill has froaen o'er the *'*^**'^ at 

our tears. 
And though the eye may spaiUe itill, lUi whtrt 

theke appean. 
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fhoo^ wit may flash from fluent Upt, and miitk 

ducract the breast. 
Through midnight hours that yield no m(»« their 

hopes of former rest ; 
*Tis but as ivy>leaves around the ruined turret 

wreath, 
▲U green and wildly fresh without, but worn and 

grey beneath. 

Oh ! could I feel as I have felt, or be as I have 
been. 

Or weep ai I could once have wept, »'er many a 
vanished scene : 

As sprines in deserts found seem sweet, all brack- 
ish though they be. 

So midst the withered waste of life those tears 
would flow to me. 



ft 



EASTER MONDAY FOR EVER; 

OR, THE COBBLER AT GREENWICH. 

Air— « Jolm Chomm a$td Mother Ooof* 

A COBBLER I am, and my name is Dick Awt, 
I 'm a bit of a beast, for I live in a stall ! 
With an ugly old wife, and a tortoise-shell cat, 
I mends bcwts and shoes, with a rat a tat, tat. 

Tol de roL 

This morning, at breakfast, on bacon and spinage 
Say^ I, to my wife, " I'm a going to Greenwich ;' 
Says she, ** Dickey Awl, aye, and I will go too.* 
Says I, " Mrs. Awl, ni be d— d if you do." 

Tol de rol. 

One word bred another — a shocking mishap ! 
She gave roe the Ue, and I gave her the *trtif> : 
To tarry at home, then, I Uiought it a sin. 
So I toon bolted o«l,— but I boUed her in. 

Tol de rol. 

To Greenwich, by water, I merrily sped. 
And saw them all rolling it, heels over head ; 
The sun was to bright, and so high the wind blew, 
1 spied — what I don't choose to mention to you. 

Tol de roL 

But when I got home, (it is true, on my life,) 
Bill Button, the tailor, was off with my wife ; 
Though old, Mrs. Awl has no fancy to bolts. 
She has but one tooth, but that tooth is a colt's. 

Tol de rol. 

Ah, Sally, my love '. 'twas a very bad plan. 
To cut roe, and choose the ninth part of a man \ 
She thought in eloping, so cunning and trickey. 
With poor Dickey Awl it would soon be all Didey, 

Tol de rol. 

If Bill and my rib should get into a fray, 
He may sell her by auction the next market>day ; 
If nobody bids for the sweet pretty elf. 
Knock her down, my dear Billy — and keep her 
yourself. 

Tol de rol. 



O, let him, then, in chains be bound. 
In chains and bondage live ; 

Nor never, never know the sweets 
That liber^ can give. 

Is there a breast so chilled in life. 

Can nurse the coward's sigh T 
Is there a creature so debased. 

Would not for freedom die* 
O, let him, then, be doomed to crawl 

Where only reptiles live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 



THE SWEETS OF LIBERTY. 
Air—" Jm there a Heart,** ^rc-— (Upton.) 

Is there a man that never sighed 

To set the prisoner free T 
Is there a man that never prised 

The sweets of liberty? 
Then let him, let him, breathe, nnieen. 

Or in a dungeon live ; 
Nor never, never know the sweets 

That liberty can give. 

Is there a heart so cold in man 

C<in galling fetters crave ? 
Is there a wretch so truly low 

Can stoop t9 k» a slave T 



MERRILY DANCE ROUND THE MISLFT 

TREE. 

Air—" Lochnagttr.*'—{F, Hammond.) 

^ >MR hither ! come hither ! the silver light 
Of the moon shines cheerfully down to-night. 
CoBie hither ! for this is the season of glee. 
Let us merrily dance round the misletoe tree. 

Oh ! welcome thou plant of the sacred grove ; 
Thou innocent pledge of Druidical love! 
I care not how distant the nymph may be. 
So I have but a branch of the misletoe tree. 

The misletoe tree has been hallowed before ; 
Be it thrice sacred now for the girl we adore ; 
When sanctions this peatl-berried plant of 

grove. 
Will yield us the first virgin kiss of her love. 

Come hither ! then, come ! while the moon lU 

bright ; 
The heav^ Uiemselves beam out joy to n%ht. 
Come hither ! for this is the season of glee ; 
Let us merrily dance round the misletoe tree. 



THE BONNIE LAD O' GALLA WATCF 

(Bums.) 

Br AW, braw lads, on Yarrow braes. 
Ye wander through the blooming heather 

But Yarrow braes, nor Ettrick shaws. 
Can match the lads o' Galla Water. 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 
Aboon them a' I lo'e him better ; 

And 111 be his, and hell be mine. 
The bonnie lad o' Galla Water. 

Although his daddie wasnae laird. 
And though I hae nae meikle tocher; 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love. 
We'll tent our flocks by Galla Water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth. 
That coft contentment, peace, or pleasuK 

The bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
O that's the choicest warid's treasure! 



WINE, THE SOURCE OF PLEASURI 
Air—" When Looe onee oMatM Poteesnon,' 
(H. PoweU.) 

Wine, thou source of all my pleasure ' 
Can I irom that pleasure part ? 

For thou art alone the treasure 
That can soothe an aching heart. 

For thon art alone, I 

Fill the bumper ; don't be thinking , 
For we have no time to lose ; 

The tide of pleasure it is drinkm^. 
Why should we a glass refnae t 

The tide of pteMOTOt I 
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BE CHEERFUL AND HAPPY AS LONG AS 

YOU CAN. 

Air—" IM Cart he a Stramgm' to mth jodai Sotd," 

vCoUint.) 

Through life vhat strange fancies we mortals ptu • 

sue. 
And im'rest's the objeet we all have in riew ; 
To cain it, we see, each will trudj^ his own way. 
And by taking most care we are otten astray ; 
Yet thu is well known, — and all men mast con- 

fess 
lut our interest centres in tme happiness : 
Then follow my maxim — resolve, like a man. 
To be cheerfol and happy as long as yon can. 

CHORUS. 
RmoItc, like a man — resolve, like a man. 
To be cheerful and happy as long as you can. 

The great ones, who fancy wealth, honour, and 

fame. 
Exceed all the blessings which other men claim. 
Still leave their true int'rest to follow such tovs. 
Whilst the peasant sound health, contented, en- 
joys: 
How simple it is, here, our cares to increase. 
When life's but a span, and death stares in our 
lace. 

Then follow my maxim, &c. 

If troubles surround us, the remedy's near. 

Let Reason point out the best course we can 

steer. 
Adhere to her dictates, her counsels obey. 
Be not timid or rash, drive sorrow away, 
Bnjoy all the present, forget evils past. 
And, should tne worst come, why, it cannot long 

last. 

Still follow my maxim, &c. 

Misa-Fortune, that strumpet, so common to all, 
Directed by Chance, on tne wisest may fall ^ 
But soon as she finds we but smile at her n>tte, 
Sho'J Quickly begone, and relinquish the fight : 
That aU may be happy that will be content. 
For this is true interest, which none can prevent. 

Then follow my maxim, &c. 



PADDY'S EMPLOYMENT; 

OR, AN irishman's WEEK'S WORK. 

(Bryant.) 

One Monday I from bed did pop. 

My heart was li^ht and friskey. 
So I went off to Rtell^'s shop 

To get a cup of whiskey. 
I gave him one, he drank one too, 

when in popped Ted, my cousin. 
Who called for a bowl o{ Rielly's punch. 

And we sat till we drank a doaen. 

For that's the way to spend a day, 
Or a week, if you'd be friskey ; 

And, wrong or right, or dav or night, 
Och ! an Irishman's work is whiskey ! 

On Tuesday, how mv head did ache. 

When in popped Phil. Macarthv, 
Who said he called for friendship s sake. 

To see if myself was hearty. 
Says I, I'm not — the whiskey-shop 

Beat me last night — so come. Mar ; 
For if to-day my shirt I pop. 

By the powers, I must settle mv stomach. 

And that's the way, Ae, 

Kow having passed the broth about. 
Says the mistress, lord ! how them man iUj ; 



So Rielly declared he would tumole us out. 
But we swore we'd remain there till Wedaet 
day. 
And so we did till Wednesday night. 

When the landlady's tongue went faster ; 
So her husband's head we cut in a fight. 
And next morning we save him a plaster. 

For that's the way, &r. 

On Thursday, csme the msking up. 

And sure it was a high day. 
And many a tear and many a cup 

Were spilt — till in came Friday. 
But, being tired, and verv weak. 

And the devil Care still scorning. 
We snored away, and ne'er did speak 

One word till Saturday morning. 

Then that's the way, &c 

But, stiff and sore, we woke once more. 

And knew of the week we'd but one day ; 
So we did swear to continue there 

And be ready for mass on Sunday. 
So now I've gone right through the week. 

Do you think it hard work or enjoyment T 
Either one or the other, — 111 thank you to speak 

No ill of poor Paddy's employment. 

For that's the way^ &c. 



LETS LOUDLY PROCLAIM THE JOYS OF 

THE GAME. 

Let's home, my brave boys, to tell all our joys. 
While now with our vict'ry we bum ; 

Well laugh and well sing, for con(|MSt well 
bring. 
And full of our pleasure return. 

Let's loudly proclaim the joys of the game ; 

The dangers and perils we spurn ; 
How sportsmen so gav chase sorrow away. 

And full o{ their pleasure return. 

Let poor powdered fops — your dainty milk-aopa. 
For their Chloes and Emilvs mourn ; 

We act braver parts, nor feel Cupid's darts. 
But full of our pleasure return. 

Sing bravo ! look there ! our vicHm, our ban. 
Till to-morrow, then, let us a^jioum ; 

To-morrow ! and then well hunt it again. 
And full of our pleasure return. 



saUy, 



I 



THE JEW-BROKER. 

I'm a broker hy trade. 
And a snug thing I've made 
In de market where stock- 
Where a spark, all so spnioa. 

Very oft has de luck 
To come in like a goose. 

And go out like a duck, . 

Widdle waddle away from de AQey. I 

Spoken.] How go the stocks to-dayf De oM 
way, my tear ; up and down, like a f^d-beater's 
hammer. I suppose you are come to tr^ your luck ? 
I want to buy for time. Buy for htm! den de 
flwir's low wid you ; but take care you don't mt 
it, Mr. Margormm: and, when the aettlinf-day 

Widdle waddle away from the Alley. 

My money I lends. 

To assist my good friends. 

Who oft take m the Jew— n«v«r ratty ; 

For, if it is true. 

Vat dev say, that a man. 
Because tie's a Jew, 

Vill Uke in all he can, 
Dera's a graat mnar J*^* ^ ^ Allev. 
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Spoken.] Vat is the bull and the bear, who trick 
one another? but every rogue's an honest man till 
ae's fotind ont, and den it is — Who'd have thought 
It. And if roguery was like Russia oil, and maide 
the beard grow, the bulls and the bears would turn 
to nanny-goats, hnd you'd fancy you saw a great 
many Jews 

Widdle waddle away from de Alley. 



TTWAS IN THE GOOD SHIP ROVER I 
SAILED THE WORLD AROUND. 

(Dibdin.) 

'TWAS in the good ship Rover 

I sailed the world around. 
And for three years, or over, 

I ne'er touch 'd British ground. 
At length in England landed, 

I lett the roanng main. 
Found all relations stranded. 

And went to sea again. 

That time bound straight to Portugal, 

Right lore and alt we bore. 
But when we'd made Cape Ortugal, 

A gale blew off the shore. 
She lay, so did it shock her, 

A log upon the main. 
Till, saved from Davy's locker. 

We put to sea again. 

Next in a frigate sailing. 

Upon a squally night. 
Thunder and lightning hailing. 

The horrors of the light. 
My precious limb was lopp'd off; 

I, when they'd eas'd my pain, 
Thank'd God I was not popp'd off. 

And went to sea again. 

Vet still am 1 enabled 

'I'o bring up in lite's rear. 
Although I'm quite disabled. 

And lie in Greenwich tier ; 
The king, God bless his royalty. 

Who saved me from the main, 
I'll praise with love and loyalty. 

But ne'er to sea again. 



WIT AND MIUTH IN WINE ARE 
CROWNED. 

Let a set of sober asses 
lUiil against the joys of drinking. 

While water, tea. 

And milk agree 
To set cold brains a thiuking. 

Power and wealth. 

Beauty, health. 
Wit and mirth in wine are crowned, 

Joys abound. 

Pleasure's found. 
Only where the glass goes round. 

The ancient sects on happiness 
All differed in opinion. 
But wiser rules 
Of modem schools 
In wine fix their dominion. 

Power and wealth, &c. 

Wine gives the lover vigour. 
Makes glow the cheeks ot beauty, 
AJakes poets write. 
And soldiers tight, 
Aud friendship do its duty. 

Power and wealth, &c. 



Wine was the only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long liv'd so , 
'Twaa no other main 
Than brisk champaign 
Whence Venus was deriv'd too. 

Power and wealth 



&r. 



iWhen heav'n in Pandora's box 
U kind of ills had sent us. 
In a merry mood, 
A bottle of good 
Was corked up to content us. 

Power and wealtl , &c. 

All riitues wine is nurse to. 
Of cv'ry vice destroyer \ 
Gives dullards wit, 
Makesgust the cit. 
Truth forces from the lawyer. 

Power and wealth, &c. 

Wine sets our joys a flowing. 
Our care and sorrow drowning. 
Who rails at the bowl 
Is a Turk in his soul. 
And a Christian ne'er should own him. 

Power and wealth, &c. 



THE LAKE OP THE DISMAL SWAMP. 
(T. Moore.) 

They made her a grave too cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true. 
And she's gone to the lake of the dismal iwamp^ 
Where all night long, by a fire>fly lamp. 

She paddles her white canoe. 

And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall sec. 

And her paddle I soon shall hear j 
Long and loving our life shall be. 
And I'll hide the maid in a cypress tree. 
When the footsteps of death are near. 

Away to the dismal swamp he speeds. 

His path was rugged and sore. 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds. 
Through many a ten where the serpent ieetls. 

And man ne'er trod before. 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep. 

If slumber his evelids knew. 
He lay where the deadly vines do weep 
Their venomous tears and nightly steep 

The flesh with the blistering dew. 

And near him the she wolf stirred in the brake. 

And the rattle-snake breathed in his ear. 
Till he starting cried, from his dream awake. 
Oh ! when shall I see the dusky lake. 
And the white canoe of my dear ? 

He saw the lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick on the surface played. 
Welcome, he said, my dear one's light. 
And the dim shore echoed for many a night 

The name of the death cold maid. 

Till he formed a boat of the beechen bark. 
Which carried him off from the shore. 

Far he followed the meteor spark. 

The winds were high and the clouds were dailL* 
And the boat returned no more. 

But oft from the Indian hunter's camp 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen, in the hour of midnight damp* 
To cross the lake by a fire-fly lamp. 

And paddle their white canoe. 
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THE EMIGRANT SHOEMAKERS ; 

OR, A TRIP TO ALGOA BAY. 

Air—" Oh, cmW." 

Two gentlemen shoemakers, my shopmate Jack 

aoid mcy 
Took a start to Algoa Bay, a precious way by sea ; 
We went among Uie blacks, to make our fortius 

you must know. 
For mayn't shoemakers look for trade, where people 

barefoot go ? 

Tol de rol, &c. 

We took a stock of boots and shoes, some leather 

and that *eTe, 
Took leaf of friends, and jomp'd on board, the 

wmd and weather fair : 
We had a quick sail to the Cape, (our ship was a 

quick hand,) 
And hoped our boots and shoes would have as 

quick a ioU on land. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Wh?n at Altroa Bay we landed, we see such lots 

of blacks, 
A» neither had shoes to their feet, nor yet shirts 

to their backs ; 
Caffres, or Gaffert, they are called, or some such 

sort of name. 
And people om don't know 'em, says the mnaga is 

tattte, 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Algoa Bay is not like London, no houses nor no 

streets. 
You hat to build your house yourself, dig wells, 

and all them treats ; 
We built a house, and opened shop, and thought 

€u we should do. 
And so we did do — nothink, for we never mdd a 

shoe. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

No wonder as we nothink sold, for Oaffert never 

They comes in droves, and bums your house, and 

steals your marchandi$e ; 
They comes bang! with their banging clubs, and 

bongs your heads about, 
Oh, them s the Gaffer singing clubs, as makes you 

soon sing uut. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Ten thousand Gaffers stormed our house, and 

robbed and beat us too. 
And we to save our lives run oui and out-run all 

ihe crew ; 
And all the way we run from them, we heard great 

lions roar. 
Which rottde us both expect mo less than soon to be 

no more, 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Then setting down to dine, two lions ooms to dine 

on us. 
And soon they had their bellies full — from our 

blundertius; '' 

It is the lion's custom to pop on you unawares ; 
We wanted custom bad enough, but wanted none 

of theirs. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

So much for emigration ! we found it a bad spec ; 
And, coming home to England, we tasted a sliip- 

wreck ; 
Bat now in our own country safe, we*ll no more 

castles build. 
If we cannot make our fortms, we can Urn, and 

not be killed. 

Tol de rol, &r. 



THE VILLAGE BELLS. 

( Beazley. ) 

How full of joy the happy hour. 

When brides their love revealing ; 
And village maids strew many a flower. 
While village bells are pealing. 
Fondly then each lover 
Will joys and smiles discover ; 
Happiness each bosom swells. 
As gaily chime the village beUs. 

But, ah ! these sounds of joy and mirth 

Oft change to woe and weeping. 
When withm the clay-cold earth 
Some village maid is sleeping. 
Tears and sighs discover 
Then some anguish'd lover. 
How sadly sounds the villace bell 
When it tolls the maiden's knell. 



HAIL, MASONRY, THOU CRAFT DIVINE. 

(C. Delafaye.) 

Hail, Masonry, thou craft divine. 
Glory of earth, from Heaven revealed. 

Which dost with jeweb precious shine. 
From all but Masons' eyes concesled. 

Thy praises due who can rehearse. 

In nervous prose or glowing verse T 

As men from brutes distinguished are, 

A Mason other men excels ; 
For what's in knowledge choice and rare. 

But in his breast securely dwells ? 
His silent breast and faithtul heart 
Preserves the secret of the art. 

From scorching heat and piercing cold. 
From beasts whose roar the forest rends* 

Prom the assault of warriors bold 
The Mason's art mankind defends. 

Be to this art due honour paid, * 

From which mankind receive such aid. 

Ensigns of state, which feed nur pride* 
Dixtinctioiu, troublesome and vain. 

By Masons true are laid aside ; 

Art's free*bom sons such toys disdain. 

Ennobled by the name they b<far , 

Distinguished by the badge they wear. 

Sweet fellowship, from envy free, 
Frien<lly converse of brotnerhood. 

The lodge s Issting cement be. 
Which has for ages firmly stood. 

41 lodge thus built, for ages past 

Has lasted, and will ever last. 

Then in our songs be justice done 
To those who have enriched the art ; 

From Jabal down to every one. 
And let each brother bear a part. 

Let noble Masons' healths go round. 

Their praise in lofty lodge rcsouud. 



ON THE HREEZE FLOATS THK ECHOING 

HORN. 

On the breese floats the echoing horn. 

Now swelling, now dyins away. 
The fox-hound salutes the fresh mom. 

And hails the new-rising of day. 
Yoix* Yoix! tally ho ! tally ho! to the duiae; 
Nor flag whilst you fly in the glorious race \ 
Regardless of perils and dangers, my boyt» 
Seise, seixe, while you can, those delecU^ joft. 
Now splashing. 
And dashing. 
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The tteep hills ve cUmh ; 

Now cnating. 

And racing. 
We strain every limb. 
Tally ho ! Yoix ! Yoix ! tally ho! 

At fanlt, remit your eager speed. 

Draw up the tightened rein ; 
Breathe, oreathe awhile the impetuous steed. 

His furious course restrain. 
Another view ! Halloo ! again we fly. 
And the speed of our strong pinioned coursers 
try. 

Again ply the whistling lash. 

Again through the torrents we dash ; 

Down the vale sweep, 

Climb up the steep. 

O'er the wall leap, 

TaUyho! 

Huntsman, press on each laiy hound. 

And cheer the lab'ring pack : 
Let through the woods the bugle sounds 

The whip loud-clanging crack. 
Now Wanton heads ; 
Now Ranger leads \ 
Old Tuneful leads the race ; 

But now again each nerve he strains. 

Once more the foremost place regains. 
And heads the thund'ring chaae. 



NEGRO DRINKING SONG. 

How my heart he go jump, when de bumbo me 

see. 
Me eet litUc drop, and how merry me be; 
Me laugh, and me dance, and me play, and me 

•ing. 
As drunk as a lord, and as great as a king. 
With my hey-ho rickaty hop, 
I stagger and reel like a top j 
Den ev'ry drop get stronger. 
Till noddle go my crown. 
When me can stand no longer — 
Why, den me tumble down. 
With my tinka-tang, tinka-tang, tinka 

tank a ta, 
Tinka Unka, tinka tanka, tinka tanka 
U. 

My Massa say — Jetty, go fetch me de key. 
And get me some wine — Yesse, Massa, say me ; 
Den me reacha de key, where him lie on de 

shelf. 
Me take one for my Massa, keep two for m3r8elf. 

With my hey-ho, &c. 



GO, BRIGHTEST OF THE FLOWERY 

RACE. 

(J. Rannie.) 

Go, brightest of the flowery race. 
Sweet rose, to Laura's bosom go— 

The shrines of Love and Truth to grace. 
Where crimson velvet fades in snow. 

What, though the fragrance of her breath. 
Respired in gales of love divine. 

Should prove at last thy beauty *s death. 
An envied fate will still be thine. 

A thousand youthful swains I know. 
Far distant, hopeless doomed to sigh. 

Who instantly would life forego. 
And gladly on her boAom d~ . 



•UCH BEAUTIES IN VIEW J CAN NEVl 
PRAISE TOO HIGH. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Such beauties in view I 
Can never praise too high ; 
Not Pallas's blue eye 

Is brighter than thine. 
Nor fount of Susannah, 
Nor gold of fair Danae, 
Nor moon of Diana, 

So clearly can rhine ! 
Nor beard of Silenus, 
Nor tresses of Venus, 
I swear, by Qnm Genus, 

With yours can compare ; 
Not Hermes' Caduoea, 
Nor flowei^de-luce^ 
Nor all the nine muaos. 

To me are so fair. 

What posies 

And roses 

To noses 

Disclows 
Your breath all so sweet.* 

To the tip 

Of your lip 

As they tnp. 

The bees dtp. 

Honey sip. 

Like choice flip. 
And their hybla foigec. 

When girls like you paaa u^ 
I saddle Pegasus, 
And ride up Parnassus, 

To Helicon's stream ; 
Even that is a puddle. 
Where others may muddle. 
My nose let me fuddle 

In bowls of your cream. 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May tipple his nectar. 
Of gods the director. 

And thunder above : 
I'd QuafT off a can. 
To Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove the old bull can. 

To her that I love. 

What posies, te 



SHELAH AND DEKMOT. 
(Dibdin.) 

As Dennot toiled one summer's day. 

Young Shelah, as she sat beside him. 
Fairly stole his pipe awav. 

Oh den, to hear how she'd deride him- 
Where, poor Dermot, is it gone. 

Your lily lily loodle ? 
They've left you nothing but the drone. 

And that's yourself you noodle, 
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo. 

Poor Dermot 's pipe is lost and gone. 
And what will the poor devil do! 

Fait, now I'm undone, and more. 

Cried Dermot — ah, will you be aesy* 
Did not you stale my heart before T 

Is it you'd have a man run crasy t 
I've nothing left me now to moan. 

My lily lily loodle. 
That used to cheer rae 90, 11 rone— 

Ah, Dermot, thou'rt a nocidis. 
Beum bum boodle, loodle loo. 

My heart, and pipe, and peace are 
What next will cruel Shelah d j t 
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Bot Shelah, heariiig Dermot vex» 
CSried she, 'twas little Cupid movMl me. 

Ye fool, to steal it <mt of tricks. 
Only to see how much you loved me. 
Come, cheer thee, Dermot, never moan. 

Bat take your lily loodle. 
And for the heart of you that's ^ne, 

/ou shall have mine, you noodle. 
Beum hum boodle, loodle loo, 

Shelah's to church with Dermot gone. 
And for the rest — what's dat to you ? 



fHE SAILOR HE FEARS NOT THE ROAR 
OF THE SEAS. 

Tub sailor he fears not the roar of the seas, 
Bot with courage all danger surmounts ; 

O'er his bisaiit and can he reposes at ease. 
And with pleasure each action recounts. 

Contented, the soldier, in dreadful campaign. 
Feels blessed, 'midst the thunder of war; 

Nor envies the sailor, who ploughs the deep main. 
Any prize— but the gain of a scar. 

la Liberty's cause, may the battles they've fought. 
With freedom and peace be repaid ; 

Vi the terrors of war, may the honours they've 
sought 
Gain them lanrels that never may fade. 



JOHN LUMP'S RAMBLE THROUGH 
LONDON. 

Aifw" Oh! Cm^r'-iB, Ro«ch.) 

Feom Yorkshire I did travel up, to see the sights 

so pretty. 
For I had heard the people talk about fine Lnnnun 

city; 
Bays I, m go, although they say the devil he be 

there, O ; 
80 mam and dad, when I came off, bid me of him 

beware, O. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

When I came into thk town, I gased all about, 

sir. 
And that old Nick was in this place, I very much 

did doubt, sir. 
For every thing now looked so fine, the shops so 

gay and light, sir. 
At blind Hodge says, you can't discern not e'en 

the day from night, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

When I got down off the coach, I gased with sor- 

prise, sir. 
To see a swan there with two necks, and no less 

than four eyes, sir ; 
This wonder now, I do declare, it put me to a 

stand-still. 
When coachman tnld I some one had walked off 

with my p o t iw t mUiL 

Tol d» rol, &c. 

Thinks I, now this must be old Nick, I'd best say 

nought about it ; 
It serves I riglU for coming here^ for I war wromg 

to doubt it ; 
But never mind, I've often heard that folks must 

pay for learning. 
Boas I'm in the wnmg road now. III take the ngki- 

hand turning. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Up Cksoggmb, then, I bent my way, bat why they 

do so name it 
I ahoald be glad to know, for I do for a 
it; 



Perhaps, the wrong side I war on, though on the 

H^Al side moving. 
They turned my pockets Mside ont, while Milside 1 

was shoving. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Now when I came into the Strand, I saw «>me la- 
dies fine, sir. 

Taking strange men by the hand, when one took 
me by mine, sir ; 

She said, my love, come home with me, and be- 
haved so polite, O ; 

Said I, I wool, for I'm afraid to be late out at 
night, O. 

Tol de rol. &c 

When we got there, O. I could swear, I heard thm 

vfoUh go one, sir. 
Bat, when I rose, ptit no my clothes, my woaiek 

away had fim, sir ; 
It never used to keep good time, bat always went 

too fast, sir. 
And now, without a winding-ap, it ran Msoy, at 

last, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

The devil's got the watch, said I, for now I plainly 
spied, sir. 

That women are the only devils which in town re- 
side, sir ; 

And as I now am tf) to them, let them be dowm to 
me, sir. 

That ini no longer be their dupe, I'll let 'em plainly 
see, sir. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Now having heard that in Hyde-Park they'd rmiic4 

a brasen statue. 
Of whom they made so great a dupe, for shame h* 

can't look at yon ; 
Why, I set off, for I had heard folks that largely 

praised it 
For being brasen ' — but I think 'em more bruea 

now that raised it. 

Tol de rol, &c. 

Unto the playhouse next I went, the Fortp Tkmm 
to see, sir. 

But, oh, I think they beant all that in the play- 
house be, sir ; 

For while I sat and gased on, my pocket-book they 
stole, sir. 

And, clean done ont, to Yorkshire, I am forced oa 
foot to stroll, sir. 

TvA de rol, &c. 



THE CONTRACT. 

A CANZONKT. 

(T. Jonet.) 

Reccitb, dear maid, thewarraeetst 
That ever burst from lover's heart. 

And let the beaming tearful r^. 
What lips dare not reveal, uipait. 

And, oh, return one look of love. 
One sigh of soft impassioned blist ; 

Say but the impulse you aporove. 
And seal the contract with a kiM. 



JUST SO. 

Air—" Hsrry Hown."— <Had«m.) 

Mr. Dip, tallow-chandler and dealer in fiat. 
By love was reduced till as thin as a tat ; 
And the maiden he loved was as pare as tht 
Aad many a sigh did he give ' 
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One night, when hit unlucky start did prevail. 
He drank with a friend about nine pints of ale ; 
It got in his head — put him quite in a glow. 
And made his eyes roll all about him — just so. 

He then went a courting, though not very fit. 
And not able to stand, why he was forced to sit ; 
Says he. ** Oh, my love,^ you'll excuse me I 

know ;" 
Says she, " Mr. Dip, you've been drinking" — 

jost so. 

Says he, " Oh ! my angel, pray doubt not my 

love. 
For you know I'm as faithful and true as a dove ; 
Only feel how my heart pil-a-pats to and fro ;" 
Says she, " Mr. Dip, you're a brute beast" — just 

so. 

" My darling," says he, *' only let me explain. 
And 1 promise 1 never will do it again ; 
Come, let us be friends, kiss before I do go :" 
Says she, then, to him, '* kiss the devil"— just so. 

*' Oh! oh! then," says he, ** if you're positive 

still. 
And determined to show me you'll have your own 

will. 
Curse me if I care for it! — I'll let you know, 
I don': care a fig for your passions — just so. 

He put on his hat, and he reeled to the door. 
While the maiden's poor heart was getting quite 



sore ; 
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Says he, " by your cruelty here I do go : 

S»ys she, " Mr. Dip, can you leave me ?' — >just so. 

At hearing these words, Mr. Dip then turned back. 
And gave her sweet lips such a good hearty smack ; 
"Says he, " then next Sunday to church let us go ;" 
Says she, " Oh, I have no objection !"— just so. 



SALLY IN OUR ALLEY. 

(H. Carey.) 

Or all the girls that are so smart. 

There's noue like pretty Sally, 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives m our alley ; 
There is no lady in the land 

Is half so sweet as Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage>nets. 

And through the streets does cry 'em * 
Her mother she sells laces long. 

To such as please to buy 'era ; 
But sure such folks could ne'er beget 

So sweet a girl as Sally ; 
She is the danine of my heart. 

And she lives m our alley. 

When she is by, I leave my work, 

(I love her so sincerely,) 
My master comes, like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely ; 
But let him bang his belly lull, 

I'll bear it all for Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

Of all the days that's in the week, 

I dearly love but one day. 
And that s the day that comes betwixt 

A Saturday and Monday ; 
For then I'm drest all in my best. 

To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

She lives in our alley* 



My master carries me to chardi» 

And often am I blamed. 
Because I leave him in the luidiy 

As soon as text is named. 
I leave the church in sermon time* 

And slink away to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

When Christmas comes about again, 

O ! then 1 shall have money, 
I'll hoard it up, and box and all, 

1*11 give it to my honey ; 
I would it were ten thousand pounds* 

I'd give it all to Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

My master and the neighbours all. 

Make game of me and Sally, 
And (but for her) I'd better be 

A slave, and row a galley ; 
But when my seven long years are out, 

O ! then rll marry Sally ; 
O ! then well wed, and then well bed. 

But not in our alley. 



THE TRAGEDY OF MACBETH. 
Air—" Miulam Fig's Cote."— (Lawler.) 

You've heard of one Gen'ral Macbeth, 
Who was both courageous and bold, sir ; 

He had 'scaped an unfortmtate death. 
If hiM fortune had never been told, sir. 

With Banqno his friend, he one day. 
From battle victorious was coming. 

When some gipsies he met by the Way, 
Who thought they'd the Gen'ral be hnmmi^. 
Rumpti, udity, udity, rumpti, udity, I do, 
Rumpti, udity, udity, ri, fal, la, de, la, li, do. 

They promised great things and what not. 

If some silver he would but come down, sir. 
From Macbeth two and sixpence they got. 

And they promised his honour a crown, sir. 
Banquo's was a different fate. 

But kings were to spring from his body. 
And Macbeth went home to relate 

The tale to his wife, like a noddy. 

Rumpti, udity, &e. 

The king he lodged with him one night. 

When Lady Macbeth, the vile slut, sir. 
Determined her husband outright. 

His majesty's throat for to cut, sir. 
Then in her chemise she turned out. 

And walked in her sleep up and down, sir. 
Till a doctor the secret found out. 

And told it all over the town, sir. 

Rumpti, adity, &c. 

Then Banquo's grim ghost came to sup. 

When Macbeth had made himself king, sir ; 
His hair on an end it stood up. 

But his lady could see no such thing, sir ; 
Next mom to the gipsies he hies. 

Who chickens were making sad slaughter on. 
And stealing of turnips likewise. 

As ingrecUents for their large cauldron. 

Rumpti, udity, &e. 

By no man of woman that's born. 

They said, he could ever be slain, sir. 
Nor till on a fine summer's mom, 

Bumharo-wood should march to Donsinane, n 
" My wicked designs never balking. 

Undaunted," says he, ** I'll now grow, sir. 
For trees they are not fond of walking. 

And men don't bear children we know, or." 

Rumpti, udity, ipe» 
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Bvt one day al the door as he stood, 

fle beheld a most terrible scene, sir ; 
For to Dunsinane great Bumham-wood, 

Was Tnarching like Jack-in-the-Green, sir ; 
^Vas an army in bushes all crammed, 

Macbeth fought their General Macduff, sir, 
And both of them swore they'd be d d. 

If ever they cried ** hold, enough, sir." 

Rumpti, udity, &c. 

Macduff was the man for his money. 

The charm it was quite broke asunder : 
He came into life very funny. 

So Macbeth was obliged to knock under : 
He was killed — so the moral permit, 

" Shun gipsies, they are a vile crew, sir ; 
And murder don't go to commit. 

For you'll surely be hanged if you do, sir." 

Rumpti, udity, &c. 



JOVIAL SOULS. 

Posh, jovial souls, the glasses round. 

And drink a health to Venus; 
For there's a pleasure in the sound. 

And Bacchus reigns between us. 
We are the lads for fun and noise. 

Aye, best of any quorum ; 
And e'en among the ranting boys, 

Npne better quaff the jorum. 

CHORDS. 
Then here's a health to woman's lip. 

The dearest, best of creatures ; 
And while the nectar's sweet we sip. 

Let's bless their lovely features. 

«• Full bliss," 'tis said, " is bliss divine,' 

And this is sure from Venus ; 
The second bliss, it must be wine. 

And we have both between us. 
Where pleasure calls, and jovial souls 

Are found to push the glasses. 
Come, Bacchus, pledge with flowing bowls. 

Life's joys are wine and lasses. 
Then here's a health to woman's lip, &c. 



»» 



LOGIE O'BUCHAN. 

O Log IE o* Buchan, O Logie the laird, 
They hae ta'en awa Jamie that delv'd in the yard ; 
Wha play'd on the pipe, wi' the viol sae sma' ; 
They hae ta'en awa Jamie the flower o' them a'. 

CHORDS. 
He said, think na lang, lassi'., though I gang awa ; 
He said, think na lang, lasrie, though I gang awa ; 
For the simmer is coming, cauld winters awa. 
And I'll come and see ihee in spite o' them a'. 

Sandy has owsen, and siller, and kye, 

A house and a haddin, and a' things K>rbye ; 
But I wad hae Jamie wi' his staff in his hand. 
Before I'd hae Sandy wi' houses and land. 

He said, think na lang, lassie, &c. 

My daddie looks sulky, my minnie looks soar. 
They frown upon Jamie because he is poor ; 
But daddie and minnie, although that they be. 
There's nane o' them a' like my Jamie to me. 
He said, think na lang, lassie, &c. 

1 sit on my creepie, and spin at my wheel. 
And think on the laddie that lo'ed me sae weel ; 
He had but ae sixpence, he brak it in twa. 
And he gied me the hauf o't when he gaed awa. 

Then haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa ; 
Then haste ye back, Jamie, and bide na awa ; 
The simmer is comii^, cauld winter's awa. 
And veil come and see me in spite o' them a*. 



GILES GOOSEQUILL'S ADVENTURES IN 

LONDON. 

Aii^-'< Let SchooUiuuterM puxxle their BraU." 

(E. J. B. Box.) 

When fra York I first corned up to town, 

I by gum ! how the knowing ones eyed me ; 
'Spose they thought I poor foolish clown. 

As they offered kind zarvice to ^uide me ; 
But I war'n't to be catched in their traps. 

For we Yorkshire folk knaws all about tricking; 
So I tipt 'em a few friendly raps. 

What soon set all their kindness a kicking. 

Spoken.] That's kicking t' heels I means. One 
fine-feathered felley comcd up, and " Honest lad,'* 
zays he, " dost thee knaw what's o'clock ?" " Eei, 
2ur," zays I, " I does ; it be a thing what lella 
folk t' time o' day, and that's it, zwi," as I made 
knob of my stick acquainted wi' t' knob 'pon his 
shoulders. *' Thee'st getten it all right ; thee 
knowst time o' day now," all sprawling in t' mud 
he lay. " So," rays I, "I wishes thee a com- 
fortable . 

Rump ti roll about sweet and clean. 
Rump ti diddled done over ! 

When I corned to the place they call Strand, 

And tu myself there I wur talking 
About how I wur comed to a stand. 

To knaw which way 'twur best to be walking, 
I MTur taken zomehow in zurprise. 

By a gentleman's hand in my pocket, 
2jO I just painted one of his eyes. 

While I knocked t'other out of its socket ! 

SroKEN.I " I be quite zorry it ha' zo failed 
out," zays I, " zur, but 'spose you wur took I fof 
t'other mon ; and 'now I's made thee blind, thee 
canst zee thy mistake plain enow, I dar zay for 
thee !" " It be quite unzivil," says he, ** o* thee, 
indeed, when I wur ^out to zhow thee t' way thee 
wanst; thee be'st going to the Bolt-in-Tun." 
" No, I ben't, zur,' says I, " but when thou got 
to the Hand-in-Pocket, thou zoon fonnd thee wast 
comed to the Bear~and-ragged-Staff ! Good bye ! 
dar zay thee'll find t'other eye zomewhere amongst 
t' mud, and then thee'll remember thy 

Rump ti roll about sweet and clean, &c. 

Then at night as I walked long the street, 

1 at first thought how the devil wur in me. 
That I must be all beauty complete. 

By t' lasses all striving to win mo ! 
But I zoon found 'tvrur all a cajole. 

That they wanted I billing and cooing. 
Was just only to handle my cole. 

And an innocent lad bring to ruin. 

Spoken. J " Oh! but." zays I, '* hold hard a 
bit there; it wam't do wi' I, ye zee; you've 
catched the wrong cock by the spur this time, and 
dom me, if I don't prick ye hardish if ye be artei 
ossin to pluck my feathers !" Up I junipt, and m 
bounced a bully ; settled him with a rattler at 
once; down I tumbled madam's table, glasses, 
and gin-bottles, altogether, head over tip ! Surli 
a craah ; my eye ! Tiicy screamed out like gooii 
ones ; and off I bolted as fresh as a stuhble-goosr, 
wi* all my quills safe ; never looked behind tm . 
" Dom my leather jacket," zays I, '* but this h; 
quite enow o* Lunnun for I this time !" Zo tone 
top o' t' coach at once, and started off whoam fn 
Yorkshire, as merry as a lark all the way, anl 
while I wur thought o' t' lasses I lei't sprawlu) 
behind me, I zung, 

Rimip ti roll about sweet and clean. 
Rump ti deep ones done ove . 
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MY LOVE IS FAR AWAY. 
(Upton.) 
O ! BEAUTY, beaaty, smile no more. 

No more, and hear the Fates' decree ; 
Thy reign is past — thy triumph's o'er. 

Since she, thy boast, is lost to me. 
Saw you the rose but yester-eve. 

How sad and pale, though late so gay t 
Saw you not every flower grieve. 

Since she, my love, is far away T 

O ! whither can the trifler find 

A heart more fond and true than mine? 
Ah \ why then leave her slave behind. 

And to despair that heart consign ; 
The birds on every perch and tree 

Lament, and, sorrowing, seem to say. 
All nature droops, and droops with me. 

Since she, my love, is far away. 

O ' beauty, beauty, shall thy queen 

To distant regions careless roam ; 
Shall she, thy pride, no more be seen. 

When you can call the wanderer home T 
O ! no ; some means, some art devise. 

And rule again with magic sway ; 
For man, yes, man, thy power defies. 

While she, my love, is far away. 



I'D RATHER STAY WITH YOU. 

(Dibdin.) 
Madam, you know my trade is war : 
And what should I deny it for T 
Whene'er the trumpet sounds from far, 

I long to hack and hew. 
Yet, madam, credit what I say ; 
Were I thi« moment called away. 
And all the troops drawn in array, 

I'd rather stay with you. 

Did drums and sprightly trumpets sound. 
Did Death and Carnage stalk around. 
Did dying horses bite the ground. 

Had we no hope in view. 
Were the whole army lost in smoke. 
Were they the last words that I spoke, 
I'd say, — and d ^me if I joke, — 

I d rather stay with you. 

Did the foe charge us front and rear.. 
Did e'en the bravest face appear 
Imprest with signs of mortal tear! 

Though never vec'ran knew 
So terrible and hot a fi^ht ; 
Though all my laurels it should blight; 
Though I should lose so fine a sight ; 

Vd rather stay with you. 



HOPPITY, KICKITTY, BOW WOW WOW. 

(C. Dibdin.) 
There was a merry widow, and she was very fat. 
She had a heavy purse, and she wa'n't the worse 

for that ; 
She was blind of one eye, and she squinted with 

the other ; 
She had a wooden leg, which hobbled with iu 
brother. 

Going hoppiiy, kickity, bow wow wow. 
Oh, beware of love ! beware of love ! 

She cock'd her squinting eye at me, I thought her 

Aought averse , 
I cast at her, too, one sheep's eye, another at her 

purse ; 
Then I asked her for her hano, truly thinking I 

Lad won her ; 
But she gave me her wooden foot plump in the 

■eat of honour. 

Going hoppity, kickity, kc 



I persevered and won her, and bore my priN 

away; 
But, oh ! she died of drinking upon the wedding 

day : 
I came in for her thumping puzve, just like a hive 

of honey. 
But I had all her debu to pay, and that booed sD 

my money. 

Going hoppity, kickity, kc 



THE POOR BLIND BEGGAR BOY. 
(Cross.) 

Near the jaws of a prison, in whose dismal gbon 

Disease sat by Penury's side. 
And the culprit with terror broods over his doon, 

A child of distress sadly sighed : 
Down his wan cheek slowly trickled the tear, 

Bereit was his bosom ot joy. 
And, alas! I am driven almost to despair. 

Cried the poor little blind beggar boy. 

My father, whose labour provided each meal, 

And to poverty oft gave relief. 
In these walls is confined, by hearts harder thaa 
steel. 

And my mother's been murdered by grief; 
The infant companions, who oft were my guides, 

No longer their iriendahip employ. 
And the misery — light-hearted pleasure doides— 

Of the poor little blind beggar boy. 

The debt which, alas! a false friend made kia 
owe. 

Robbed my parent of liberty's sweets ; 
Each moment he breathes is imbittered with woe. 

And nought but mis.ortune he meets. 
Each slender refreshment's from chari^'s store. 

Or famine his span would destroy. 
And, alas ! that kind hand which relieved is at 
more. 

Cried the poor little blind beggar boy. 

Thus mournful he pleaded, when, sodden u 
thought. 

This tale near deprived him of breath. 
That his father was gone, and his spirit had sought 

For peace in the bosom of death ; 
He rushed (for affection each sense did inspire) 

To his cell, every means to employ 
To revive him, then clasping the corpse of his sire, 

Died the poor little blmd beggar boy. 



NOW, BTY BOYS, FOR PARIS REVELS. 

(Moncrieff.) 

Now, my boys, for Pairis revels. 
Fun and frolic night and day ; 
Quick to Old Nick kick blue devils, 

Toujours galant, toujours gai ! 
Oh, we here shall have a rare time* 

Pleasure each fresh step we go ; 
All the year round it is fair time. 
Every where a raree show. 
All divine. 
Love and wine. 
Brisk champagne and pretty face ; 
Dance and song 
All night long, 
Paris is the only place. 

A-la-mode we now can dash on. 

Mode de Paris who but we. 
Here learn politesse and fashion. 

Bagatelle, intrigue, esprit. 
Tis a town of miUL and honey. 

Well dressed dishes, well dressed fblka 
All here can be bought for money, 

Coaaci en c e , modesty, arejdMa. 
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Yielding beDety 

Kind mam 'Miles, 
CotiiUon, quadrille, and t^ttet. 

Fiddle, flute. 

Never mute, 
Paria la the only place. 



WHEN I WAS A CHICKEN AS HIGH AS 

A HEN. 

(Warner.) 

When I was a chicken as high as a hen, 
Bj the priest I was bothered my lesson to ken ; 
As an oak you must bend, says Father O'Rook; 
Pint impression's the thing, and he threw down 

the book. 
While in rapture he took a sweet girl by the hand. 
To give absolution, as I understand. 
O ho! says I, you're a forestalling thief, 
80 I follow before you, and turn a new leaf. 

With my tural, &c. 

When a few twelvemonths older, says I to myself, 
111 turn out a master, and pocket the pelf, 
80 I washed off the sins from my penitent fair. 
Before they're committed their conscience was 

clear; 
"Twas this stamped my fame, and my business in- 
creased. 
For the ladies all flocked from the south, west, and 

east. 
To receive dispensations and pardons for crime. 
While they simpered, dear father, am I come in 
time? 

With my tural, &c. 

Now sous in possession of everything fine, 

A heart rail of love, and a house full of wine, 

With a bevy of beauties delightful my trade is. 

To give absolution to innocent ladies ; 

While Father O'Rook turns his eyes in despair. 

Talks of bending of oaks and reclaiming the fair. 

First impressions, says I, told me this was the 

wav 
To attend on the ladies mom, noon, night, and 

day. 

With my tural, itc. 



THE WORN-OUT TAR, 

The ship was now in sight of land. 

And crowds from shore with joy did hail her ; 
The hsppy hour was now at hand. 

When each sweet lass would see her sailor. 
How gallantly she plou^^hs her way. 

To England's shores returning back ; 
And every heart is liirht and gay, 

Except the heart of honest Jadi. 

For he was old, his frame was worn. 

His cheek had lost its manly hue ; 
Unlike his glory's rising mom. 

When, big with hope, his fancy grew. 
Yet was his heart as firm and true. 

In his loved countrv's cause, as warm 
As when he cheered his gallant crew. 

To face the foe, or brave the storm. 



HARK TO THE TUNEFUL LINNET'S 

NOTE. 

Where wild flow'rs grow, and linnets stng« 

To usher in the jocund spring ; 

O let me lead my charming maid. 

To yonder fragrant checkered shade. 

Wh<*re wild flow'rs firow, and linnets sing. 
To usiher in the jocund spring ; 

Hark! ha k! he swells his tuneful throat. 

Hark to the tonelol liaasi's not*. 



A mossy bsnk with osiers bound. 
To your delight, my fair, I've found ; 
Where woodbines form a sweet retreat. 
Close sheltered from the noontide heat. 
A mossy bank with osiers bound. 
To your delight, my fair, I've found ; 
Hark ! hark ! he swells, Ace. 

The winding stresm that runs along. 
Conveys the distant herdsman's song ; 
The violets bloom beneath his feet. 
For nature decks the calm retreat. 

The winding stream that runs along, 
Convevs the distant herdsman's song ; 
Hark ! hark ! he swells, &c. 



THE SENTIMENTAL ODD-FELLOW. 

(W. B.) 

As lone as our coast shall with whiteness appear. 
Shall Odd-fellows stand foremost in verse. 

While harmony, friendship, and joys are held 
dear. 
New bands shall our praises reheane. 

CHORUS. 

Though lodges less favoured, less happy, decay. 

Destroyed by old Time as he runs ; 
Though St. Georges, and Sols, and Bucks fads 
away, 

sun Odd-fellows shall live in their 



If Envy attempt our success to impede. 

United, we'll trample her down ; 
If Faction should threaten, well show we're agreed. 

And Discord shall own we are one. 

Though lodges, less favoured, fcc. 

While with ardour we glow, this our order to 
raiw. 
Promoting its welfare and peace. 
Old brothers return, our endeavours to praise. 
And new ones confirm the increase. 

Though lodges, less favoured , Itc 

Go on, cries your father, for time b yoor friend, 

lu flight shall increase your renown. 
And Mirth shall your guest be, and Bacchus at* 
tend. 
And joy all your meetings shall crown. 

Though lodges, less favoured. Ice 



THEY'LL SARVE TO COMFORT THEE, 

JUDY. 

(G. Colman.) 

Don't now be after being coy. 
Sit still upon my lap, dear joy. 
And let us st our breakfast toy. 

For thou art wife to me, Judy ! 
And I am bound by wedlock's chain. 
Thy humble servant to remain. 
Sir Tooleywhasg O'Shaugnashane, 

The husbandunto thee, Judy. 

Each vassal at our wedding-feast. 
Blind drunk last night as any beast. 
Roared till the da v- light streaked the east. 

Which spoiled the sleep of thee, Jndy. 
Feasts iu tne honey-moon are right. 
But that once o'er, my heart's delight. 
Nought shall disturb thee all the night. 

Or ever waken me, Judy. 

The skin of wolves, by me they bled. 
Are covers to oar marriago b ed : 
Should one in hunting bite me dend^ 
A widow thou wilt be, indy* 
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Howi at my wake ! 'twill be but kind. 
And if I leave, as I've designed. 
Some little Tooleywhaggs behind » 
They'll sarve to comfort thee, JudT* 



LOVE AND PRUDENCE. 

(W. H. Ireland.) 

Begone ! your heart will fickle pr«>ve. 
For men are faithless, and deceive ; 

By flattery first you win our love. 
Then smile that we your vows believe. 

And canst thou doubt my bosom's glow ? 

Are all my vows but passing air f 
Ah ! did thy breast such fervour know. 

Thou couldst not bid me thus despair. 

Why wilt thou seek to steal my heart. 
And lull the caution of my soul ? 

Why tell of Cupid's honied dart. 

That shaft which reason could control ? 

And why hast thou such beauties rare ? 

Why do I such perfection see ? 
Why m that breast, divinely fair» 

Dwells every charm but love of me ? 

Ah ! could I prove thy breast sincere, 
And were tny vows and sighs but true, 

I'd banish each corroding fear. 
And only live for love and you. 



MAN AND WOMAN'S FIRST QUARREL. 

(Arnold.) 

When time first began. 

The first woman and man 
Had a terrible quarrel, I've heard. 

To decide even then 

Whether women or men 
Had a right to maintain the last word. 

It was early one room. 

They'd been just three days bom. 

They got up under some peevish planet ; 
How the storm first arose. 
Why, there's nobody known. 

But the world all agree she began it. 

Of this quarrel of yore, 

I can tell you no more. 
Than this— that it lasted 'till night ; 

When as chronicles say, 

Kve at last found the way 
To prove to her lord she was right. 

Since ihis, why men yield. 

When they dare take the field, 
I fancy I rightly conjecture *, 

For though jangling all day. 

Men at night all give way. 
In dread of a long curtain>lecture. 



HOWL NOT, YE WINDS. O'ER THE TOMB 
OF THE BRAVE. 

(Barrow.) 

Howl not, ye vnnds, o'er the tomb of the brave ; 
Roar not, ye waves, at the foot of the moun- 
tain; 
Breathe, Spirit of peace, oh I breathe o'er each 
grave ; 
And soft be the flow of each murmuring foun- 
tain. 

Let the valiant who fell in defence of their land 
Repose in the quiet they died in defending ; 

And dear be the spot that beheld their bold band 
To death, but to honour, in glory descending. 



Oh ! theirs is the rest who repoae 'neath the sod 
That nourished the ana which pieserved it it 
danger \ 

And theirs is the hope to repose with their God, 
That ages renew in the prayer of the stranger. 



MORGAN RATTLER. 
(Hadson.) 

Oh, the lasses o' Lunnon be sad wicked jades. 

All manners o' tricks, by gosh, they be ap to 
'em. 
And for cheating poor lads like o' I is their trades, 

And 'twould puzzle the old one to put a good aof 
to 'em. 
My Kate in the country is diflierent quite. 

When I was at home, why, I was her prattler. 
And I loved her sincerely from momit^[ till ni^t. 

And none was so happy as Morgan Rattler. 

I comed up to Lunnon, and, the very first daj. 

I met a fine lady, who axed me to walk %'i ha. 
And said she wur frightful o' fainting away, 

111 be dashed if I wasn't afeard for to talk vi* 
her. 
She begged instantly that a coach I would call. 

For nothing but home directly conld settle her, 
And then she politely pulled me in and all. 

Oh ! in what a sad pucker was Morgan Rattler. 

The coach then set off, and dashed through thick 
and thin. 
The lady got better, and axed me to sop vi 
her ; 
Thinks I, oh dear, dear, she's for snaring me in. 
No matter what haps, 1*11 try and be up wi' her. 
Says I, " Madam Sly, I sees what yon're op to, 
I'se awake to you^ tricks, though you're a sweet 
Uttler, 
But all your fine fits and yonr faintingt wo Vt do. 
You've eot the wroi^ person in Mai;gan Rat- 
tler.^' 

When she found me determmed, she flew in a 

Left the coach, and then called me a brute and 
a boar too, sirs, 
And said that I ought'to be shut in a cage 
For using a lady so vile— and much more too, 
sirs. 
The coachman then civilly axed for his fare, 
(By this time quite clean out of sight was t le 
Uttler,) 
I felt in my pockets — 'tis true, I declare. 
She'd stoled all the money of Morgan Rattler. 

The coachman then held the door fast in his haod. 

To let me get out he was not at all willing, sirs. 
And said he was sure that the trick it was pTani^, 

And 'twould serve me just right if I got a good 
milling, sirs. 
I jumped, in a rage, from the coach to the street. 

Says I to him, " young man, I beant a great 
battler. 
But I think I can gi' yon a threshingcomplete. 

As sure as my name it is Morgan Rattler." 

I stript to be at 'n, and to it we gaes. 
And a few minutes finished his bus'ness lo 
neatly, sirs. 
Meantime some domned thief ran away with my 
claes. 
And poor I was every way cheated completely* 
sirs. 
I'se had quite enow of this vile Lunnon town* 
111 go home to my Kate, and 111 marry and 
settle her. 
And to feyther, and mother, and all, when I'lf 
down, 
111 tell all the miafortonet o' Horgmn RattleCi 
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WHERE SHALL THE LOVER REST? 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

Where shall the lover rest 

Whom the fates sever. 
From his true maiden's breast 

Parted for ever ? 
Whero,. through groves deep and high. 

Sounds the far billow. 
Whore oarly violets die 

Under the willow. 

Eleu, luro,— There shall be his pillow. 

Thero, through the summer day. 

Cool streams are laving ; 
There, while the tempests sway. 

Scarce are bough.4 waving : 
There thy rest shalt thou take. 

Parted for ever. 
Never a^ain to wake. 

Never, O never. 

Eleu, loro, — Never, O, never. 

Where shall the traitor rest ? 

He, the deceiver. 
Who could win maiden's breast. 

Ruin and leave her ? 
In the lost battle. 

Borne down by the flying. 
Where mingles war's ruttle 

With groans of the dying, 

Eleu, loro, — There shall he be lying. 

Her wing shall the eagle flap 

O'er the false-hearted. 
His warm Kood the wolf shall lap 

Ere life be parted ; 
Shame and dishonour sit 

By his grave ever. 
Blessings shall hallow it. 

Never, O never, 

Eleu, loro, — Never, O never. 
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THE TLMID HARE. 

When mom 'twixt mountain and the sky 

On tip-toe stands, how sweet to hear 
The hounds' melodious cheerful cry. 
As starts the game, possessed with fear 

O'er brook and brake 

Our course we take. 
The sportsman knows no grief or care \ 

When sweet the horn. 

Across the lawn. 
Awakes the trembling, timid hare. 

Who panting flies, like fre<»d from pain. 

As, trembling, she resigns her breath. 
The sportsman, joyous, leaves the plain. 
Well pleased to be in at the death : 

Then sweet the horn. 

Across the lawn. 
Re-echoes blithe both far and near \ 

O'er meads and downs. 

We know no bounds 
While ooorsing of the timid hare. 

Then say, what pleasure can inspire 

To that of coursing ? Sweet employ ! 
Except when homewards we retire. 
Our bottles and our friend enjoy : 

The brook and brake 

We then forsake, 
For sportsmen know no grief or care \ 

Then sweet the horn. 

Across the lawn, 
Awakes the trembling, timid hare. 



CONTENT AND A PIPE. 



tt 



Air — ** Sheep~*hearing.' 

Contented I sit with my pint and my pipe, 

Pufling sorrow and care far away. 
And surely the brow ot grief nothing can wipe 

Like smoking and moist'ning our clay ; 
For, though liquor can banish man's reason afar^ 

"Tis oiily a fool or a sot. 
Who with reason or sense would be ever at war. 

And don't know when enough he has got : 
For, though at my simile many may joke, 
Man is but a pipe— and his liie but smoke. 

Yes, a man and a pipe are much nearer a-kin 

Than has as yet been understood. 
For, until with breath they are both filled withia 

Pray tell me for what arc they good ? 
They, one and the other, composed are of clay. 

And, if rightly I tell Nature's plan. 
Take but the breath from them both quite away. 

The pipe dies — and so does the man : 
For, though at my simile many may joke, 
Man is but a pipe — and his life but smoke. 

Thus I'm told by my pipe that to die is man's lot. 

And, sooner or later, he must ; 
For, when to the end of life's journey he's got. 

Like a pipe that's smoked out— he is dust : 
So you, who would wish in your hearts to be gay 

Encourage not strife, care, or sorrow. 
Make much of your pipe of tobacco to-day. 

For you may be smoked out to-morrow : 
For, though at my simile many may joke, 
Mau is but a pipe — and his life but amoke. 



THE SAILOR'S ADIEU. 
Whence comes this keen, this cutting smart ! 
Why does the tear unbidden start ? 
Why beau my sad, my sinking heart 

Thus heavily f 
Eliza, 'tis because I part. 

My life ! from thee. 

Tossed on the rude and foaming wave. 
O'er which the howling tempesu rave. 
In distant climes I go, to brave 

The furious sea ; 
My doom, perhaps, a wat'ry grave. 

Far, far, from thee ! 

Oh ! say, then, all on earth I prise ! 
Wilt thou my absence mourn with sighs. 
And heaven invoke, with uplift evee. 

To speed my way* 
Wilt thou? but see, the signal flies ; 

I must not stay ! 

By storms that sweep the deep abyss. 
By plighted vows, by all our bliss. 
By this embrace, and this, and this. 

Dear giri ! be trae— 
Remember love's last parting kisa ' 

Adieu ! adieu ! 



BUSTLING BOB. 
(Kenney.) 

Though gents not a few 

Have nothing to do. 
With me 'tis a capital crime, 

For on mischief they ramble. 

Chat scandal, drink, gamble. 
And oft kill themselves to kill tiine. 

By night ne'er reposing. 

By day always doting. 
Who'd live such a d d life as this isf 

On the lounge tee them walking. 

Half yawning, half talking. 
Thus exchange the salute fbr the misses i 
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How d'ye do t 

How are you 7 

Fine day — 

What d'ye say? 

How'i your ma ? 

La! la! 

Ya— aw ! 
Then plainly 1 8ee> 
Tis much l>etter for me. 
That have so many more things to do. 

Bat fortune will never provide as all pleasure. 
And sometimes I sigh for a few minutes' leisure. 
When all our gay lasses, dismissed from their 

labour. 
Are dancing away to the pipe and the tabor ; 
Oh ! then, pretty rogues, how I grieve 'em ! 
So thick they surround me. 
So tease and confound me. 
It vexes me sadly to leave *em. 
But vainly to keep me they fret and they pray, 
Business is pressing, and I must away. 
Each friend has a job 
For bustling Bob, 
And to do all at once I've a notion — 
Psalm sinsing, — bell ringing. 
The pen or the bat, 

I trisk away, — whisk away, 
This way and that — 
Men, women, and children. 
My wits are bewildering, 

Surrounded, — confounded , 
So huiried, — and flurried — 
Comine here, — going there. 
Up and down, — through the town. 
In and out, — round about. 
Plagued to doath, — out of breath, 
Pheugh ! 
My head's like a whirligig all in commotion ! 
Oh ! when shall 1 ever get through ? 
Why never, 'lis clear. 
If I m loitering here, 
When I've so many more things to do? 
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THE BRAES O' BiLQUITHER. 

(TannahiU.) 

Let us go, lassie, go 

To the braos o* Balquither, 
Where the blae-bcrries grow 

*M.ing the bonnic Highland heather *, 
Where the deer and the lae. 

Lightly bounding together. 
Sport the lang simmer day. 

On the braes o' Balquither. 

I win twine thee a bow'r. 

By the clear siller fountain. 
And 111 cover it o'er 

Wi' the flow'rs of the mountain ; 
I will range throiish the wilds. 

And the drep gfens sae drearie. 
And return wi' the spoils, 

To the bow'r o' my dearie. 

When the rude wintry win* 

Idly raves round our dwelling. 
And the roar ot the linn 

On the night breeze is swelling. 
So merrily we'll sing. 

As the storm rattles o'er us. 
Till the dear shieling ring 

Wi' the light lilting chorus. 

Now the summer is in prime, 
Wi' he flow'rs richly blooming. 

And tno wild mountain thyme 
A' the moorlands perfuming ; 



To our dear i 
Letot jom 

Where glad J 
'Maogthe 



THE MERRY S 

(Gen 

The merry dance I 
For then, ColletU 
And press it, toOj 

And none can tee. 
Then on thy cbee 
And then we whii 
Oh ! how I griev 
know. 

She's sweet fifteen. 
Yet still we are tc 
But we know bett 

Youth should not 11 

And I'm resolved 

When next we wl 

Oh! how I griev 

know. 



THE I 
Ait-^' Pmajol^S 

OCH ! I am a I 
That never y 

In politics I an 
I care not wI 

Spoken.] No, t 
about who governs, 
as I am able to nn% 

Goosetrum foo< 
Diderum doodl 

Some folks figh 
They scramb 

But what is thi 
'Tis only the 

Spoken.] Arrah 
quarrel about? Oc 
less than — 



Mv treasury ht 
No rival to p 

When empty. 
For then my 

I've ribbons of 
Of every fin 

Come, raise m 
And yousha 

Spoken.] Oh, 
ladies; I can ao 
ever they please, ] 
my— 

D'ye want any 
Dear ladies. 

Or garters to h 
Or trinkeU f 

Spoken.] Och! 
must be after wear 
only just pay forth 
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run LAST SHILLING. 

(Dibdin.) 
4t ftatht on» nijhl in my gum I ulc. 

My IfeAf ihUling prtKlnted du the table ; 
nml idventunr. crird I, might > buWiy rcUw 

If CO thiol: *nd lo iprah it men, able. 
Whether r>DcirDtmi|tic't«upU)r«lmBlba bt» 

The rue Kemed vilh life u be fillisg ; 

fmy auentioD lo me — thjr iMt ibilling. 




nory ihou offrmi for ■ 
Id ihe'inlriim iprnd mr and be mrrn. 
Kever, Tievet, cried 1, thou'rl my Mentor— t 

And, gruu-ful, thy dicUte) fsl&IliBg, 
111 board liiee in mj bean,— tbni nen esoni 
lefoiie. 
Til] the tectors »nMa from the tut •hflliac. 



FOR OLORY AND FOR LIBERTY' 

(D. L. Richardwa.) 
RjtIL to the hrave! and hail the land . 
Wbrrt ih« fira noki of Preedom >und. 
An honoured ran, a glononi band.— 
Or prompt lo tuike. or prouii (o die, — 

Prepaied lor death or libntj' 



With ready hand, >nd bvHm i 

Hath fouhl, and died aa hrn 

Id halt]*, ai 



The TKtAr*! broit may proudly ibiu 
While be>uty'( hindi ihe wreath ei 
Bui rrery Doble hran'i ■ ihrin* 
For hin who rreatly dam to die 

For glory .nd lor 



Aod he bad draaV mimiily ai nipprr; 
e moapted hii h.>r«p ia lh» n glit at tM di 
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" Some rogue," quoth the friar, " quite dead to 
remorse, — 
Some thief, whom a halter will throttle, — 
Aome scoundrel has cut off the head of my hone. 
While I was engaged with the hottle," — 

Which went gluggity, glnggity, glug. 

The tail of this steed pointed ronth on the dale, 

Twas the friars road home, straight and level ; 
But when spurred, a horse follows his nose, not 
his tail. 

So he scampered due north like the devil. 
<' This new mode of docking," the fat friar said, 

*' I perceive does not make a horse trot ill ; 
And 'tis cheap, for he never can eat off hi* head. 

While I am engaged with the bottle. 

Which goes gluggity, gluggity, glug. 

The steed made a stop,— in the pond he had got ; 

He was rather tor drinking than grasing ; 
Quoth the friar, — " Tis strange, headless horses 
should trot ! 
But to drink with their tails is amazing !" 
Turning round to find whence this phenomenon 
rose. 
In the pond fell this son of a pottle ; 
Quoth he, « the head's found, for I'm under his 
nose. 
But I'd rather been over the bottle," 

Which goes gluggity, gluggity. glug. 



**^*#*^^ 



HAIL! CHEERFUL LIGHT! 
(Dimond.) 

RECITATIVE. 

The skylark calls ! I hear his matin lay. 
Hence f ling 'ring darkness ! hail ! returning day ! 

RONDO. 

Hail ! cheerful light ! thy joyous beams 
Dance on the breast of crystal streams. 
Till all their burnished surface seems 

As molten gold. 

Hail ! cheerful light! on soaring wings 
To heaven's hieh gate the lark upsprings. 
And there thy blushing advent smgs 

With outcry bold. 

Hail ! cheerful light! all-burning red. 
The son exalts his royal head. 
And bids the sphere with pleasing dread 

lu lord behold ! 

THE POWER OF HARMONY. 

(Miss Bryant.) 

Harmony o'er the world fondly presiding. 

Wins e'en the dark soul to smile at her lays ; 
Now even Sorrow's cloud let's be dividing. 

While Pleasure beams brightly to sing in her 
praise. 

Music ! thy power how sweet ! 
When all thy graces meet ! 
The cheek forms a smile which a tear flits away : 
Bom of the gods above, 
Daughter of Pity, — Love ! 
Hail to sweet Harmony ever, huzza! 

Flow'rets, to form her wreath, each land bestow- 

On her brow, fondly twined, bloom fresh and fair. 
Time marks from day to day, new buds are blow- 
ing. 
Thorns, or sad weeds of woe, seldom appear. 
First, Italia's strings so fine. 
Strike polished lays divine, 
^Fblch charms to the ear, but from hearts fiit 
■way '. 



Though still every art and grace 
Boldly they wish to trace^ 
Hailing sweet Harmony ever, hi 



The Gallic harp breathes a note flippant and l^iU 
no more ; 
The soul never guides it, the mind never feels, 
'TIS the song to a lady-love, sung by a tnmba* 

dour. 
Portraying all the ills Cupid reveals. 
Albion, in lofty flight. 
Sings with a fond delight. 
Forming their notes more sweet each oomiag day. 
Courting the German lyre. 
Music their souls inspire. 
Hailing tweet Harmony ever, huzza ! 

Brin, sad Erin! with bays formed for agei» 
Strikes the light strings, mixed with f^adnea 
and care; 
Pitv a balmy tear drops on their pages, 
Thotuh each line nobly breathes what they coold 
dare. 

Sweetly their cheerful eong 
Pleases the old, the younc : 
It floats, like the vision of night, son and gay ! 
Their wreath of evergreen 
Tells what they might have been* 
Hailing sweet Harmony ever, npH» ^ 



In Scotia's song, wildness and melody meeting; 

Oh, it IS sweet to hoar music around. 
While Ardour to bosoms is fondly retreating. 
And Freedom with laughing joys pause at the 
sound. 

Then the lis;ht wreath of Spain 
Charms wiui a merry strain; 
Thus every nation must bow to thy sway. 
So let one pleasing sound 
Echo the halls around. 
Hail to sweet Harmony ever, huzza ! 



THE TOPSAILS SHIVER IN THE WIND. 

The topsails shiver in the wind. 

The ship she's cast to sea ; 
But yet my soul, my heart, my mind. 

Are, Mary, moored with theo : 
For though thy sailor's bound afar. 
Still love shall be his leading star. 

Should landmen flatter when we're tailed, 

O ! doubt their artful tales ; 
No gallant sailor ever failed. 

If love breathed constant gales : 
Thou art the compass of my soul. 
Which steers my heart from pole to pole. 

Syrens in every port we meet. 
More fell than rocks or waves ; 

But such as grace the British fleets 
Are lovers, and not slaves : 

No foes our courage shall subdue. 

Although we've left our hearts with you. 

These are our cares ; but if you're kind. 

We'll scorn the dashing main. 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind. 

The power of France and Spain : 
Now England's clory rests with yofu. 
Our sails are full— sweet giiis, adieu! 



WE'LL THROTTLE THE BLUB DETIl^. 

In early life I got a wife. 
There Hymen caught me tripping ; 

She growled,--! quaffed,— lord ! what a iTaft- 
A crab upon a pippin. 
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In twenty weeks her lantern cheeks. 
Grew yellow as a blanket ; 
She lost her health. 
Whilst I, by stealth, 
Ten times each morning drank it. 
Then fill the bowl, each joUv •ool. 

Let Bacchus gild our revels ; 
Join cup to lip, with hip! hip! hip! 
And throttle the blue devils. 

My thirsty flowers that swill the showers 

From April to October, 
With heavy head go drunk to bf d. 

Then why should I go sober ? 
The Count may thank my garden tank. 

That all his planu ar'n't choking. 
His tulip$ sigh like mine when dry. 

And smile like mine when soaking. 

Then let the bowl, &c 

When I was ill. says Doctor Souill, 
Those magnum bonums — fly em ! 
Of wine take heed, nor don't exceed 
A single pint per diem ! 
Ill take your hint, 
Said I, — and stint 
Myself to that with pleasure. 

Of Parantosh, a pint, by gosh ! 
Is two quarts Scottish measure. 

Then let the bowl, &c. 



TANTIVY! TALLY HO! 

(R. Stuart.) 

Hark ! the horn, how inviting to the sons of the 
chase ; 
See the hounds are unkennelled and keen ; 
To the sports of the field every pleasure gives 
place 
When the scent lies, and mom is serene : 
Sly renard breaks cover— the hounds in full cry. 

And huntsmen all eager pursue ; 
O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, our proud steeds 

gaily fly. 

While cheered with the victim in view. 
The dogs are now at fault. 

Hold hard, the huntsman cries ; 
Again the fox he spies ; 
The hounds give tongue and vault. 
To hark forward, look to Jowler, 
Now Countess, Trimbush, To^er, 
Tantivy, uUy ho ! tally ho ! 

The fox, near exhausted, now runs up the wind. 

While the air with shrill echo resounds ; 
We follow the chase, nor a sportsman behind 

E'er neglects to push forward the hounds. 
Sly renard now taken, the high mettled group. 

Still stanch, strive to witness the death ; 
The huntsman, elated, sends forth a shrill whoop. 
And renard resigns his last breath. 
Then see the greedy hounds 
The bleeding fox destroy ; 
Each sportsman shares the joy. 
With glee each heart abounds. 

At hark forward, &sc 



THE INGENUOUS BEAUTY. 
(Upton.) 

O, Charles ! you know not what I love. 

Nor what I priae sincerely ; 
Nav, hold, indeed, all things above. 

And idolise most dearly ! 

lU not your face, with manlv chanu, 
Yonr imape, nor grace, believe me. 

That wins or woos me to your arms, 
O. no J— 111 not deceive thee. 



There is a charm beyond all these 
That makes me dmg about you ; 

A somethit^, that's so formed to please, 
I cannot live without you. 

And dare I make that something known, 
And tell my mind sincerely 1 

0, then it is, — it is, I own. 
Your pm$e I U>v€ «o dearlif. 



MY DOG AND MY GUN. 

(Bickerstaff.) 

Let gay ones and great 

Make the most of their fate. 
From pleasure to pleasure they run ; 

Well, who cares a jot, 

I envy them not. 
While I have my dog anj my gun. 

For eceicise, air. 

To the fields I repair. 
With spirits unclouded and light i 

The blisses I find 

No sting leaves behind. 
Bat health and diversion unite. 



THE POWER OF BACCHUS. 

Jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Lo, I bend before thy shrine. 
Fill the goblet, fill i* up. 
Let roe drain the juicy cup ; 
Fit libation thus 1 pour. 
Blockheads spill it on the floor. 

Round my head, ye virgins, twine 
Curling branches of the vine ; 
Branches that with dusters nod. 
Clusters worth v of the god. 
I'm the god. tne god below. 
To my shrine let mortals bow. 

Drink, more drink. — Ah! now I feel 

The cod— I foam— I reel! 

His rary runs through every part. 

And now it rages in my heart ; 

My spirits blaze, my cares are drowned. 

Now the world, the world goes round. 



THE DINNER. 

By the world it is said, as we've all heard, 
read. 
That our nation's much given to think ; 
Yet we cannot disown, that John Ball's also pros* 
To have plentv to eat and to drink. 
Be the bosiness what it may 
That engrosses all the day, 
A feast that brings each man to his tether; 
All our plans we digest. 
With the food we love best. 
And draw corks and conclusionn together. 

Spoken.] Thus, when we dine at a meeting of 
creditors, the conversation will most probably be, 
shall we have a good dividend ?^ How do you think 
the poor man will cut up? — Better than you do, I 
hope, sir, for vou've spoiled that dock entif^. 
Now I can't think what has mined him. — Cham* 
pagne, if you please. Sir; what's the toast t — 1 
reidly think he most have been done up by the la* 
diet.— The ladies! voa astonish me; but talking 
of ruin, who pays for the sapper? it will make n 
prime deficit in tne defaulter s effects, and I hatn 
extravagance, so fill me a glass of Burgundr, Mr* 
President. —With all my soul, sir, and Vu give, 
( Irishman, ) May the poor man, who %j.«i«k ^> 
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every thing, keep his honenty, and the rich man 
never try to deprive him of it. 

Thus hobbingy nobbing* song, and toast. 

And sentiments combining ; 
We troubles, cares, and fears forget. 

While merrily we're dining. 

If things of great weight in the lav, church, or 
state. 
Are thus followed by feast, as wc hear. 
On occasions so gay as a snug weddine-day. 
We've a right to expect some good uiee< j 
And some time after that. 
When with frolicsome chat. 
At the christ'ning each gossip so merry; 
To the hostess and host. 
Freely quaff every toast. 
In claret, madeira, and sherry. 

Spoken.] What a happy couple! what a de- 
iightful entertainment I — Very happy indeed. 
Ma'am ; and as for the husband, I think I never 
saw such a goose in my lite. — How t) at lady fakes 
wine. — I wonder Miss Yeli^wleaf do.i't get a hus- 
oand ; she's been helped these three times already. 
— Those birds are well trussed. — How are all your 
young ladies ? — Rather too little dressed, I'm afraid. 
Sir. — Come, Miss, I'll thank you for a merry- 
thought. — 111 take a glass of matrimony. — Will 
you? then III give you success to the cause of our 
meeting this evening. 

Thus bobbing, nobbing, &c. 

When politics tease, or when law-suits displease. 

By advertisement gaily we meet ; 
And each voice that we raise, to dislike or to 
praise. 
Yet by all 'tis agreed we must eat. 
When an old friend of mine. 
Where I oft used to dine. 
Left this world which he once was the pride of. 
His heirs gave a feast 
To ten doctors at least. 
To consult about what 'twas he died of. 

Spoken.] Well, gentlemen, if you can't come 
to an opinion, I suppose you can come to table, 
you all agree the gentleman is dead ? — Dead ! 
yes, so will that wine be if you don't put a stopper 
in the decanter. — Now I think his complaint must 
have arisen from — Too much pepper in that ragout, 
doctor. — Or it's probable he died of — a devil-giz- 
sard for Doctor Jellyback. — I only wished I 
bad been called in sooner. — So do I, for the deuce 
a thing worth eating is there left on the table. — 
Well, every thing that could be done was done. — 
r differ from you, there, for the pork-griskin wasn't 
warm through. — But what would you have recom- 
mended, doctor? — A bumper if you please, sir; 
and as our friend made a large fortune, and left 
(wo-and-twenty children, I'll give you. May the 
industrious man's heir never disgrace his patri- 
mony. 

Thus bobbing, nobbing, &c. 



THE WILD GAZELLE ON JUDAH'S HILLS. 

A HEBREW MELODY. 

(Byron.) 

The wild gazelle on Judah's hills 

Exulting yet may bound, 
And drink from all the living rills 

That gush on holy ground ; 
Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glance in tameless transport by. 

A step as fleet, an eye more bright 
Hath Judah mitnessed thrre. 



/• 



And o'er her scenes of loat delight. 

Inhabitants more fair. 
The cedars wave on Lebanon, 

But Judah's statelier maids are gone. 

More blest each palm that shjuies thoie pUim 

Than Israel's scattered raoey 
For taking root, it there remains 

In solitary grace ; 
It cannot quit its place of birth. 
It will not live in other earth. 

Bit we mnst wander witherii^ly, 

in other lands to die. 
And where our fathers' ashes be 

Our own may never lie ; 
Our temple hath not left a stone. 
And mockery sits on Salem's throne. 



LONG LIFE TO THE PETTICOAT. 

(Cherry.) 

There with fun we the stocking throw. 

Boys all dressed in their Sunday-clothes, 
Girls trimmed neatly from top to toe. 

Red looks the priest at his comely nose. 
Round goes the jorum at bedding time. 

Whack 'gainst the floor goes each leather brogni, 
Bang go the bells in a merry chime. 

Smack go the lips of each pretty rogne. 
Lilt up the pipes let the chanter sound. 

Dearly we doat on the merry note. 
While the sweet whiskey goes briskly roond. 

Drinking long life to die petticoat. 

Sweet are the smiles ^m the comely bride. 

Eyes at her of all goggle so. 
Bridegroom stands by her lovely side, 

A goose just nicked in the n< ddle though; 
Girls chant out from their merry throats. 

Boys for the whiskey are riper now. 
Toasting the souls that wear petticoats. 

All get as drunk as the piper's sow. 

Lilt up the pipes, Ac 



GENERAL WOLFE'S SONG. 

How stands the glass around ? 
For shame ! ye take no care, boys. 

How stands the ^lass around ? 

Let mirth and wine abound ; 

The trumpets sound. 
The colours they are flying, boys ; 

To fight, kill, or wound. 

May we still be found 
Content with our hard fare, my boys. 

On the cold ground. 

Why, soldiers, why 
Should we be melancholy, boys? 

Why, soldiers, why ? 

Whose business 'tis to die. 

What, sighinsr? fie! 
Drink on, and let*s be jolly, bqys^ 

'Tis he, yon, and I, 

Cold, hot, wet, or dry. 
We're always bound to follow, boys. 

And scorn to fly. 

'TIS but in vain, 
(I meant not to upbraid you, boys,) 

Tis but in vam 

For soldiers to complain; 

Should next campaign 
Send us to Him that made us, b«f s. 

We're free from pain ; 

But should we remain, 
A bottle and kind landlady 

Cures all again. 
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IN SILENCE AND SORROW. 
(Mt%, C. B. WUmid.) 

In tileace and •orrow 

Thy footsteps HI follow. 
Where hope never Tentured, where joy never cnme ; 

Bv others forsuken. 

This heart will but waken. 
To share in thy angnish, thy grief, or thy shame ! 

The world may deceive thee. 

Its falsehoods may grieve thee. 
And those may look coldly that once fondly smiled ; 

But when danger is nearest, 

'TIS then thoa art dearest 
To the heart and the bosom that never beguiled. 

Then, think not that sorrow 

A moment can borrow 
One sigh from the breast that is truly thine own ; 

Nor that fortune can heighten. 

Or pleasure can brishten 
The love of the heart that adores thee alone. 

Whether pleasure caress thee. 

Or sorrow distress thee. 
Still, still, must this bosom adore thee the same ; 

As the flower that at morning. 

The sun was adorning, 
Toms to meet him at eve, though less glorious his 
flame. 



CUPID'S LOTTERY; 

(T. Moore.) 

A LOTTERY, a lottery. 

In Cupid's court there used to be. 

Two roguish eyes 

The highest prize 
In Cupid's charming lottery ; 

And kisses too. 

As good as new. 
Which were not very hard to win. 

For he who won 

The eyes of fun 
Was sure to nave the kisses in. 

A lottery. 

This lottery, this lottery. 

In Cupid's court went merrily. 

And Cupid played 

A Jewish trade 
In this his charming lottery ; 

For hearu, I'm told. 

In shares he sold 



To manv a fond believing drone. 

And cut the hearts 

In sixteen parts 
So well, each thought the wkoU his own. 

A lottery, &c. 

KECITATITE. 
Ladies and gentlemen — gentlemen and ladiee— go 

not to Cupid's court ; 
For (whatever the young woman may say) 'tie a 

place of bad resort. 

AIR. 
But mine is the lottery, hasten to me ; 
Here's seuaort and tahret as »karp as can be ; 
Here's a drawimg of opr4— here s a eorkaertw for 



Here are pitti for the cough— and here's Gibbon's 

" Deeiim;" 
Here's a bright carvM^AM/i— here's a Um m § 4 f- 



Here's an 



on 



here's a 



CHORUS. 

Our lottery— our lottery. 

Ye youths and maidemsj eooM to ase | 



"Tis ne'er too late 
To try your fate 
In this our lucky lottery. 



WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE OT. 

(Bums.) 

First when Maggie was my care. 
Heaven I thought was in her air ; 
Now we're married — speer nae 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 
Meg was meek, and Mes was mild, 
Bonnie Meg was Nature s child — 
Wiser men than me's beguil'd ; 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 

How we live, my Meg and me. 
How we love, and how we 'gree, 
I care na by how few may see ; 

Whistle o'er the lave o t. 
Wha I wish were maggot's meat. 
Dished up in her windmg-sheet» 
I could write— -but Meg maun seet. 

Whistle o'er the lave o't. 



THE SPRIG OF SHELLELAOH. 

(Lysaght.) 

OCR, love is the soul of a nate Irishman, 
He loves all the lovely, loves all that he can. 
With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock s*! 
green ; 
His heart is good-humoured — 'tis honatt and 

sound. 
No malice or hatred is there l» be found. 
He courU and he marries, he drinks and he ights. 
For love, all for love, for in that he delights^ 
With his sprig of sheUelagh and shamrock so 
green. 

Who has e'er had the luck to see Donnybrook fair. 
An Irishman all in his glory is there. 
With his sprig of shellelagh and shamrock s> 

green; 
His clothes spick and span new without ever a 

speck, 
A neat Barcelona tied round his neck ; 
He goes to a tent, and he spenos half a crown. 
He meeu with a friend, and for love knocks him 

down 
With a sprig of sheUelagh and shamrock to 

green. 

At evening returning, as homeward he goes. 
His heart soft with whiskey, his head soft srtth 
blows 
From a sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 



He meets with his Shelah, who, Mushiag » 

smile. 
Cries, " Get ye gone, Pat," yet consents all tlie 

while; 
To the priest then they go— and, nine months after 

that, 
A fine baby cries out, " How d'ye do, fathef Pat« 
With your sprig ti shellelagh and shamrmk »a 

green?' 

AUkhmd Verm-O, C okmm. 

Blees the country, say I, that gave Patrck Kk 

birth. 
Bless the land of the oak, and ita ndgfabowing 

earth. 
Where grows the shellelagh and shamrock so 

green. 
May the sons of the Thames, the Tweed, and the 

Shaimon, 
Drub the foe who dares plant «m ovrcanfinesa 

cannon; 



issi 
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United and happy, at loyalty's shrine. 
May the rote, leek, and thistle, long flourish and 
twine 
Round a sprig of shellelagh and shamrock so 
green. 



WHEN CLOUDS ON HIGH ARE RIDING. 

(Miss Joanna Baillie.) 

When clouds on hi^h are riding. 
The wintry moonxhine hiding. 
The raging blast abiding — 

O'er mountain waves we go. 
With hind on dry land creeping. 
With townsmen shelter keeping. 
With lord on soft down sleeping — 

Change we our lot T Oh, no. 

O'er stormy main careering. 
Each sea-mate sea-mate cheering. 
With dauntless helmsman steering. 

Our steady course we hold. 
Their sails with sunbeams whitened. 
Themselves with glory brightened. 
From care their bosoms lightened. 

Who shall return ? — the bold. 



THE LITTLE PLOUGHBOY THAT WHIS- 
TLED O'ER THE LEA. 

(O'Keefe.) 

A "AXEN-HEADED cow-boy, as simple as maybe. 

And next a merry ploughboy, I whistled o'er the 
lea; 

Bjk now a saucy footman, I strut in worsted lace. 

And soon 111 be a butler, and wasc my jolly face ; 

When steward I'm promoted, I'll snip a trades- 
man's bill. 

My master's coders empty my pockets for to fill ; 

When lolling in my chariot, so great a man 111 
be, 

Yonll forget the little ploughboy that whistled o'er 
the lea. 

1*11 buy votes at elections, but, when I've made 

the pelf, 
I'll stand poll for the parliament, and then vote in 

myself ; 
Whatever's good for me, sir, I never will oppose. 
When all my ayes are sold off, why then I'll sell 

my noes ; 
111 bawl, harangue, and paragraph, with speeches 

charm the ear ; 
And, when I'm tired on my legs, then 111 sit 

down a peer ; 
In court or city honours so great a man I'll be. 
You'll forget the little ploughboy that whistled o'er 

the lea. 



Ai 



THE COMPLAINT; 
OR, THE WILLOW-TREE. 
" Oh, come to me when daylight tett." 
(J. Lambe.) 

Farewell, false hope ! — false vows, farewell ! 

You joy my heart no more ; 
My love seeu not the moonlight deli ; 

My reign of bliss is o'er. 
The tempter's arts — dark falsehood's wile, 

I ne'er believed in thee ; 
But ev'ry vow you breathed was guile. 

Beneath the willow-tree. 

I own there's forms mine far outvie. 
And cheeks that brighter glow ; 



Yet why should tl 
None ! none ca 

But I am ever doi 
For, like the cfc 

Thy heart entices 
And smiles at o 

.The stream that h 

Though calmly 
And so the heait. 

Declines with 84 
Each dear delight 

Past joys ! for c 
Once happy days ' 

They have prov 

Then, Death! oh 

Oh, bid me cea 
My dear deceivin{ 

Perchance, wh< 
Can he, when mv 

Quite unrmrdl 
Oh, no! he'll wef 

The drooping w 



THE RABBINICAI 

c 

They tell us that wom 
Just picked from a c 
But the rablntu will sw 
And 'twas not so at 
plied. 

Derry down, 

For old Adam was fash 
With a taU like a 
span; 

And, when Nature cut 
Why then. 



If such is the tie betwe 
The ninny who wedi 

For he takes to his tati 
And makes a d 1 

• 

Yet, if we may judge 
Ev'ry husbsind remc 

And, uiowing his vnf 
Why, he leaves her b 



LOVE, LOVE, li 

(Sh; 

Love, love, noth 

For, oh, I 

Shoots buc 

The shaft < 

Not that it 

But tickles still th 

Those lovers cry — 

Yet that which se 

Doth turn oh ! oh ! 

So dying love live 

Oh! oh! awhile, b 

Oh ' oh ! groans out 



HAMMER 

OR, TWO CHAN 

Air — " Theverpmen 

As thepunithmen 

Thouffh repenUmc 

Yet it always comot 
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Thus I'm punished now, forsooth. 
For oue nmpU crime in youth, — 
That's I marrtM/— and ever since repented! 

Night and day. 

Work or play. 

Never ceasing, 

Curse increasing, 
While with brawling I'm admonished. 
My poor senses crazed, astonished. 
All is nurly-burly, racket, hammer, and tongs ! 

Sunk in grief. 

No relief. 

All is horror. 

Sadness, sorrow ! 
Day and morrow wife's amusement 
And delight is my ill-usement! 

While I sigh. 

Ah, poor I '. 
I would the devil came in pity to my wrongs. 
Or else let a poor unhappy husband die. 

Spoken.] Patience, they say, is a virtue ; but, 
having been thirteen years in the picklii^-tub of 
Repentance, patience is exhausted, and I think 
'tis high time I were taken out of the brine of con- 
jugal misery ; for, of all the miseries of human 
life, no misery is so truly miserable as a 

Day and morrow, wife's amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement, &c. 

When I married, first, 'tis true, 
I was all a-gog, — 'twas new. 
And my fancy said 'twould never be to-morrow * 
But my honey-moon soon waned. 
When to-morrow came, — profaned. 
And chai^^ed all my golden dreamt cf joy to 
sorrow ! 

Dark or light. 
Spitting spite. 
Bed of nettles, 
Pou and kettles, 
In her passion's rage for battle. 
Oft about my poor ears rattle. 
While I, patient, bear tuis racket, hammer, and 
tongs. 

All affright. 
Hair upright. 
Shivering, shaking. 
Quivering, quaking. 
Day and morrow, wife s amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement, &c. 

Spoken.] It's as true as I'm alive, I wish I 
may die if it imk ! but she is ufor$e than the devil, 
she is indeed, and so I would tell her if I dare! 
bat then. Lord love ye, I should never get over it 
if I did, so I shouldn't ; for, though I am alwa3rs 
as tame as a mouse, and as silent as a mackerel 
with her, I get plenty of her — 

Day and motmw, wife's amusement 
And delight in mj ill-usement, &c« 

Dearest Molly ! once I said. 
Pray have mercy on my head. 
As there bumps and bruises, cracks and flaws 
are many ! 
But my hopes all turned to fears. 
When I found she seised my ears. 
And her mercy for my crown not worth a penny ! 
Pray or cry. 
Oh, poor 1 ! 
Sore lamenting. 
Sick repeating. 
So I've now made up my mind^ 
If the devil wo 'n't he kind. 
That's to Uke Moll altogether, hammer and 
toags! 

Why then he 
Most take me. 



Dead and dangling. 
From all wrangling. 
Day and morrow, wiie's amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement. 
On that end 
I'll depend. 
As the only chance of ending all my wrongs. 
And a poor unliappy husband's lot to mencL 

Spoken.] This venr morning she scalded my 
legs with water from the tea-kettle, and then broke 
my head 'with the tea-pot, because I threw tq> my 
icet and kicked dotvn the hot rolls, just buttered for 
breakfast ', only look at the mark, — there, that's a 
hard case, you see ; just on the soft part, is'n't it i 
I am sure I shall be much happier with the devil 
tlian with her; don't you think so? However, 
now I've made up my mind to die, 'tis the happiett 
moment of my H/e ! So, till you see me again, be- 
lieve me dangling out of the way of all — 

Day and morrow, wife's amusement 
And delight in my ill-usement. 

On that end, &c 



MY NATIVE HIGHLAND HOME. 

(Morton.) 

My Highland home, where tempests blow. 

Cold are thy wintry looks ; 
Thy mountains crowned wi' driven snow^ 

And ice-bound are thy brooks : 
But colder far's the Scotsman's heart. 

However far he roam. 
To whom these words no joy impart^* 

My native Highland home ! 

CHORr.<l. 

Then g^ng wi' me to Scotland, dear. 

We ne'er again will roam ; 
And with thy smile, sac bonnie, cheer 

My native Highland home ! 

When simmer comes, the heather-bell 

Shall tempt thy feet to rove : 
The cushat dove within the dell 

Invites to peace and love ; 
For blithsome is the breath of day. 

And sweet's the bonuie broom. 
And -pure the dimpling rilU that play 

Around my Highland home. 

Then gang, &c. 



MILK, MY PRETTY MAIDS, BELOW. 
(T. Dibdin.) 

At dawn of day, whtn other folks 

In slumber drown their senses. 
We milkmen sing, and crack, and joke. 

Scale stile and such-like fences : 
But when from milking home we're bounds 

A sight more pleasing than a show. 
The rosy lasses greet the sound 

Of milk, my pretty maids, below. 

Miik, my pretty maids, &c. 

^Tis milkman, here, and, milkman, there. 

Lord, how these wenches tease me ! 
I'm coming, love ; how much, my fair T 

Cries I. — There now be easy ; 
So what with toying now and then. 

And kissing, too, as on I go ; 
I scarce nave time, like other vw^n. 

To cry— Milk, my pretty maids, below. 

Milk, my pretty matdt, lec« 

TiMNigh twice a-day I pay my court 

To thos« that come to meet me, 
I please them all, and that's your sort. 

There's none can ever beat me ^ 
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My walk I nerer vill resign, 

A better one I don't know ^ 
Of all the trades, let this be mine. 

Of milk, my pretty maids, below. 

Milk, my pretty maids, itc. 



OH! LUNNUN. THIS LUNNUN'S A WON- 
DERFUL PLACE. 

(Hudson.) 

TsB a plain country lad, as youll tell by my 

song. 
Though I knows what is right and I knows what is 

wrong. 
When ju^t cwenty-one, I was left to myself. 
With a larm, and some acres, and plenty of pelf, 
I wanted a summat to sweeten my life. 
And did not know what it could be but a wife ; 
So I got married, and brought up my wife's pretty 

face 
To see Lunnun, this Lununn, this wonderful 

place. 

The first thing that I seed was Bazaars, wi'wide 

doors. 
Exposing for sale all Ma'am Folly's large stores ; 
Wliere you might spend your money on what you 

liked best. 
And just like a man or a monkey be drest. 
Oh ! Lunnun was made sure for fashion and fun. 
For each his own way to the devil may run ; 
Each apprentice is drest quite at fine as his 

Grace, 
Oh ! Lunnun, this Lonnun's a wonderful place ! 

There's the ladies, so modest, wi' shoulders so 

bare. 
Which seemingly say to the men — " come, and 

stare ! 
Wi' their petticoats cut close short up to their 

knees. 
Which speak pretty plain — you may look if you 

please. 
But, on the contrary, our very smart beaux. 
Wear large cossack trousers quite down to their 

toes ; 
And a little brimmed hat, that wo'n't cover their 

face. 
Oh ! Lunnun, this Lunnun 's a wonderful place ! 

Then each tradesman, so stylish, endeavours to 
get 

As much as he can into every one's debt ; 

And, as great as a lord, with more spirit than 
sense. 

Keeps a gig and a girl, and cries— d — n all ex- 
pense. 

4nd wnen he his payments can no longer meet, 

Geu in the King's Bench, the Ganette, or the 
Fleet. 

But soon comes out again, with a clean white- 
washed face. 

Oh ! Lunnun, this Lunnun's a wonderful place. 

Our tip-top man of fashion now eagerly strives. 

To he always $educting some other men's wives ; 

And when their fair game they have fairly run 
down, 

Goes to law with the husband, to gain 'em re- 
nown. 

The husband for grief, then, does nothing but 
cry, 

That the damages cannot be rated too high ; 

Honest lawyers defend either side of the case. 

Oh ' Lunnun, this Lunnun's a wonderful place. 

What pleased me the best was to see, every 

nght, 
I'he streets tmmimitwm§d with famous ga$k Ughi ! 



As bright as the sun at noon-day it does shiar. 

And they tell me 'tis gunpowder ground voy 
fine. 

Then I seed Carlton-Hoose, where our great king 
n sides. 

House o' Commons, and Jiords, too, and New- 
gate besides. 

Where huge chains and fetters stare folks in tlie 
face. 

Oh ! Lunnun, this Lunnun's a wonderful place. 

Then a story went all over Lunnnn, by gum. 
That any man might see the Prince R^ent'i 

bomb-— 
If he went to the Park, sore, and wanted dte 

sight. 
For there 'twas uncovered from morning to ni^txL 
But 'twas nought but a cannon^ I was struck wi' 

amaze, 
I ne'er seed such a large one in all my bom days ; 
Stuck a top o' a beast, wi' a d — d ugly face ; 
Oh ! Ijunnun, this Lunnun's a wo&^erful place. 

I forgot to inform you, ere I did b^^i. 

That my wife is now waiting for me at the inn ; 

To-morrow, at seven, we sUrt, if it's fair, 

Wi' a rare stock of wonders, to make the folk 

stare: 
I'm sure we ve enow for, when we get there. 
To last the whole village in ulk for a year ; 
I can tell the good folks, wi' a pretty good crtce. 
That Lunnun, this Lunnun's a wonderful place'. 

THIS LIFE 18 LIKE A TROUBLED SBi. 

(Dibdin.) 

This life is like a troubled sea. 
Where, helm a-weather or a-lee. 
The ship will neither stay or wear. 
But drives, of every rock in fear ; 
All seamanship in vain we try. 
We cannot keep her steadily. 

But, just as Fortune's wind may blow. 
The vessel's tosticated to and no ; 
Yet, come but, love, on board. 
Our hearts, with pleasure stored. 
No storm can overwhelm. 

Still blows in vain 

The hurricane. 
While love is at the helm. 



THIS IS NO MY AIN HOUSE. 

(Ramsay.) 

This is no my ain house, 

I ken bv the rigging o't : 
Since with my love I ve changed vows, 

I dinna like the biggins o't. 
For now that I'm young Robie's bride. 
And mistress of his fireside. 
My ain house I like to guide. 

And please me with ue trigging o't. 

Then farewell to my father's hoose, 

I gang where love invites me ; 
The strictest duty this allows. 

When Love with honour meets 
When Hymen moulds ns into ane 
My Robie's nearer than my kin. 
And to refuse him were a sin, 
Sae lang's he kindly treats me. 

When I am in my a^n house. 
True love shall be at hand, ay , 

To make me still a pfudent spoose* 
And let my man commsnn. ay : 
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Avoiding ilka cause of strife^ 
The common pest of married life. 
That makes ane wearied of his wi^. 
And breaks the kindly band ay. 



f OUR LOTS SHE LIVES IN YON HUMBLE 

SHED. 

A TRIO. 
(Moncrieff.) 

Your love she lives in yon humble shed. 

Where turnips selling* 

And '* greens, oh!" yelling. 
She gets a daily bit of bread. 
And wUd and sweet is the life she has led ; 

Her stall has flourished. 

Her bsrrow's nourished 
The natives with savoys and beans : 
For working folks roust still be fed. 
And pickled pork eats best with greens. 

Zounds ! what poor wretch is this I spy. 

Who has come hither. 

Her sweets to wither T 
Her beauty now is all my eye ; 
Plague on't don't let the witch come nigh ! 

Dear Don Giovanni, 

Don't scorn poor Fanny ; 
All day my greens for you I'll cry. 
My once loved Fann]^ cry away. 
But not for me— no, faith — good[-bye. 



TWO BUNCHES A PENNY, PRIMROSES. 

(Upton.) 

When Nature first salutes the Spring, 

And fields all green appear. 
The feathered tribe their matins sing. 

And hail the verdant year ; 
Yet, though the country has its sweets. 

Unknown to those intown, 
'TIS sweet to hear in London streets. 

What's cned both up and down. 

Two bunches a penny, primroses ! 
Two bunches a penny ! 

Though Winter may enrobe with snow 

Field, mountain, hill, and dale ^ 
Throughout the world bid tempests blow. 

And icy chains prevail ; 
Yet Spring will come, with smiling face. 

And spread its charms around. 
Give freedom to tlie wat'ry race. 

And wake the pleasing sound — 

Two bunches a penny, primroeea 1 
Two bunches a penny ! 

Thus Winter must to spring give way. 

As seasons slide nlong : 
The rose*bnd blossom with the May, 

The lark resume its song ! 
And, though the country has its sweets. 

Unknown to those in town, 
"Tis sweet to hear, in London stieets. 

What's cried both up and down — 
Two bunches a penny, primroeet! 
Two bunches a penny ! 



AOUSED FROM HIS COVERT, THB STAG 
TAKES HIS FLIGHT. 

RODSBD from his covert, the stag takes his flight, 
ils he bounds o'er the lawns, gods ! how chanung 

the sight ! 
While the musical pack spreads enthantacBt 

around. 
Hills, valleys, and glades re-echo tM towid* 



He tops the blue mountain, the lowland perrada^ 
And, in terror, now harbours in thorn-wove& 

shades; 
But the deepest recesses no safety can yield. 
He breaks from the covert, and tries the wide 

field ! 

Winged with fear, swift he flies o'er the farmers' 

strong mounds. 
O'er the daisy-dressed meadow, like lightning, he 

bounds ; 
Not the river, swift-rushing, can stop his career. 
While the cries of the dogs pierce his delicate 

ear! 
Now he pauses awhile, till he's roused by the 

sound 
Of the sonorous horn, and the near opening 

hound ! 
Down his cheeks the big dew-drops of sorrow fast 

flow» 
As increases the clamour, increases his woe. 

See the hunters in view, to the covert he flies. 
Up the hill how he climbs, every effort he tries : 
Alas ! 'tis in vain, though hb spiriu decline. 
He's determined not tamely his life to resign ; 
On the pack how he turns, though a feeble essay. 
He keeps them awhile, with his antlers, at bay ; 
He now tries again — at his haunches they scud. 
And eagerly pant to be gorged with his blood. 

Ah! hunters, forbear! stop the murdering train. 
And give the poor creature his freedom again ; 
See, see, thev relent in the glorious strife. 
Now they call off the dogs, and the stag has his 

lite. 
Thus M^rcy can dictate — thus Mercy can save. 
Bright jewel ! to set off the cap of the brave ! 
'Tween thee and each passion how mighty the 

odds. 
In conjunction with thee, we're allied to the gods. 



^^»^^^»^ 



THE WHISTLING WAGGONER. 

(J. MaUinaon.) 

With heart as light as down of thistle. 

By side of waggon-team 1 whistle. 

And careless what great folks may say, 

I smacks my whip, and drives away : 

And how I chuckles ott to see 

Great dressed-up monkeys grin at me. 

And step, as if afraid ot walking. 

Then croak, like frogs— which they calls talking. 

Let's queer this bumpkin— What a clown ! 

How long have you, friend, b^n in town f 

Spoken.] How long, sir? says I. Why. jos. 
long enough to know a mow from a nenAiy. 



Com^-^mat't k m wot a I says I, to Dobbin ; 
Then off I goes, and leaves them mokkmu 
Sins tol de rol lol, a life to brag on 
Is 'hat there chap's as drives a waggon. 

Thus day by day, and week together, 
I'se happy, spite of wind or weather; 
Each time to to«n a journey taking. 
Of SHr or Mtt'oM a fool I'm making ; 
The \ttm^, too, wi' powdered wig. 
And twisted tail, like uil of pig: 
As fast as they screws poor folk doee, 
I pins 'em up against a post. 
Then hear them bawl, tiU ootof breath. 
Yon scoundrel ! yon will be my death. 

Sporem.] No, shall I though? Well, I thooght 
I should be likely to do some good one day at 
another. Well, Us only lil /or tel / yon be tM 
w iMis of iImiA sometimes yon know. 

)/ iaYaI,toI>ohhiBL«%a.« 
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Bat pride, when piqued, a lesson Uugbt her. 
So sing the pretty draper's daughter. 

Lord Steel to Miu Magnet was married. 

And thus reconciled the action ; 
By Steel never yet could be parried 

The Magnet's resistless attraction : 
So my dear little Duchess now never look el amp, 
" O, don't ulk to me," said the Duchess of Dump. 

Sh>KEN.] O. says Laif^ Latihde, FINE news! 
lard Steel has resigned the Du:^et$ for a draper's 
ianighter : a coronet for a cowUert and a title for the 
tUl. Indeed ! said the Countess of Clack, but tiUs 
are of great sendee to titles now-a-days ; we have 
been in tradesmen's hocks till it is a borOt and there's 
something quite delightful in getting into their 
wumey-hags. True, replied the Honourable MtMS 
Mag, city money-bags are no bad supporters to the best 
coat of arms in the kingdom ; but how does the 
Duchess take it ? 

O, pride, when piqued, &c 



NORA AND THE ERLIE'S SON. 

(Sir Walter Scott.) 

Hear what Highland Nora said, 
" The Eriie's son I will not wed ; 
Should all the race of Natare die 
And none be lett but he and I, 
For all the gold, for all the gear. 
For all the lands, both far and near. 
That ever valour lost or won, 
I would not wed the Eriie's son." 

" A maiden's vows," old Callum spoke, 
" Are lightly made and lightly broke ; 
The heather on the mountain^ height 
Begins to bloom in purple light. 
The frost-wind soon shall sweep away 
That lustre deep from glen and brae. 
Yet Nora, e'er its bloom be gone, 
May blithely wed the Eriie's son.' 

" The swan," she said, " the lake's clear breast 

May barter for the eagle's nest ; 

The Awe's fierce stream may backward turn ; 

Ben Cruaihan fall, and cru«h Kilchum ; 

Our kilted clans, when blood is high. 

Before their foes may turn and fly ; 

But I, were all these marvels done. 

Would never wed the Eriie's son." 

Still, in the water-lily's shade. 

Her wonted nest the wild swan made ; 

Ben Cruaihan stands as fast as ever ; 

Still downward foams the Awe's fierce river; 

To shun the clash of foeman's steel 

No highland brogue has turned the heel ; 

But Nora's heart is lost and won — 

She's wedded to the Eriie's son. 
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AND THAT IS A MAN OF TEN THOUSAND. 

(O'Keefe.) 

Show me a lawyer refusing a good fee, 

Or pious dean not thinking of a bishop's see ; 

A doctor, who wo'n't squeeze sick ladies by the 
hand ; 

'Potticary, whom his scrawl can well understand ; 

Dancing-master object to dancing off with miss ; 

A methodist-preacher not in a comer kiss ; 

Young ensign, not proud of his flashy large cock- 
ade; 

Or true Britinh tar who of Frenchmen is afraid ; 

Parliament elector who never sold his vote ; 

Parliament orator who will not turn his coat, — 

And that is a man of ten thousand. 
Tol lol de rol. 



Show me a right honourable keeping to his woid. 
Or a poor poet patronised by a lord ; 
An impudent sharper clothed all in rags. 
Or modest genius counting o'er his money-bap ; 
A churchwarden who scorns to feast upon the poor 
Fat alderman, who cannot calipash endure ; 
A groom too honest to rob horses of their com ; 
Wise cuckold, who blushes to wear a gilded hon; 
Sportsmen mind gallopping over com or stabhle; 
Or secretary of state take nothing for his tnmbW, 
And that is a man of ten thowsaail 
Tol lol de rol. 



THE 



ROSE HAD BEEN WASHSD-JU8T 
WASHED IN A SHOWER. 

(Cowper.) 

The rose had been washed — just wrashed is » 
shower. 

Which Mary to Anna conveyed ; 
The plentiful moisture encumbered the flown 

And weighed down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all filled, and the leaves were all vet. 
And it seemed, to a fanciful view. 

To weep for the buds it had left with regret 
On the flourishing bush where it grew. 

I hastily seised it, unfit as it was 
For a nosegay, so dripping and drowned. 

And, swinging it rudely — too rudely, alas! 
I snapped it — it fell to the ground : 

" And such," I exclaimed, " is the pitiless put 

Some act by the delicate mind ; 
Regardless of wringing and breaking a heart 

Already to sorrow resigned. 

" This elegant rose, had I shaken it less. 
Might have bloomed with the owner awhile. 

And the tear that is wiped with a little addrcM 
May be followed perhaps by a amile." 



^ 



OH! 



SAILOR-BOY. SAILOR-BOY, PEACB 
TO THY SOUL ! 

In slumbers of midnight the sailor-boy lay. 

His hammock swang loose at the sport of tbe 
wind. 
But, watch-worn and weary, his cares few am, 

And visions of happiness danced o'er his mind: 
He dreamt of his home, of his dear native bowers, 

And pleasures that waited on life's mrrry mont* 
Whilst Mem'ry stood sideways, half covered with 
flowers. 

And restored ev'cy rose, but secreted a thore. 

The jessamine clambers in flowers o'er the thatch. 
And the swallow sings sweet from the nest ia 
the wall. 
All trembling, with transport he raises the latch. 
And the voice of beloved ones reply to his caU : 
A father bends o'er him with looks of delight. 
His cheek is impearied with a mother's food 
tear. 
And the lips of the boy in a love-kiss unite 
With the lips of the maid whom his bosom holds 
dear. 

Oh ! sailor-boy, sailor-boy, never again 

Shall peace, love, or kindred, thy widiesrepa^; 
Unblest and unhcmoured, down deep in the maui» 

Full many score fathom thy form shall decay, 
Davs, months, years, and aces, shall circle away^ 

And still the vast waters above thee shall roU ; 
Earth looselis thy bodv for ever and aye. 

Oh ! sailop4>oy, saiior^boy, peace to thy aoeU 
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THE BEAUTIFUL MAIO. 
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A PARODY. 

Air—" The Beautijtd Maid. 

My hshmonger be swore th«t his soles were most 
dear} 
I trembled to hear what he said ; 
For salmon and shrimps 'twas the wrong time of 
year, 
80 I pitched on a beaatifnl maid. 

I brought home my beautiful maid 
Here, cook, dress this beautiful ma«a ; 
Go, boil it,— don't spoil it. 
But see it well done. 
And 111 dine on my beautiful maid. 

But an ugly black cat, I speak it with grief. 

My delicate tit-bit waylaid j 
The cook turned her back, and the long-whiskered 
thief 
Ran off with my beautiful maid ; 

She clawed up my beautiful maid. 
She swore o'er my beautiful maid. 
Oh ! pufsy, you husscy. 
Oh ! what have you done. 
You've ate up my beautiful maid. 



SWEET ARE THE DREAMS OF EARLY 

LOVE. 



Air—" Ohtognat Womam*$ Heart it baughi, 
(Miss Bryant.) 

Sweet are the dreams of early love. 

Soft is the vow that's given. 
Like sephyrs, when they whispering rove. 

Pure as the dew of heaven. 
Warm is the youthful lover's heart. 

Bright is the dark eye beaming, — 
If these be dreams, ne'er let me part 

From such delicious dreaming. 

But fleeting years soon draw the veil. 

False love, his joumies taking. 
Into the heart will fondly steal. 

Then smiles to leave it breaking. 
So hence with love — I'll never tread 

His bowers — 'tis derision. 
A mortal's happy life 111 lead, 

But, ah, farewell the vision. 
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A WEDDING'S A WEDDING THE UNI- 
VERSE OVER. 

Air—" BaUinimona Ora."— (T. Dibdin.) 

A wedding's a wedding the universe over. 
From Pekin to London, from Turkey to Dover, 
Married folk are the same, wherever they're born, 
From the Cape of Good Hope till you double Cape 
Horn* 

And sing BaUinimona Ora, 
B%lliniroona Ora, 
BaUinimona Ora, 
A good merry wedding for me. 

When a king means to wed, why he does it by 

proxy. 
And sends ortr a lord to espouse his fair do«y ; 
When a commoner marries, the bridegroom (poor 

elf.) 
Is obliged to go through all the bnsiness himself. 
And sing BaUinimona Ora, Ice. 

In Owhyhee, they say, there's a stick broko in 

two — 
If yon look in Cooke's Voyage yonll find it trae \ 
In England thev never break sticks it b said, 
Bnt mm rned JeUu often break— aadb eiker*$ head 
And sing BaUinimona uni. He 



A soldier and lassie jump over a sword, 
A sailor and girl oft take each other's wofd, 
A Jew may espouse his great aunts or hi« cousin* 
And Turks buy their wives, like our chickens, 9 
dozens. 

And sing BaUinimona Ora, 5tc 

At a wedding in Ireland they're wondrous frisk>. 
With black eyes, bloody noses, punch, claret, an 

whiskey ; 
In Scotland they've baggies, hodge-podge, anf 

Neep's head ; 
Ana in Holland they smoke tUl they're aU put to 
bed. 

And sing BaUinimona Ora, &c. 

By whatever forms we are joined to each other. 
May husband and wife live like sister and brother : 
Be the int'rests of Britain united for ever. 
Like folks that are married to separate never. 

And sing BaUinimona Ora, tic. 
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WHERE PLENLIMMON WOOS ON HIGH 

(Herbert.) 

Comb with me, and leave the town. 
Although I am a country clown 
You1l find me honest and sincere. 
My pretty little winning dear : 
Do come, my fair, do come with me. 
The country wiU with you agree. 
Where Plenlimmon woos on high. 
Embracing clouds as they pass by. 

There's Winny Morgan, in our vale— 
But I'll not tell you all the ule — 
Her father rears wheat, rye, and oatt^ 
And boasts too of his herd of goats ; 
He likes me much, his daughter too^ 
But not one half as I love you ; 
And I have herds as well as he. 
My love and flocks are all for thee. 

Free they range the mountain round. 
And every one is fat and sound. 
Their thirst is quenched in pure snow drops. 
That form their drink in hollowed rocks ; 
When dark our vale, with them 'tis day^ 
They upward seek the sun's last ray. 
From rock to cliff they fearless roam. 
Not one is missed when they come home. 

I am not handsome, well I know. 
But mother says I'm so and so ; 
You have eyes as black as coal, 
I have a steer, a mare, and foal. 
And I have goats, with no expense. 
And that, my dear, will save us pence x 
Come, my love, do come away. 
The country now looks green and gay. 

She gave consent with me to co. 
To see in May our moontains snow x 
My mother saw her, and admired. 
For such a maid the dame desired ; 
The neighbours round a^ree and say 
Plenlimmon wore no mut thst day 
That we were wed, but all around 
Seemed sweetly changed to fairy groond. 

Now, happy, in my native vale, 
I grind my com and brew my ale. 
My acres few I plough and sow. 
And Fortune favours as I go ; 
The cause is plain — for all most amile 
Where peace and ioy the hours begvUo I 
My song has not the power to tell 
How we enjoy Plenlimmon's deli. 
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CUT AWAY, MICH. 



Air—" Ittandlikea riirA."—( Bryant.) 

When I was a boy, I was wild as could be. 
And the folks all declared none so wicked as me ; 
For my motto was glee — I'd do just as I like. 
And the folks round about called me cat away, 
Mich! 
With row de dow, row de dow, don't the thing 

strike ? 
While the ccy it was cat away '. cut away Mich ' 

Then I went apprentice, but didn't like that, 
80 one morning I cautiously took up my hat \ 
From my bus'ncss I ran in a fit of dislike. 
While my good fcUow-P's cried out cut away, 
Mich. 

With row de dow, &c. 

Kext a maiden I sought who was slender and gay, 

80 went to balls, routs, panorama, or play, 

But she thought fit to lay in, I thought proper to 

strike. 
So I sounded retreat, and cried cut away, Mich. 

With row de dow, &c. 

Next I married a widow, aged just sixty-four. 
Who gazed upon me till her eves were quite sore. 
She brought me fiva thousand, I the bargain did 

strike. 
Bat she died, and again I cried cut away, Mich. 

With row de dow, &c. 

When my money was spent to the Bench I was 
sent, 

Where three months I remained with no small dis- 
content. 

For I couldn't break bars, and I dreaded each 
spike ! 

And I found out an end to my cut away, Mich. 

With row de dow, &c. 

So now I am out I'm resolved to be wise. 
For experience, I own it, has opened my eyes ; 
So the colours of folly I now mean to strike. 
And thus put an end tu my cut away, Mich. 

With row de dow, &c. 



5LEEP, MOTHER, SLEEP, IN SLUMBER 

BLEST. 

(Miss Edgeworth.) 

Sleep, mother, sleep, in slumber blest. 
It joys my heart to see thee rest ; 
Unfelt in sleep thy load of sorrow. 
Breathe free and thoughtless of to-morrow; 
And long and light thy slumbers last. 
In happy dreams forget the past. 

Sleep, mother, &c. 

Many's the night she waked for me. 
To nurse my helpless infancy. 
While cradled on her patient arm. 
She hashed me with the mother's charm. 

Sleep, mother, &c. 

And be it mine to soothe thy age. 
With tender care thy grief assuage ; 
This hope is left to poorest poor. 
And richest child can do no more. 

Sleep, mother, &c. 



THE LAND OF SHELLELAGH. 

(J. L. Lewis.) 

ARRAH come, sons of Erin, I'll give you a sons; ; 
Ths shcllelagh's my theme, of course 'twill not be 
long •, 



And if with attention 
To the words you're a 
Fal de ral. 

Hie Irish shellelagh. 
Is nearly akin to the 
The relationship no 

knows 
The striking similitud 

In the land of potato< 
The shellelagh first 

fence; 
By Freedom 'twas pli 
And the fame of this 

through. 

The shellelagh's an Ii 
His companion by da; 
And though rough i] 

allow. 
That it's mighty enga 

Let a bumper, then. 
The toast I propose. 
Here's *' the land oJ 

the sod 
By the firm foot of 

trod. 

FOR IN WIN 



(1 

When Photbos' 

And falc'ners 

When ploughme 

Theng 

And at h( 

For in wi; 

When loud the < 

And winter m 

When lowing he 

Do droop and m 

Theng 

And ai hi 

For in wi 



BONNIE LADD 

O, LEEZK me 
Brave as lionj 
Should he fall 
None beside s 
What become 
More than fai 
By the sparkl* 
None I ken he 
Glorious com< 
Prottd will 1 1 
Mliat re¥rardf 
More than fu 
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UARUM, SCARUM, JIG. 

Air—" A Master I haoe," 

■B last that I loved was so formal and shy, 
Harom, tearum, jiz ; 
Tbe Um that I loved as a Quaker was sly, 

Hamm, scarom, jig. 
The Ian that 1 loved had a cast in her eye, 
f awoce she was prettvy but couldn't tell why. 

With mv sighing, dying. 

Crocodile crying. 

Ranting tearing. 

Swaggering, swearing, 

Hanun, scarum, jig. 

So aweetlv she song, that she rivalFd the lark, 

Harum, scarum, jig ; 
80 aweetly she Bimg, like an owl in the dark, 

Harum, scarum, jiz. 
80 sweetly she sung, that she kindled the spark 
Of lore in the breast of an old parish-clerk. 

With her quivering, quaking. 

Shivering, shaking. 

Taming, quavering. 

Swooning, wavering, 

Harum, scamm, jig. 

Her form k was slim, and her figure was tight, 

Hamm, scarum, jig. 
Her pret^ turned ancle, it ravished me quite, 

Harum, scarum, jig. 
She'd caper and frisk it from morning till night, 
Thoosh ner left 1^ was shorter by far than her 
^jht: 

With her rumbling, tumbling, 

Gallopping, grumbling; 

Oh, such a dancer, 

Gemini, Cancer, 

Hanim, scarum, jig. 



AH! PLEASANT LAND OP FRANCE, 
FAREWELL. 

(Mary, Queen of Scots.) 

[Translated from the French. — Baynes.] 

Ah ! pleasant land of France, farewell ! 
My country dear, 
Where many a year 
Of infant youth 1 loved to dwell. 
Farewell for ever, happy days. 
The ship that parts our love conveys 

But half of me ; one half behind 
I leave .with thee, dear France, to prove 
A token of our endless love, 

And bring the other to thy mind. 



THE PLEASURES OF MARGATE. 

(Upton.) 

To Pleasnre't gay shore, where the sea-breese in- 
vites, 

And Health holds her cup of heartxheering de- 
lights! 

^Tu Margate, I mean, where Disease must be 
gone. 

And |;ve up its place to the life-breathing throng. 

Wliere Mirth, Joy, and Revelry reign night and 
day, 

Aad hails yon to Margate, with — " Come, come 
away! 

Come away, come away.** 

Qrtat LoBdon may hold out its charms for a 
I . while, 

". Aad Trade deck the face with Protperily's smile ; 

* Y«t Pleasure most sometimes wiih Care inter- 

• Tene,— 

I Aad what's like a dip in the bathing-machine t 



'Tis the fountain that renders the spiriu more 

And hails you to Margate, with—" Come, come 
away ! 

Come away, come away." 

Masquerades, pla^s, and balls, too, we now and 

then boast. 
Besides ships of war, the defence of our coast ; 
Pretty women, smart fellows, cosmetics, an 

toys. 
With many strange creatures, that land from the 

hoys. 
Cards, billiards, and raffles, with each kind ot 

play. 
Which hails you to Margate, with — " Come, come 

away! 

Come away, come away.' 
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BILLY YARN, OF RED-E-RIFF, AND 
POLLY PEACOCK, OF WAPPING. 

Air—" Highland Laddte/'—iBeWunj.) 

In Wapping once there lived a dame. 

In Plough-alley. 
Polly Peacock was her name. 

Of Plough-alley. 
Oh! she was the charming wench. 

Of Plough-alley. 
She dealt in salmon, oysters, tench. 

In Plough-alley. 

Now this same Polly had the knack. 

Round Plough-alley, 
Of getting lovers in a crack. 

In Plough-alley. 
She was, as girls too often are. 

In Plongh-alley» 
Precious false and devilish fair. 

In Plough-alley. 

There was one Billy Yarn by name. 

Knew Plough-alley. 
And from Red>e-riff he came. 

To Plough-alley. 
A waterman be was by trade — 

He rowed the Sally. 
And Polly was a wicked jade. 

Of Plough-alley. 

At night he'd step into his boat. 

Called the Sally» 
And to Executhn-Doek he'd Boat, 

For Plough-alley. 
Where Poll would stand upon the stairs. 

Near the Sally, 
And to poor Bill would show her airs. 

In the Sally. 

One night, poor Bill got safely o'er. 

In the Sally, 
And gently tapped at Polly's door. 

In Plough-alley. 
What did he see when he got in — 

To Plough-alley ? 
Poll and a sailor drinking gin. 

In Plough-alley. 

HisySwIm^t were quite hurt, 'tis said. 

Round Plough-alley. 
For the bottle she threw at his head. 

And d— d the Sally. 
They thumped him, and hb nose they cut. 

In Plough-alley. 
Then threw him in the water-butt. 

In Plough-alley. 

They left him there all night, 'tis said. 

In Ploofh-ifiey. 

Bis heels he kicked above his bead. 

In Plough-alley. 
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Next day, in the butt poor Bill was found. 

In Plough-allev. 
But the butt was dry, so be war'n't <bowned. 

But left Plough-alley. 

Bo all ye watermen beware 

Of Plough-alley. 
And of Wapping courtship pray take care. 

But row your Sally. 
Ir you may get your noses cut, 

In Plough-alley. 
Ind be thrown into a water-butt — 

Oh! mind Plough-alley. 



BE QUICK, FOR I'M IN HASTE. 

As 'cross the fields, the other mom, 

I tripped so blithe and gay. 
The squire, with his doe and gun. 

By chance came by that way : 
Whither so fast, sweet maid ? he cried. 

And caught me round the waist : 
Pray stop awhile. Dear sir, said I, 

I can't, for I'm in haste. 

You must not go as yet, cried he, 

For I have much to say ; 
Come, sit you down, and let us chat. 

Upon the new-moon hay : 
I've loved you long, and oft have wished 

Those ruby lips to taste ; 
111 have a kiss. Well, then, said I, 

Be quick, for I'm in haste. 

Just as I spoke, I saw yoang Hodge 

Come through a neignbourinj^ gate ; 
He caught my hand, and cried, dear girl, 

I fear I've made you wait. 
But here's the ring, come, let's to church. 

The joys of love to taste. 
I left the squire, and, laughing, cried. 

You see, sir, I'm in haste. 



" This arm, sir," lie 
Struck the tri-coloi 



I SAW A POOR SEAMAN, HIS GARMENTS 
ALL TATfERED. 

I SAW a poor seaman, his garments all tattered. 

His cheeks wore the hue of hard weather and 
care. 
His form by the tempest of fortune was shattered, 

I marked in his eye of emotion a tear. 
Oh ! I pitied his fate, as I gazed on the stranger. 

For poverty clouded his person and dress ; 
And such, I exclaimed, who defend us in danger. 

And such are the men we desert in distress. 

With Duncan he sailed in the day of his glory, 
With Nelson he fought in the sim of his fame ; 

And oft, as he modestly told me his story. 
His countenance flushed as he uttered each name. 



war; 
"Twas my duty to do 
Do ye do your dutj 

Oh, yes! with our 
cherish 

The bosoms who 
wave; 
The spirit may droop 

That shone in our ] 
That spirit which ros 

Like the billows th 
For England, the Ian 

The land of benevi 



RULE 



When Britain first, a 

Arose from out the 

This was the charter. 

And guardian angc 

Rule, Bri 

Britannia 

Britons n< 

The nations, not so \ 
Must in their turn 

While thou shalt flou 
The dread and env 

Still more majestic si 
More dreadful fron 

As the loud blast tha 
Serves but to root I 

Thee, haughty tyran 
All their attempts 

Will but arouse thy g 
But work their wo< 

To thee belonscs the i 
Thy cities shall wit 

All thine shall be thi 
And every shore ej 

The Muses still with 
Shall to thy happy 

Blessed Isle ! with n 
And manly hearts 
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